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THE   OLD  COMMODORE. 


CHAPTER  I, 


''  For  the  bullets  and  the  gout 
Have  8o  knocked  his  hull  about^ 

That  he'll  never  more  be  fit  for  sea." 

Old  Song. 

"  Zounds  !  ** 

**  You  have  begun  your  history  with  an 
oath  !"  ejaculates  the  purist. 

**  You  have  begun  it  with  a  vulgarism," 
lisps  the  young  gentleman,  who  has  a  horror 
of  being  thought  vulgar. 

And,  alas !  I  myself  confess  that  I  have 
commenced  it  with  a  plagiarism.     I  am  sorry, 
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truly    sorry,  that,  by  this  confession,    I  have 
forestalled  the  discovery  with  three-and-twenty 
critics,  who  were  all  gaping,  open-mouthed,  to 
charge  ine  with  the  crime.     'Tis  a  vile   pla- 
giarism, certainly ;  for  I  must  plead  guilty  to 
the    knowledge    of  seven   novels,   be   they  of 
volumes   more    or  less,    three   tales,    two    ro- 
mances,  thirteen  plays,   and  one  sermon,  be- 
ginning precisely  in  the  same  manner — to  say 
nothing  of  its  being  an  invidious  piracy  from 
the  commonplaces   of  the  day;  for,  does  not 
every  husband,  when,  conscious  of  much  wine, 
he   comes  home   late,  and  meets  the  scowling 
brow  of  the  soother  of  his  soul,  and  views  the 
gathering  remonstrance  trembling  on  her   lip, 
like  a  bee  hanging  with  its  sting  in  the  rose- 
bud,— does   he   not,    I    say,  arrest   it   ere    it 
fall,  with  the  altisonant.  Zounds !     and,  after 
this  happy  commencement  of  his  chapter,  has 
he  not  all  the  words  and  sentences  that  follow, 
his  own  way,  as  I  intend  to  have  in  mine  ? 
And  yet,  I  have  a  little  to  say  in  defence  of 
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this  boisterous  **  Zounds  f"  I  can  assure  the 
pietist  that,  notwithstanding  its  etymological 
derivation  from  the  awful  and  right  royal 
outbreak  of  ^^  God's  wounds/'  that  it  is  not  an 
oath :  and,  in  the  sense  he  will  hereafter  find  it 
used,  it  is  nothing  more  than  a  pain-relieving 
expletive,  guilty  of  no  more  impiety  than  its 
more  modest  and  querulous  brothers,  ^^  Ah  me !" 
"  Alas  r  and  '*  Lack-a-daisy !" 

And  I  can  assure  the  young  gentleman  with 
the  gilt  spurs,  and  mosaic  gold  chains,  that, 
inflated  as  it  is,  it  is  by  no  means  vulgar ;  for 
it  was  used,  with  astounding  emphasis,  by  the 
first  gentleman  of  the  age,  and  the  first 
sovereign  of  Europe,  his  late  majesty,  upon 
a  dirty  little  boy,  who,  when  in  search  of 
the  twopenny  postman,  and  stumbling  upon 
royalty,  in  the  Windsor  uniform,  and  alone, 
had  thrust  a  penny  in  the  regal  palm,  with  a 
crumpled  letter. 

**  Zounds  r'  said  the  possessor  of  the  lives  and 
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fortunes  of  so  many  loyal  Britons,  "  Zounds ! 
boy,  whom  do  you  take  me  for  ?^ 

There  is  not  a  more  loyal  man  in  his  ma- 
jesty's dominions  than  myself;  so  do  not  expect 
that  I  shall  be  guilty  of  Use  majeste  in  record- 
ing the  innocent  arid  very  ignorant  answer.  I 
have  only  related  so  much  of  the  anecdote  as  is 
necessary  to  my  purpose,  to  prove  that  the 
word,  per  se,  is  not  vulgar. 

That,  at  the  beginning  of  a  book  or  chapter 
it  is  a  plagiarism,  I  again  acknowledge ;  but 
surely  the  readers  of  novels  will  pardon  me — 
for  I  assure  them,  if  they  strain  at  this  word, 
they  will  be  precisely  in  the  situation  of 
Rabelais^  giant,  who  could  swallow,  digest, 
and  thrive  upon  windmills,  yet  was  choked 
by  endeavouring  to  bolt  a  pound  of  butter, 
near  the  mouth  of  a  heated  oven.  Surely  those 
who  are  in  the  habit  of  devouring,  greedily, 
dished-up  plagiarisms,  in  the  shape  of  sen- 
tences, paragraphs,  plots,  and  chapters,  ought 
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not  to  make  wry  mouths  at  a  single  pirated 
word. 

"Zounds!" 

This  thunder-mocking  word  was  ejected, 
almost  at  the  loudest  pitch  of  the  human  voice, 
in  a  large  and  lofty  room  of  a  splendid  man- 
sion, near  Trestletree,  in  the  county  of  Herts. 
This  apartment  had  nothing  to  distinguish  it 
from  the  generality  of  those  of  an  estated 
English  gentleman,  at  the  close  of  the  last 
century ;  with  the  exception  that  it  contained 
many  pictures,  all  relating  to  nautical  matters, 
and  the  portraits  of  Howe,  Duncan,  Benbow, 
and  most  of  the  worthies  who  have  built  up  the 
proud  monument  of  England's  naval  glory. 
There  was  also,  amongst  the  other  furniture, 
and  in  a  place  of  honour,  a  superb  model  of  a 
ninety-eight,  with  a  commodore's  broad  pen- 
dant attached  to  the  main  royal  head,  and  se- 
veral specimens  of  Indian  weapons  of  war 
were  resting  in  the  comers  of  the  room. 

Now,  this  apartment  opened,  by  the  means 
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of  A  glass  door,  upon  a  carefully  kept  lawn, 
decorated  with  large  and  oval  beds  of  roses ; 
and  the  fragrance  of  many  flowers  from  well- 
filled  stands,  containing  vase  upon  vase,  made 
the  air  near  the  door  balmy  and  odoriferous, 
and  almost  overcame  the  aroma  of  tobacco,  that 
was  too  distinctly  perceivable  within. 

At  the  moment  that  the  terrific  interjection, 
with  which  I  have  commenced  this  veracious 
history,  was  launched  forth,  this  apartment,  the 
lawn  drawing-room,  as  it  was  called,  was 
occupied  by  four  persons,  with  whom  I  wish 
my  readers  to  be  most  familiarly  acquainted. 
Let  us  retrospect  for  one  single  moment ;  for, 
after  the  explosion  of  the  terrible  word,  all  was 
confusion  and  disarray. 

Observe  attentively  that  stout,  broad-built 
old  gentleman,  with  his  back  to  the  light; 
mark  his  high  aiid  bald  forehead :  the  struc- 
ture is  ample  and  noble;  but  its  pure  and 
marble  brightness  is  disfigured  by  a  deep  red 
seam,  which,  if  you  will  trace  it  from  the  apex 
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of  his  head  to  his  left  temple,  you  wiU  find  to 
terminate  in  a  closely  adhering  black  patch, 
that  covers  the  socket  where  once  had  been  the 
eye.  But  though  the  forehead,  up  to  the 
crown,  is  bald,  there  is  a  profusion  of  wiry 
and  iron-grey  curling  hair  about  the  temples 
and  the  back  of  the  head,  which  terminates  in 
an  immensely  thick  but  not  long  queue,  rather 
clumsily  tied  together  with  black  ribbon. 
The  features  have  once  undoubtedly  been  par- 
ticularly handsome ;  but  they  are  now  a  good 
deal  wrinkled,  and  discoloured  with  many  tints, 
some  of  which,  I  confess  with  shame  and 
sorrow,  are  the  signs  of,  at  least,  occasional  in- 
temperance. His  remaining  eye  is  clear,  black, 
large,  and  fierce,  and  the  dark  and  S  like  eye- 
brow, which  has  been  crooked  out  of  its  natural 
curve  by  many  years  of  habitual  frowning, 
and  constantly  peering  through  a  spy-glass, 
gives  that  region  of  his  face  a  look  that  we 
might  ahnost  call  terrible.  The  mouth  is 
large,  with  fine  teeth ;  but  the  lower  part  of 
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the  face  is  decidedly  sensual.  At  this  mo- 
ment, the  expression  of  his  countenance  is  not 
dignified,  it  is  peevish,  almost  old-womanly, 
and  shows  indubitable  signs  of  ill-health. 

But  to  continue  with  our  description  of  this, 
to  us,  all-important  personage.  You  perceive, 
now  that  he  has  moved  rather  restlessly  on  his 
chair,  that  he  has  lost  his  left  hand,  but  that 
he  has  ingeniously  supplied  the  deficiency  by 
terminating  his  arm  with  a  short  and  strong 
iron  spike,  which  spike  is  furnished  on  one  of 
its  sides  by  a  hook,  also  of  iron,  and  on  the 
other  by  a  tobacco-stopper,  made  either  of 
bone  or  ivory,  but  it  is  so  much  used,  and  so 
dirty,  it  is  impossible  to  say  which.  You  will 
also  find,  when  this  gentleman  stands  up,  that 
he  is  rather  short  for  his  breadth,  yet  is  still  a 
tall  man.  In  his  dress,  excepting  that  it  is 
rather  carelessly  put  on,  and  seems  totally  un- 
acquainted with  the  brush,  he  has  nothing 
remarkable,  unless  a  very  thin  and  small 
stock  of  black  silk  round  his  neck  might  be 
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thought  SO,  at  a  time  when  gentlemen  usually 
wore  abundant  cravats  of  well-starched  white 
muslin. 

He  is  an  invalid  ;  for  see,  notwithstanding 
the  heat  of  the  day,  it  being  but  a  little  past 
noon,  he  has  one  of  bis  feet  cushioned,  and 
swaddled  with  flannel,  whilst  a  padded  crutch 
reclines  against  the  table,  within  his  reach. 
He  is  evidently  in  an  ill-humour,  though  there 
is  an  untouched  decanter,  of  Madeira  wine 
before  him,  and  a  nearly  emptied  tumbler  of 
cold  strong  rum-and-water,  under  his  very 
nose.  He  is  smoking  a  common  clay  pipe 
furiously,  and  every  now  and  then  ramming 
home  the  tobacco-ashes  with  the  stopper  on 
his  spiked  arm.  This  person  is  the  Commo- 
dore: and,  being  nearly  sixty,  people  are 
generally  beginning  to  call  him  '^  the  Old 
Commodore."  He  is  also  the  eldest  male 
branch  and  the  representative  of  his  family, 
and  one  of  the  richest  men  in  the  county,  and, 
had  he  chosen  to  have  exerted  those  energies 
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that  he  always  displayed  when  afloat,  he  might 
have  been  the  most  influential. 

He  was  born  the  eighth  son,  and  during  his 
already  lengthened  life  had  seen  all  his  brothers 
die  childless  before  him.  I  have  not  before 
mentioned  that  he  was  a  baronet,  because  he 
attached  so  little  importance  to  the  title,  prin- 
cipally because  he  had  attained  it  by  inheri- 
tance and  by  the  loss  of  so  many  dear  relatives, 
and  not  by  the  grace  of  his  sovereign  for 
services  on  that  unstable  battle-fleld,  the  ocean. 
He  had  distinguished  himself,  though  court 
favour  had  not  condescended  to  distinguish 
him.  For  this  there  was  a  stringent  reason,  with 
which  the  readers  will  hereafter  become  ac- 
quainted. Indeed,  it  was  evident  that  he  was 
annoyed  when  particularly  addressed  as  Sir 
Octavius  Bacuissart;  for  "  Commodore^'**  pro- 
nounced excessively  short,  was  the  appellation 
in  which  he  most  rejoiced. 

As  far  removed  from  the  Commodore  as  the 
nature  of  the  apartment  would  permit,  sate  his 
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maiden  sister.  Miss  Matilda  Bacuissart,  a 
beauty,  but  something  more  than  a  matured — a 
fading  one.  She  was  slight,  delicate,  and 
forty-five — and  all  her  existence  was  now  occu- 
pied, and  every  power  of  her  somewhat  limited 
mind  employed,  in  a  constant  struggle  with  that 
stem  old  conqueror  Time — ^in  which  the  old 
scythe-bearer  was,  if  not  daily,  monthly  getting 
the  better,  notwithstanding  every  assistance 
that  the  coiffeuae  and  the  modiste  so  superabun- 
dantly furnished.  Notwithstanding  the  two — 
it  might  have  been  three — faint  and  horizontal 
lines  that  traversed  her  forehead,  and  which  you 
could  only  see  in  a  favourable  light  for  the  ex- 
ercise of  vision,  and  an  unfavourable  one  for 
the  lady,  and  the  rather  lengthened  shape  that 
the  dimple  in  each  cheek  was  gradually  assum- 
ing, she  was  still  a  very  loveable  creature,  with 
the  most  delicate  yet  healthy  complexion,  and 
with  a  smile  literally  enchanting. 
She  was  entrenched  behind  her  work-table. 
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which  was  well  provided  with  various  essences, 
in  order  that  the  atmosphere  immediately  around 
her  might  not  be  impregnated  with  the  vulgar 
odours  exhaling  so  voluminously  from  her  bro- 
ther's equally  vulgar-looking  pipe.  I  need 
scarcely  say,  that  she  was  busy  with  some  of 
those  little  arts  that  tend  to  the  embellishment 
of  female  beauty.  It  may  be  asked,  why,  on  a 
hot  summer'^s  noon,  she  submitted  herself  to 
the  annoyance  of  a  tobacco-pipe,  when  there 
were  so  many  splendid  apartments  totally  unoc- 
cupied in  Trestletree-hall.  The  answer  will 
not  be  very  panegyrical  on  my  hero.  She  was 
ordered  to  remain  where  she  was,  and  Matilda 
was  one  of  those  gentle  beings,  who  seem  born 
to  meet  and  to  disarm  the  tyranny  of  man,  and 
to  turn  his  oppression  into  love,  by  the  softness 
of  their  manners,  and  the  kindness  of  their 
hearts. 

Exactly  opposite  the  Commodore  was  placed, 
at  the  long  table  before  mentioned,  a  slightly 
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rnade^  though  tall,  and  decidedly  geDtlemanlj, 
middle-aged  person,  of  a  most  pleasing  phy- 
siognomy, that  would  have  been  eminently  hand- 
some had  not  his  face  been  a  little  too  long,  and 
the  expression  of  which  been  wanting  in  that 
Brmness  that  we  always  look  for  in  the  male 
countenance.  Surrounded  by  various  papers, 
he  was  writing  as  furiously  as  the  Baronet  was 
smoking ;  but,  instead  of  the  dogged  look  of  ill- 
temper  of  his  opposite,  he  evidently  betrayed 
marks  of  trepidation,  as  the  rapid  and  stolen 
glances  that  he  threw  along  the  table  sufficiently 
proved. 

This  gentleman  was  one  of  the  oldest,  and, 
in  the  hour  of  need,  had  proved  one  of  the  truest 
friends  of  the  surly  Commodore  particularly, 
and  of  his  family  generally^  though  he  never 
had  obtained  official  rank  beyond  that  of  cap- 
tain's clerk.  True  it  is,  that  he  might  have 
had,  years  before,  through  the  interest  of  his 
friend,  obtained  the  rank  of  purser,  but  that  did 
not  at  all  seem  to  suit  his  views ;  and,  it  must 
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be  confessed,  that,  at  the  period  of  which  we 
are  writing,  pursers  were  by  no  means,  gene- 
rally, the  gentlemanly  fellows  they  now  are. 

Ever  since  the  Commodore  had  been  posted, 
Mr.  Underdo wn,  the  name  of  this  gentleman, 
had  sailed  with  him  as  his  friend  and  secre- 
tary, but  latterly  never  permitted  his  name  to 
be  borne  on  the  ship's  books ;  and  he  acted 
thus,  because,  as  being  a  civilian,  it  afforded 
him  the  only  means  of  resistance  when  his 
patron  grew  too  tempestuous.  "  Sir,  I  will 
leave  you,'*  always  produced  on  the  Commo- 
dore an  instantaneous  calm,  a  tremulous  shake 
of  the  hand,  and  a  murmuring,  **  Harry  Under- 
down,  you  never  can  be  so  ungenerous." 

But  the  most  important  personage  of  this 
strangely  constituted  party  is  yet  to  be  de- 
scribed. She  was  the  tyrant  of  the  domain,  ex- 
tensive as  it  was,  the  embroiler  of  all  around, 
the  personification  of  an  omnipotent  will.  The 
ingenious  tactics  and  the  mild  philosophy  of 
temper  of  Mr.  Underdown,  could  form  no  bar- 
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rier  to  the  onward  rush  of  her  impulses  :  is  it 
then  to  be  wondered  at,  that  the  ever  gentle  and 
passive  Miss  Matilda  was  merely  the  instru- 
ment of  her  wishes  ?  But  then  the  rough,  old, 
singular  Commodore,  with  his  rock-like  temper, 
his  constitutional  irrit  ability,  and  theexplosions 
of  his  gunpowder  anger ;  had  not  he,  with  all 
this  mighty  train  of  awe-inspiring  attributes, 
the  privilege  of  commanding,  or  the  power  to 
coerce  ? — alas  I  he  had  not 

The  reader  is  expecting  that,  when  I  de- 
scribe this  important  personage,  rat  her  a  haughty 
Medea  shall  stand  before  him  or  her  —  dig- 
nity enthroned  upon  her  brow,  resolve  upon 
her  lips,  and  the  undying  and  unswerving  light 
of  destiny  in  her  eye— or,  should  the  ancient 
classical  image  not  be  the  first  that  offers  to  his 
mind,  he  will  fancy,  at  least,  he  is  to  behold  some 
witch-like  crone,  who,  with  the  family  secret  in 
one  hand,  and  a  broomstick  in  the  other,  is  to 
order  everything  about  her  as  she  lists;  a 
second  Meg  Merrilies,  without  her  claim  either 
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to  natural  dignity  or  to  supernatural  in- 
spiration. But  the  tyrant  of  Trestletree-hall 
resembled  neither  of  these — ^nor  yet  was  she  a 
termagant  old  harridan,  privileged  by  expected 
thousands  to  be  eminently  disagreeable.  Dear 
reader,  she  was  only  a  little  girl  of  between  fif- 
teen and  sixteen  years  of  age^  ^'  sole  hope  and 
heiress  of  his  line  and  house,^'  meaning,  of 
course,  the  line  and  house  of  Sir  Octavius 
Bacuissart. 

With  a  figure  that  poets  assign  to  a  sylph, 
with  a  countenance  half  Hebe,  half  angel,  eyes 
now  flashing  like  the  coruscations  of  the 
northern  lights,  and  now  swimming  in  all  the 
dewy  purity  of  nascent  sensibility,  she  had  no 
name  more  euphonious  than  Rebecca,  which 
was  usually  shortened  into  that  of  Becky,  and 
not  unfrequently  was  she  called,  with  vulgar 
alliteration,  Becky  Backy. 

What  Miss  Rebecca  Bacuissart  thought  of 
herself,  it  would  be  difficult  to  say  ;  but  every 
one  else  who   knew  her  had  no  difficulty   in 
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pronoundng  her  a  beautiful  p]ague--a  splen- 
did vexation  —  a  something,  at  once  to  be 
feared,  admired,  and  loyed.  She  had  been 
dbmissed  from  three  boarding-schools  for  high 
spirits ;  had  fought  with,  scratched,  and  bitten, 
twice  that  number  of  private  governesses,  and 
had,  at  the  time  of  which  we  are  speakings 
fully  gained  the  crowning  victory.  She  had 
arrayed  her  own  indomitable  self-will  against 
what  was,  till  then,  supposed  to  be  the  in- 
domitable self-will  of  her  father,  and  she  liad 
conquered. 

We  must  confess  that  they  were  not  well 
matched ;  the  obstinacy  of  each  was  equal,  but 
the  odds  in  the  struggle  were  greatly  against 
the  Commodore,  on  account  of  her  excessive 
beauty,  and  of  his  extreme  love ;  he  had 
fought  for  the  supremacy  manfully,  but,  find- 
ing himself  totally  over-matched,  he  had  sub- 
mitted, and,  as  he  never  did  things  by  halves, 
his  submission  was  complete. 

Notwithstanding    her    rounded    limbs    and 


18  THE    OLD    COMMODORE. 

swelling  neck  threw  an  air  of  winning  and 
graceful  mockery  over  her  child-like  habili- 
ments, and  notwithstanding  all  the  persua- 
sions of  her  aunt  Matilda,  Rebecca,  though 
verging  on  sixteen,  would  not,  as  yet,  suffer 
herself  to  be  dressed  as  a  woman.  As  she 
had  long  lost  her  ravenous  appetite  for  bread- 
and-butter,  and  exchanged  the  redness  of  her 
little  hands,  that  used  always  to  be  covered 
with  chilblains  in  the  winter,  for  a  velvety 
softness  and  purity  of  colour  that  were  exqui- 
site, I  can  only  account  for  her  obstinacy,  as 
to  dress,  by  the  known  horror  that  she  always 
had  of  everything  that  looked  like  art,  or  de- 
ception. She  rebelled  against  all  artificial  ar- 
rangement of  her  hair,  and  stoutly  stood  up 
against  stays. 

At  this  very  moment  that  the  Commodore  is 
smoking,  and  drinking  his  abominable  mixture  of 
rum-and-water.  Miss  Rebecca  is  kneeling  down 
behind  him^  her  white  muslin  dress  nearly  en- 
veloped   with   a  brown-hoUand   pinafore,    her 
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ample,  glossy,  and  deeply-tinted  chestnut  hair 
hanging  half  down  her  back  in  all  the  wavy  exu- 
berance of  nature.  Unperceived  by  the  Com- 
modore who  is  smoking, — by  Mr.  Underdown, 
who  is  writing, — and  her  aunt,  the  quiet  Ma- 
tilda, who  is  working, — she  has  divested  her 
taper  though  unconfined  waist  of  its  long  and 
broad  red  sash,  and  is  sedulously  employed  in 
converting  it  into  a  set  of  splendid  harness  for 
that  huge,  and,  just  now,  not  very  placidly- 
looking  tabby  cat.  What  next  ?  Smoke  on, 
old  Commodore ;  fate  kindly  hides  from  you 
the  coming  pang  that  will  almost  shatter  your 
being. 

As  I  am  a  faithful  historian,  this  wicked 
Rebecca  of  ours  has  got  her  aunt's  cross  and 
ever-scolding  parrot,  in  its  unwieldy,  gilded 
cage,  and,  notwithstanding  all  the  protests  that 
the  feathered  biped  is  making  by  crying  out, 
'^  Bad  Becky  !  bad  Becky  V  she  is  fastening 
his  cupola-shaped  domicile,  like  a  Juggernaut, 
to  the  rebellious  Master  Tom.     The  operation 
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is  complete.  She  now  gives  the  cat  a  wcked 
blow  with  one  of  her  father's  crutches,  exclaim- 
ing, *^  Take  a  morning  drive,  pretty  Polly," — 
and  away  they  go,  cat,  parrot,  and  cage,  di- 
rectly over  the  gout-inflamed  limb  of  the  tor- 
tured Commodore,  the  talons  of  the  angry 
Grimalkin  penetrating  through  all  the  ban- 
dages. 

The  cat,  maddened  with  fright ,  thrice  en- 
circles the  room,  and  the  parrot,  whirled  along 
violently  at  her  tail,  shrieks  out  discordant 
horror.  At  the  end  of  the  third  circumgy- 
ration, the  feline  steed  rushes  through  the 
glass-window  that  opened  on  the  lawn,  but 
the  cage  being  too  large  to  pass  through 
the  framed  square,  the  glass  of  which  is 
smashed,  the  screaming  parrot  is  left  in  the 
drawing-room,  whilst  the  cat,  supposing  itself 
to  be  hunted  by  a  feathered  monster,  with  the 
ribbon  streaming  behind  her,  seeks  for  safety 
in  the  deep  shades  of  the  shrubberies. 

As  this  newly-invented  equipage  flew  round 
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the  room,  its  mischievous  inventor  was  con- 
vulsed with  laughter.  Mr.  Underdown's  hair 
stood  on  end  with  terror ;  Miss  Matilda  went 
off  quietly  and  in  a  most  lady-like  manner  into 
a  gentle  swoon ;  and  the  Commodore,  dashing 
the  pipe,  with  its  burning  contents,  from  his 
mouth,  shivering  into  a  hundred  pieces  along 
the  table,  stood  bolt  upright,  for  a  space,  in 
speechless  agony ;  at  length,  when  the  cat  was 
fairly  off,  and  the  man  of  much  pain  had  found 
the  use  of  his  tongue,  he  exploded  with  that 
dreadful  monosyllable  with  which  I  have  be- 
gun, and  with  which  I  now  finish  this  chapter 
— "  Zounds  r 
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CHAPTER  II. 

''  An  ancient  and  irascible  old  man, 

Who  would  not  feed  his  angry  heart  with  love. 
And  yet  could  never  hate."— Old  Plav. 


"  ZotTNDB  !"  Consider,  reader,  could  the  Com- 
modore, under  all  those  afflicting  circumstances, 
have  said  less  ?  But  the  intensity  of  his  rage 
was  far  more  terrible  in  his  countenance,  than 
in  the  unearthly  roar  of  his  voice.  He  seized 
the  remaining  crutch  that  his  daughter  had 
not  appropriated  for  a  whip,  and,  swinging  it 
with  his  right  hand  over  his  head,  was  ahout 
to  hurl  it  at  the  prostrate  cage  and  the  yelling 
parrot ;  but  his  spoilt  daughter  sprang  for- 
ward tike  a  beautiful  Amazon,  and,  placing 
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her  face  of  flushed  loveliness  almost  in  contact, 
and  in  complete  contrast,  to  the  parental  and 
infuriated  ugliness,  she  firmly,  with  both  her 
hands,  held  his  muscular  wrist 

"  You  sha'n't,  father,  I  say  you  shaVt  hurt 
a  feather  of  my  aunt's  bird  ;  you  sha'^n't,  I  say, 
you  sha'n't — ^you  shall  not  V — and  she  stamped 
violently  with  her  little  vixen  feet. 

For  one  instant  the  iron  substitute  for  the 
old  sailor's  hand,  with  its  terrible  spike  and 
hook,  vibrated  hideously  over  the  beauteous 
and  curl-adorned  head  of  his  daughter.  But 
she  looked  him  fully  and  unflinchingly  in  his 
face,  and  exclaimed,  ^^  Strike  me  !  I  dare  you  ! 
What  !  would  you  kill  me,  as  you  did  Au- 
gustus, you  wicked  old  man,  you  ?  I  tell  you 
this  to  your  frightful  old  face,  that  you  had 
better  make  the  first  blow  you  give  me  my 
death-blow ;  for,  if  your  hand  ever  falls  upon 
me  in  anger,  if  I  have  strength  enough  left 
after  it,  I'll  drag  myself  to  the  nearest  pond, 
and  drown  myself :  do  you  hear  that  ? — drown, 
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drown — drown  !  Then  who,  in  this  wide  world, 
will  you  have  to  love  you,  you  very  pas- 
sionate old  man,  when  Augustus  is  drowned, 
and  Rebecca  is  drowned  too  ?^' 

*'  This  is  too  dreadful,"  moaned  the  suflTer- 
ing  father,  as  he  sank,  almost  in  a  state  of 
collapse,  into  his  chair.  "  Go,  Rebecca,''  said 
he,  immediately  after,  in  the  mildest  tone 
possible ;  **  go  to  your  aunt,  for  see,  she  has 
fainted." 

The  spoilt  and  undutiful  daughter  seemed 
changed,  as  if  by  miracle,  into  the  loving  and 
obedient  niece— her  arms  were  immediately 
about  Matilda's  neck,  and  two  warm  and  pas- 
sionate kisses  upon  her  brow  ;  but,  though  Re- 
becca showed  much  love,  she  showed  but  lit- 
tle alarm — her  aunt  often  fainted,  and  had  a 
peculiar  tact  for  timely  revivals.  She  was 
soon  so  far  recovered  as  to  be  able  to  replace 
the  cage  in  its  proper  place,  and  to  succeed 
in  soothing  the  bird,  all  angry  as  he  was  in 
being   so    lately    made    to  play  the    part,   in 
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spite  of  bis  beak  (haying  no  teeth,)   of  the 
diarioteer. 

But   while    this    was   proceeding    with    the 
ladies.  Sir   Octavius   had  not  been  idle.    The 
pangs  of  his  outraged  limb  now  grew  doubly 
severe.     He  scowled  around  him  for  an  object 
00  which  to  vent  his  tortured  feelings.      Un- 
fortunately for   his  character,  that  object  was 
before  him  in  the  person  of  the  mild  and  un- 
offending Mr.  Underdown.     Terrified  by  the 
voice  of  the  Commodore,  he  hastily  gathered 
up  the  papers  over  which  he    had   been    em- 
ployed,  contemplating   a  hasty  retreat  to  the 
safety  of  his  own  room.     He  was  on  the  point 
of  passing    the    threshold,  when   the  Commo- 
dore thundered  forth,-— 

**  Stop,  you  less  than  a  man  ! — at  least  ycni 
shall  not  despise  me — you  shall  not  treat  roe 
like  a  wayward  child — you  shall  not  come  and 
go  into  my  presence  as  you  list — you  who  eat 

of  my  bread ^ 

What  further  he  would  have  said  it  is  im- 

VOL.  I.  c 
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possible  to  conjecture,  for,  again  the  tyrant  of 
his  house  interposed,  who,  coming  briskly 
forward,  placed  her  hand  upon  his  mouth, 
and  though  impudently  yet  energetically 
exclaimed — "  For  shame,  father ! — not  another 
word  against  dear,  good  Mister  Underdown. 
O  father!  you  know  that  he  has  led  you 
through  the  world  like  a  wild  lion  in  leading- 
strings — he  has  saved  you  from  death  three 
times — from  dishonour  he  has  saved  you!  O 
my  father! — you,  you  have  told  me  this — he 
is  a  good  man — do  you  understand  that,  a 
good,  good  man  ?" 

**  A  poor,  trembling,  timorous,  nervous, "" 

spluttered  out  the  Commodore,  as  well  as  he 
could  get  the  words  through  the  fingers  of  his 
daughter  that  were  still  pressed  over  his  lips. 

**  Trembling ! — timorous  !"  said  the  indig- 
nant girl :  *^  who,  very  passionate  father  of  mine, 
who,  I  ask  you,  was  it,  when  our  lodging-house 
in  Bath  was  one  mass  of  fire,  rushed  through 
the   furnace  when    you  were   bed-ridden  with 
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that  gout,  and  bore  you  out  through  the 
flames,  where,  had  it  not  been  for  him,  you 
would  have  been  baked  into  a  worthless  cin- 
der? Was  there  any  man  among  the  sur- 
rounding thousands  that  dared  even  to  attempt 
todothisr 

*^  Yes,"  said  the  obdurate  Commodore,  get- 
ting a  little  breath  for  a  few  minutes ;  **  but 
who  was  it.  Miss  Becky,  that  the  very  mo- 
ment he  got  me  into  a  place  of  safety,  first 
fell  a-crying  like  a  woman,  and  then  fairly 
fainted  away  with  fright — who  was  it  but  that 
valiant  hero  of  yours — the  whimpering  Mister 
Underdown  ?" 

"  My  dear,  sweet  young  lady,^  said  the  mild 
man.  gently  interposing. 

**  Hdd  your  tongue,  deary — holdyour  tongue, 
or  ni  stop  your  mouth  with  kisses;*' — then 
turning  to  her  father,  the  little  virago,  taking 
the  attitude  of  a  tragedy  queen,  thus  proceeded : 
*'  Do  you  imagine,  sir,  that  I  will  suffer  the 
best  friend  I  have  in  the  world  to  be  ill-treated 

c  2 
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under  the  roof  that  will  one  day  be  mine  ?  He  is 
the  only  true  friend  that  I  have — without  him, 
what  should  I  have  been,  with  that  wicked 
temper  that  you  have  given  me ;  the  little  that 
I  know,  do  I  not  owe  all  to  his  love  ?  If  I 
sometimes  tremble  to  do  wrong,  and  fear  the 
name  of  Grod,  it  proceeds  from  his  teaching ; 
and  he  has  also  taught  me  another  and  a  bitter 
lesson — to  love  you.** 

"  Bitter  !  O  my  chUd  !" 

**  Bitter !  yes,  bitter ;  what  do  you  do  to 
make  anybody  love  you  ?  you  can  hardly  keep 
your  countenance  for  pain.** 

*'  Your  fault — you  huzzy — ^your  fault." 

^^  And  has  not  nice  Dr.  Ginningham  ex- 
pressly forbid  you  to  drink  that  filthy  rum-and- 
water,  and  ordered  you  to  take  that  agreeable 
mixture  every  hour?  and  here,  instead  of 
taking  ten  cupfuls  of  pleasant  physic,  you 
have  taken  just  as  many  glasses  of  grog.* 

^*  D — n  the  physic,  d— n  the  doctor,  and 
d — ^n  everything  an  inch  and  a  half  high  I    Ob  I 
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oh!  oh!  am  I,  after  having  conquered  in 
forty  battles,  to  be  twitted  by  a  child— my  own 
daughter  too?^ 

"Conquer  yourself,  my  esteemed  friend," 
said  Mr.  Underdown,  in  the  most  amiable  of 
all  voices. 

"  Youll  drive  me  mad,"  roared  out  the 
badgered  Commodore.  ^*  Hold  your  milky 
tongue,  you  preaching,  psalm-singing,  knee- 
crooking,  bible-thumping  son  of  a        ** 

Again  was  the  delicate  hand  of  Rebecca 
placed  over  that  volcano  of  fiery  words,  the 
Commodore's  mouth. 

^  I  have  told  you,  once  for  all,  father^  that 
I  will  not  have  good  Mr.  Underdown  abused 
under  my  roof.  Here  we  are,  doing  all  we  can 
to  love  you,  and  make  you  a  good,  dutiful, 
obedient  parent,  and  you  won't  let  us.*^ 

"  Pray,  miss,*^  said  the  baronet,  a  convulsive 
play  of  drollery,  in  spite  of  the  twinges  in  his 
foot,  appearing  about  the  muscles  of  his 
mouth ;  ^  pray,  miss,  if  an  uninterested  per- 
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in  his  hand,  he  did  not  enter  the  room,  but 
gently  dosed  the  door,  and  retired ;  for  he 
perceived  the  disobedient  daughter  still  kneel- 
ing at  her  father's  feet,  his  head  bending  over 
her  drooping  figure,  and  his  arms  lying  fondly 
upon  her  shoulders,  and  the  murmuring  of 
mingled  blessings  and  sobbings  came  to  his 
ears,  like  the  music  we  fancy  from  above. 

Thus  ended  the  adventure  of  the  cat  and  the 
parrot ;  which  will  tend  to  prove  what  an  ill- 
rqrulated  house  was  that  which  Sir  Octavius 
dreamt  that  he  governed.  We  have  here 
shown  the  old  Commodore  in  that  obfuscation 
of  a  dotage  with  which  he  was  always  afflicted 
on  shore.  We  shall  get  him  afloat  directly, 
and  then,  amidst  the  tempest,  either  of  the 
battle  or  the  elements,  you  will  hardly  recog- 
nise the  Sir  Octavius  who  was  in  the  habit  of 
muddling  himself  in  the  morning  with  filthy 
grog  and  tobacco,  and  permitting  himself  to 
be  browbeaten  by  his  own  child. 

It  was  now  five  years  since  last  he  had  had 


32  THE   OLD    COMMODORE. 

a  command:  and  those  five  years  of  inactivity 
had  done  more  to  destroy  his  constitution  and 
his  temper  than  all  the  illness  and  all  the  hard- 
ships he  had  hitherto  undergone — and  no  man 
had  ever  bravely  made  head  against  more. 
He  had^  however,  been  so  agitated  by  his 
disease,  the  wilfulness  and  the  ill-regulated 
affection  of  his  daughter,  that,  in  order  to  lose 
himself,  notwithstanding  |the  injunctions  of  Dr. 

Ginningham,  he  had  set  in  to  hard  drinking, 

.* 

with  as  much  perseverance  as  a  November 
rain,  when  the  wind  is  at  east;  so,  at  about 
half-past  three  on  the  same  afternoon,  when 
the  first  dinner-bell  had  rung — for,  at  that 
period,  they  always  dined  at  four  o'clock— the 
members  of  this  beautifully  conducted  family 
were  thus  disposed  of:  the  Commodore  was 
fast  asleep  in  the  chair  that  he  had  occupied  all 
the  morning,  in  a  happy,  but  rather  inglorious 
state  of  insensibility,  either  to  the  petulance  of 
his  daughter,  or  the  tortures  of  his  disease. 
Miss  Matilda  was  already  full-dressed,  look- 
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ing  very  ddicate,  very  beautiful,  and,  the  least 
possiUe,  not  young ;  Rebecca  was  assisting  at 
the  hunting  of  a  water-rat  in  one  of  the  ponds 
of  her  fathei^s  park,  with  the  helpers  and  the 
boys  of  the  stables,  her  hair  flying  wildly  off" 
her  shoulders  to  the  wind,  her  satin  shoes 
saturated  with  water,  and  pinafore  dabbled 
with  mud;  whilst  her  nervous  Mentor,  Mr. 
Underdown,  bode  in  hand,  was  skipping  here 
and  there  beside  her,  humbly,  yet  most  ur- 
f^tly,  entreating  her  to  forbear  a  recreation  so 
litde  suited  to  her  sex,  her  station,  and,  he 
was  pleased  also  to  say,  the  gentleness  of  her 
heart. 

At  length,  either  through  shame  of  the  act, 
or  love  for  the  person  who  reprobated  it  so 
earnestly,  she  desisted  from  her  amusement, 
and,  placing  her  arm  affectionately  within  his, 
walked  up  to  the  mansion,  attentively  listening 
to  the  moral  instructions  that  he  assiduously 
poured  into  her  ears. 

When  the  dinner  was  announced,  the  Com- 

c5 
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modore  vas  just  fit  to  go  to  bed,  and  to  bed 
he  went  accordingly ;  so  the  niece,  aunt,  and 
Mr.  Underdown  placed  themselves  at  the  well- 
furnisbed  table,  espressing  but  little  regret  at 
the  absence  of  the  master  of  the  family ;  for  the 
occurrence  was  too  common  to  excite  much 
attention.  The  evening  was  spent,  as  usual, 
partly  in  outbreaks  of  violence  from  Miss 
Rebecca,  partly  in  ber  gratefully  taking  lessons 
of  gentleness  and  conduct  from  her  aunt,  and  in 
imbibing  lessons  still  more  valuable  from  timid 
yet  enlightened  Mr.  Underdown.  Thus  was 
passed  one  day  at  Trestletree  Hall,  the  seat  of 
the  fighting  old  Commodore,  Sir  Octaviua  Ba- 
cuissart :  and  this  day  was  a  fair  sample  of 
many,  or  the  most  of  them,  that  winged  their 
lazy  flight  over  this  beautiful  readence. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

"  Be  good  ;  but  in  thy  vanity  ask  not 
Of  heaven  to  prove  thy  worthy  by  sending  woes. 

OiJ>  Plat 


Siu  Octavius,  notwithstanding  his  large  and 
unencumbered  estates,  and  his  high  reputation 
for  maritime  skill,  and  for  bravery  the  most 
chivalrous,  was  preueminently  an  unhappy 
man.  Among  the  many  glorious  actions  that 
he  had  achieved,  there  stood  forward  a  few 
dark  deeds,  that,  in  his  mind,  threw  either  a 
gloom  over  his  honours,  or,  according  to  the 
then  state  of  his  feelings,  tinged  them  with  a 
gory  hue.  How  soon  does  satisfaction  pall 
upon  the  acts  that  glorify  us !  as  years  pass 
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on,  they  are  too  often  either  remembered  with 
disgust,  or  they  fade  away  from  our  memory 
for  even  But  the  great  wickedness  that  we 
have  done  is  thought  over  with  frenzied  eager- 
ness, and  never  fades  in  the  remembrance,  but 
exists  with  an  undying  vividness :  accompany- 
ing us  in  the  solitary  walk  by  day,  and  is  seen 
at  night  directing  the  horrible  pageants  of  the 
troubled  dream.  It  thus  lives  eternally,  and 
can  only  be  destroyed  by  the  continuous  com- 
mission of  greater  crimes.  This  is  a  beneficial 
arrangement  of  Providence;  whilst  there  is 
remorse,  there  is  hope  for  the  sinner.  This 
perdurable  contrition  sometimes  exists  for  acts 
that  have  been  infinitely  more  pernicious  in 
their  consequences  than  the  perpetrator  of  them 
had  intended :  and  then,  the  barb  of  anguish 
for  a  dark  and  never-forgotten  deed  is  usually 
sharpened  by  love  or  the  purer  affections  of 
the  soul.  Such  was  the  case  with  the  old  Com- 
modore. 

I  am  not  going  to  give  a  detailed  biography 
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of  our  eccentric  hero,  nor  to  recount  in  which 
of  his  seventy  acrtions  he  had  lost  his  eye,  or  in 
what  ship  he  had  had  his  left  arm  blown  away. 
Indeed,  the  body  of  the  Commodore  was 
seamed  all  over  with  scars,  and  yet  he  called 
himself  a  fortunate  man  in  action.  I  shall  re- 
late only  so  much  of  his  life  as  is  connected 
with  our  present  matter-of-fact  story. 

At  the  period  that  our  narrative  commenced. 
Sir  Octavius  had  three  sisters  living.  The 
reader  has  already  been  introduced  to  one  of 
them,  in  the  person  of  Miss  Matilda  Bacuis- 
sart,  or,  more  properly  speaking.  Miss  Bacuis- 
sart,  as  she  was,  though  the  youngest,  the 
only  spinster  amongst  them.  Ostensibly,  she 
kept  house  for  the  Commodore ;  but,  as  keep, 
ing  house  is  generally  understood  to  be  keeping 
the  house  in  order,  or  order  in  the  house,  the 
good  lady  was  relieved  from  all  trouble  of  the 
sort ;  for  Miss  Rebecca  took  care  that  disorder 
should  reign  paramount  through  every  apart- 
ment in  the  mansion,  from  the  cellars  to  the 
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Though  the  rest  of  the  family  were  rather 
shy  of  the  sugared  Oliphants,  the  young  cap- 
tain was  somewhat  a  favourite  with  the  old 
Commodore,  though  the  former  always  took 
care  to  give  him  as  wide  a  berth  as  possible. 
This  testimony  of  unbounded  respect  was 
rath^  ungrateful  on  the  part  of  Captain 
Oliphant,  seeing  that  it  was  mainly  through 
the  interest  of  bis  uncle  that  he  was  made  post 
with  such  post-haste.  Certainly,  the  Commo- 
dore had  not  been  proverbial  for  good-humour, 
or  even  good-nature,  for  the  last  five  or  six 
years:  and  thus,  though  there  was  a  lovely 
girl  and  an  heiress  within  his  doors,  it  is  true 
that,  as  yet,  the  young  post-captain  had  ap- 
peared more  to  admire  the  outside  architecture 
of  Trestletree  Hall,  than  the  beauty,  the  em- 
beUishments,  and  the  comforts  it  contained. 

But  the  Commodore's  eldest  sister,  of  whom 
we  are  now  to  speak,  had  been  a  superior,  and 
was  now  an  extraordinary,  woman.  Some  said 
she  was  mad;    but  her  maligners  could  not 
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even  dream  of  the  wonderful  conformation  of 
her  mind.  From  her  youth  upwards  she  had 
been  an  enthusiast,  but  an  enthusiast  only  in  her 
love  for  the  beautiful  and  the  just.  If  ever  a 
being  loved  virtue  for  its  exceeding  loveliness, 
it  was  Lady  Astell.  She  had  accustomed  her- 
self to  say  of  every  subject,  **  Is  it  strictly  and 
purely  right  ?  if  so,  it  must  be  pleasant,  and 
very  beautiful."  No  one  ever  reproached  her 
for  having  used  a  harsh  word,  or  of  having 
bestowed  a  disdainful  look ;  yet,  in  her  perti- 
nacity of  keeping  in  what  her  conscience  told 
her  was  the  right  course,  she  was  immovable. 
If  she  had  a  fault,  it  was,  perhaps,  in  the 
pride  of  that  perfection  of  soul-discipline,  to 
which  she  conceived  that  she  had  attained. 

Once,  when,  perhaps,  a  little  too  much 
inflated  with  the  self-complacency  of  rectitude, 
she  gently  reproved  a  querulous  companion. 
*'  My  dear  Isabelle,''  said  she,  ^^  is  not  this 
continual  repining  sinful?  Strive  better  to 
regulate    your    wishes    and  your    aspirations. 
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For  myself,  I  am  at    peace    with   God    and 


man.'* 


Though  this  was  not  said  in  a  pharisaical 
spirit,  but  with  the  best  intention,  the  iron  of 
the  reproach  entered  the  heart  of  the  re- 
proved one,  and  thus  she  gave  vent  to  her  re- 
sentment. 

^*  You,  Agnes  Bacuissart — ^you  boast  of  being 
at  peace  with  God  and  with  man ! — and  well 
you  may  be;  but  wait  ye,  till  the  evil  hour 
come — wait,  till  afflictions  rush  on  and  press 
down  that  self-gratulating  spirit  into  the  dust. 
No  wonder  that  the  heiress  and  the  beauty, 
the  courted,  the  flattered,  and  the  spoiled  one, 
should  be  at  peace  with  God  and  with  man. 
You  have  not  been  tried — ^you  have  not  been 
wooed,  and  when  you  have  given  your  heart, 
seen  it  flung  aside  with  contempt ;  you  have  not 
been  tried — ^you  have  not  been  tried;"  and 
then,  bursting  into  tears,  her  agitated  friend 
would  not  be  comforted,  but  departed,  and  in 
anger. 
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permitting  him  to  do  more  than  suspect  from 
what  hand  the  boon  came,  to  place  him  above 
want;  and  then,  for  her  sake,  he  promised  to 
watch  over  the  safety  and  moderate  the  violence 
of  her  youngest  and  best-loved  brother,  our 
friend  the  Commodore,  then  a  wild  and  dis- 
solute lieutenant  in  the  navy,  and  who  was, 
just  at  that  time,  making  himself  a  little  too 
notorious  by  his  dissipations  in  the  different 
seaport  towns.  Well  did  the  discarded  yet 
esteemed  lover  redeem  his  pledge :  he  never  left 
the  Commodore,  he  is  with  him  still.  Need  I 
say  that  it  is  the  quiet  Mr.  Underdo wn. 

But  the  working  out  of  Agnes*  prayer  had 
been  but  begun.  In  the  course  of  three  short 
years,  she  saw  her  family  afflicted  with  what 
was  called  the  degrading  match  of  her  second 
sister  ta  Mr.  Oliphant.  She  was  too  sensible 
to  feel  this  as  a  trial  in  itself;  but  it  fell  sorely 
upon  the  spirits  of  her  proud  relations,  and 
through  them  on  her.  Then  came  the  icy 
hand  of  death,  and  rapid  was  the  work  of  his 
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destroying  fingers.  In  the  short  space  of  three 
years,  she  saw  seven  loved  brothers  borne  in 
succession  to  the  grave,  leaving  the  honours 
of  the  house  to  be  supported  by  a  wild  and, 
she  feared,  dissolute  young  seaman.  She  then 
began  to  liken  herself  unto  Job,  and  went 
about  doing  good  more  earnestly,  and  endea* 
vouring  to  conquer  the  anguish  of  her  own 
woes  in  relieving  those  of  others. 

When  her  grief  was  green,  and  the  worm 
had  scarcely  made  his  first  loathsome  meal 
upon  her  seventh  brother,  the  Isabelle  of 
whom  we  have  just  spoken,  now  a  happy  wife, 
called  upon  the  afflicted  one.  When  she,  in  her 
turn,  seeing  the  traces  of  tears  upon  her  pale 
cheeks,  spoke  to  the  bereaved  one  of  the  sin- 
fulness of  repining,  she  answered  mildly,  and 
even  lovingly,  to  her  reprover,  "  My  dear 
Isabelle,  natural  grief  I  confess  I  feel,  and 
despite  this  wasted  form  and  these  hollow  eyes, 
believe  me,  I  repine  not ;  I  am  still  at  peace 
with  God  and  man." 
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But,  notwithstanding  the  strength  of  Miss 
Bacuissart^s  well-regulated  mind,  every  one 
who  saw  her  well  understood  that  her  body 
was  fast  perishing:  and,  notwithstanding  her 
piety  and  resignation,  it  would  have  perished, 
had  not  a  being  every  way  worthy  of  her  come 
and  poured  forth  into  her  heart  the  balm  of 
consolation  from  the  lips  of  love.  In  due  time, 
she  married  Lord  Astell,  a  younger  son  of 
an  English  earl,  and,  though  a  younger  son, 
be  brought  to  their  union  a  fortune  nearly 
equal  to  her  own. 

Agnes  had  before  known  happiness,  it  was 
now  her  fortunate  lot  to  experience  bliss.  If 
before  she  had  been  sorely  tempted  by  sorrows, 
she  was  now  more  strongly  tempted  by  joys ; 
but  still  she  forgot  neither  Grod  nor  man. 
Veiling  her  passionate  enthusiasm  for  the  right 
and  the  beautiful  under  the  dignity  of  a 
matronly  calmness,  she  moved  in  her  sphere 
blest  and  blessing.     But  the  dark  book  of  her 
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trials  was  not  yet  closed ;  she  had  not  even 
glanced  at  the  last  dreadful  page.  Lord  Astell, 
after  four  years  of  happiness,  too  great,  perhaps, 
for  the  good  of  the  human  heart,  died  sud- 
denly. 

Did  the  frantic  widow  again  say,  in  the  first 
wild  burst  of  her  grief,  "  The  Lord  gave,  and 
the  Lord  hath  taken  away;  blessed  be  the- 
name  of  the  Lord  ?"  We  know  not ;  but  she 
secluded  herself  for  days,  and  weeks,  and  months, 
and  ate  only  sufficient  to  nourish  her  grief; 
for  her  corporeal  frame  was  fast  dying. 

There  was  no  ostentation  in  her  woe ;  she  did 
not  hang  the  apartment  she  never  left  with 
gloomy  drapery,  nor  did  she,  though  the  light 
of  hope  was  not  in  her  bosom,  exclude,  peevishly, 
the  light  of  the  day.  But  few  cared  or  dared 
to  intrude  upon  her,  and  she  was  left  almost 
totally  alone.  People  would  stand  by  her,  and 
she  would  scarcely  notice  them.  When  the 
Isabelle  of  former  days  now  approached  her 
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gently,  and  vrith  her  heart  bleeding  for  her,  and 
with  grief-smothered  voice  bid  her  be  comforted 
and  weep  no  more,  the  crushed  one  could  only 
moan  out,  '*  He  was  so  good  !^  and  then  weep 
afresh. 

This  could  not  last,  nor  would  it  have  lasted 
long  had  not  relief  been  near.  Agnes  had  now 
become  so  weak  as  to  feel  the  removal  f/om  the 
8o£a  on  which  she  constantly  lay  throughout  the 
day  to  be  irksome  to  her.  She  loved  the  rest- 
ing-place of  that  sofa  with  a  morbid  affection, 
for  on  it  her  husband  had  died.  The  evening 
was  fast  closing  and  persons  were  in  her  room, 
yet  she  regarded  them  not;  they  approached 
her,  they  hung  over  her,  yet  she  noticed  not 
their  steps,  for  her  face  was  buried  in  the 
pillow. 

At  lei^Ch  a  violent  shivering  manifested  itself 
over  her  whole  frame,  as  she  uttered  wildly, 
^  Mercy,  mercy,  Lord  Grod  1  Cause  me  to  die. 
Oh !  take  me  to  him." 

But  a  hand  was  laid  heavily  on  her  shoulder. 
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and  an  old  familiar  voice,  clear,  mild,  and  pure, 
addressed  her  in  these  words : 

"  Lady  Astell,  look  up  and  do  your  duty."" 

She  looked  not  up,  but  trembled  excessively, 
and  replied,  "  Who  calls  ?  Is  it  a  voice  from 
heaven  ?" 

But  the  same  sweet  tones  answered  her, 
though  a  little  more  tremulously, — 

^^It  is  the  call  of  the  scriptures  upon  the 
believer  in  Christ;  it  is  the  call  of  the  child 
upon  its  mother ;  sacred  calls,  that  may  not  be 
resisted." 

And  then  she  heard  a  sobbing,  but  a  very 
little  voice  that  clove  her  heart  in  twain,  and  it 
said,  ^^  Mamma,  kiss  poor  Augustus  once  more: 
he  is  not  naughty  now."" 

Lady  Astell,  as  if  electrified,  sprang  upright, 
and  4iaking  wildly  her  neglected  and  clustering 
hair  from  before  her  eyes,  she  almost  shrieked 
out,  *^  Let  me  see  him,  let  me  see  him  !^  and  then 
frantically  catching  him  in  her  arms,  she  could 
only  utter,  *^  My  child  I  my  child  I  my  child  I" 


THK    OI«D    COMMODOBK.  49 

at  first  rapidly  and  loudly,  but  gradually  in  a 
softer  tone  as  the  sootbiogs  of  peace  came  over 
her  bosom,  till,  in  time,  the  endearing  words 
were  scarcely  audible,  and  the  words  themselves 
atleogth  died  away  as  in  a  peaceful  slumber; 
for  the  mother^s  head  again  fell  back  upon  the 
pillow  with  Augustus  in  her  arms,  and  she 
slept  the  first  happy  sleep  of  many  weary  days 
and  weeping  nights. 

The  affectionate  little  fellow,  though  hardly 
more  than  three  years  of  age,  with  the  intuition 
of  love,  gave  way,  as  it  were,  into  the  feelings  of 
the  mother;  and  when  the  stranger  left  the 
room,  they  were  both  sleeping  lovingly  in  each 
other's  arms. 

As  Mr.  Underdown  was  sitting  at  his  solitary 
meal,  about  nine  o^clock  that  evening,  his  sur- 
prise  was^as  great  as  his  satisfaction  at  s^ing 
Lady  Astell  enter  the  room,  leading  her  son  by 
the  hand.  There  was  a  sustained  dignity  in  her 
step,  and  a  sweet  composure  in  her  countenance, 
that    told    of  the  mind's  rebellion  conquered. 

VOL.  I.  i> 
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Her  hair  was  no  looger  dishevelled,  nor  her 
dress  marked  by  tokens  of  neglect.  It  is  true, 
there  was  on  her  lips  no  smile  as  she  approached 
her  former  lover  with  extended  hands,  but  there 
were  the  sweet  words  of  welcome,  and  the  mild 
light  of  gratitude  was  in  her  eye.  She  thanked 
him  long  and  ardently  for  having  awaked  her 
from  a  torpor,  which  she  called  a  sinful  sleeping 
of  selfishness  on  the  post  that  Providence  had 
ordained  to  her.  She  inquired  minutely  of  the 
well-doing  of  her  brother,  the  post-captain,  now 
already  famous  in  the  naval  annals  of  his  coun- 
try for  his  daring  enterprise  and  his  many 
victories. 

Mr.  Underdown  told  her  that  the  day  before, 
the  Una — the  frigate  Sir  Octavius  then  com- 
manded— had  arrived  at  Portsmouth  from  the 
West  Indies ;  that,  on  reading  the  letters  awaitr 
ing  him,  he  had  sent  for  him,  and  with  a  great 
agitation  that  he  vainly  endeavoured  to  sup- 
press,  he  began  swearing  at  the  female  sex,  and 
then  exclaimed  abruptly,  in  his  uncouth  phrase- 
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ology,  "  Here's  the  devil  to  pay,  and  no  pitch 
hot!  Astell  has  lost  the  Dumber  of  his  mess^ 
and  Agnes  is  making  a  fool  of  herself.  She 
must  not  be  so  soft  as  to  slip  her  wind  ;  go  and 
see  what  you  can  do  for  her : — out  of  my  line 
eodrdy,  d'ye  see,  or  I'd  go  myself.  I  need 
not  say  that,  with  as  much  speed  as  money  and 
horses  could  command,  I  am  here." 

She  again  thanked  him ;  and  at  bis  entreaty 
drank  the  half  of  a  glass  of  wine,  and  shortly 
after  bade  him  good  nigbt,  telling  bim  to  fear 
for  her  no  more,  for  that  she  found  already  that 
she  had  sufficient  strength  to  do  her  duty  as  a 
parent. 

The  next  evening  Mr.  Underdown  rejmned 
Sir  Octavius,  and  re-«ssured  him  of  the  safety 
of  his  sister.  A  few  days  afterwards.  Under- 
down  received  a  letter  from  his  agent,  acquaint- 
ing him  that,  from  an  unknown  band,  there  bad 
been  made  a  considerable  increase  to  bis  life 
annuity. 

From  the  day  of  her  old  tutoi^s  visit,  Lady 
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Astell  rallied  wonderfully  in  mind  and  body : 
she  became  active  and  very  cheerful,  and  though 
she  could  not  altogether  dismiss  her  regrets, 
she  was,  in  time,  again  comparatively  happy. 

As  it  never  was  my  intention  to  write  her  life, 
I  shall  not  record  the  successful  means  she  took 
to  make  her  high-spirited  and  blooming  son  as 
virtuous  and  as  benevolent  as  herself. 

Before  this  time,  about  the  period  when 
Augustus  had  entered  in  his  second  year,  the 
Commodore  had  snatched  a  moment  from  his 
busy  life  to  marry.  But  it  is  not  only  a  post- 
captain  that  is  skilful  at  snatching.  There  is 
that  great  body-snatcher.  Death,  that  will  always 
take  precedence ;  and  to  prove  his  superiority, 
after  just  barely  permitting  Lady  Bacuissart 
to  bring  Rebecca  into  the  world,  he  suddenly 
snatched  away  the  mother. 

The  Commodore  thought  himself  a  very  ill- 
used  man,  and  behaved  like  one.  He  called 
Death  a  cowardly,  skulking  rascal  to  sneak  into 
a  lady's  chamber  where  he  was  not  at  all  wanted, 
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and  there  to  do  his  cruelty  upon  the  young  and 
beautiful*  and  yet  show  a  deal  of  false  delicacy 
as  to  whom  he  should  walk  off  with  when  broad- 
sides were  pouring  in  of  round  and  grape.  He 
swore  he  could  not  understand  it ;  and,  as  he 
really  loved  his  poor  little  wife  devotedly,  he, 
being  in  harbour  at  the  time,  moped  for  the 
first  fortnight  in  soberness  and  melancholy,  and 
made  himself  continuously  drunk  for  the  second, 
and  thus  he  conquered  his  grief  and  gained  an- 
other argument  in  favour  of  his  beloved  grog. 

We  are  now  approaching  to  that  period  of 
the  Commodore^s  life,  in  which  remorse  had 
begun  to  overshadow  his  feelings.  Hitherto,  he 
bad  been  a  most  successful  man ;  that  he  had 
lost  bis  left  arm,  had  his  forehead  cloven  in 
twain,  and  the  sight  of  one  of  his  eyes  extin- 
guished, he  regarded  as  matters  of  course,  trifles 
not  worth  speaking  of;  he  had  been  thanked 
by  both  Houses  of  Parliament  for  his  intrepidity, 
had  received  the  King  and  Queen  on  board  after 
a  victorious  action,  and,  though  a  furious  Whig, 
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had  been  highly  flattered  by  the  Tory  adminis- 
tration. In  addition  to  all  this,  he  had  lately 
always  a  separate  command,  and  never  left  port 
without  hoisting  his  broad  pendant  as  Com- 
modore. As  he  was  by  no  means  of  expensive 
habits,  the  value  of  his  estates  was  fast  ih- 
creasing,  and  he  was  just  so  much  on  shore  as 
to  make  himself  distractedly  fond  of  his  beautiful 
daughter  Rebecca,  and  to  leave  the  most  positive 
and  superlative  orders  that  she  should  be  per- 
mitted to  spoil  herself  after  her  own  fashion. 
We  have  already  seen  with  what  exactitude  he 
had  been  obeyed. 

When  Rebecca  was  about  ten  years  of  age, 
and  Augustus  nearly  thirteen,  and  the  young 
lady  had  dismissed  all  her  governesses  and 
masters,  satisfied  that  she  was  perfectly  edu- 
cated, a  strict  intimacy  and  a  most  unbounded 
confidence  existed  between  the  young  couple. 
This  lasted  for  three  years,  until  Augustus  was 
sixteen,  and  was  much  encouraged  by  Lady 
Astell.     She  liked  the  young  hoyden  for  her 
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real  good  qualities,  for  tbe  frankness  of  her  dis*- 
position,  and  for  her  beauty ;  and  she  did  all 
that  she  could  to  remedy  the  defects  of  what 
the  young  lady  herself  was  pleased  to  call  her 
education.  To  Lady  Astell,  Rebecca  was  always 
tractable,  and  she  would  do  and  learn  anything 
to  please  cousin  Augustus ;  and  though  of  the 
other  sex,  he  was,  in  most  things,  a  beautiful 
model  by  which  to  form  her  character.  These 
three  years  had  almost  made  a  lady  of  Rebecca, 
and  at  the  short  intervals  that  the  Commodore's 
duty  permitted  him  to  spend  ashore,  he  was 
enraptured  at  the  improvement  his  daughter 
made,  encouraged  to  the  utmost  the  growing 
attachment  of  the  cousins,  and  always  called 
them  the  little  man  and  wife. 

Lady  Astell,  who  was  the  next  youngest  bom 
to  tbe  Commodore,  had,  notwithstanding  the 
roughness  of  his  exterior  and  his  numerous 
excesses,  always  loved  him  with  an  unbounded 
affisction,  and,  as  much  as  her  scrupulous  con- 
science would  permit,  preferred  him  in  her  heart. 
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and  against  her  judgment,  to  all  her  brothers 
and  sisters.  But  now  that  he  was  the  only  fra- 
ternal tie  that  death  had  left  her,  she  clung 
to  him  the  more  fondly,  the  more  tenaciously. 
She  also  looked  forward  to  the  union  of  their 
children  as  the  consummation  of  her  earthly 
happiness. 

The  admiration,  the  worship  of  the  till  now 
untrained  Rebecca  for  her  handsome  and  gentle 
Augustus  was  a  beautiful  thing  to  contemplate. 
He  was  a  very  fair  youth,  with  a  womanly 
delicacy  of  complexion,  a  fine  colour,  and  had 
all  his  late  father's  aristocratic  features  formed 
upon  the  Grecian  model.  He  loved  his  cousin 
with  all  that  depth  of  feeling  that  only  a  mind 
inured  to  reflection  possesses ;  yes,  he  loved  her 
tenderly,  but,  as  yet,  without  passion.  In  order 
to  induce  her  to  do  anything  distasteful,  and,  to 
her,  restraint  was  the  most  distasteful  of  all 
things,  Augustus  had  but  to  say,  ^^  For  my 
sake,*^  and  it  was  done.  To  see  them  together 
was  like  viewing  the  angel  of  happiness  leading 
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forth  and  directing  the  steps  of  a  spirit  of  young 
joy. 

And  though  the  person  of  young  Astell 
appeared  so  perfect,  the  holy  and  the  unremit- 
ting instructions  of  his  mother  had  made  his 
mind  still  more  admirable:  it  was,  indeed, 
overflowing  with  all  high  aspirations  and  good- 
will to  all  men.  He  had  learned  of  his  mother 
to  love  the  right  in  all  things  for  its  intrinsic 
beauty.  The  frivolous  might  have  thought 
him  too  composed  for  a  youth  not  yet 
sixteen,  but  his  sweet  laugh  of  joy,  though 
never  loud,  was  almost  ecstacy  to  behold ;  and, 
at  the  relation  of  any  noble  deed,  you  would 
behold  his  colour  mount  high,  even  unto  his 
temples,  and  his  eyes  flash  as  if  they  beheld 
something  beyond  this  world.  But,  with  all  this 
outward  placidity,  he  possessed  a  fixity  of  pur- 
pose and  an  intensity  of  resolve  which,  though 
never  called  into  action  but  on  great  occasions, 
nothing  could  overcome.  He  was  a  youth  of 
many  afiections,  and  of  but  one  enmity ;  and 
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that  was  a  deadly  one — hatred  of  oppression. 
When  he,  the  guardian  angel  of  Rebecca,  was 
near,  she  was  entirely  changed.  She  then  be- 
came docile,  obedient,  and  gentle.  Instead  of 
destroying  the  flowers  in  the  parterres,  she 
tended  them  as  affectionately  as  if  they  possessed 
the  attribute  of  gratitude.  She  caressed  her 
aunt  Matilda''s  birds  instead  of  teasing  them, 
learned  any  lessons  that  Mr.  Underdown  would 
give  her,  and  kept  her  dresses  scrupulously 
clean.  We  will  not  say  that  her  cousin  had 
changed  her  nature ;  he  had  only  torn  away  the 
weeds  and  brambles  that  had  been  allowed  to 
grow  over  and  conceal  this  rich  and  fair  flower 
of  the  creation — a  flower  that  even  then  he 
intended  to  cherish  in  his  bosom  through  life. 

All  these  pleasant  prospects  were  soon  to  fade 
away,  and  to  be  remembered  only  as  a  single 
passing  sunbeam  that  has  struggled  through  a 
storm  and  disappeared.  It  was  in  the  gusty 
and  memorable  November  of  the  last  year  of 
the  last  century  that  the  squadron  commanded 
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by  Sir  Octavius  was  driven  by  stress  of  weather, 
ind  the  absolute  necessity  of  refitting,  into 
Portsmouth,  or  rather  the  anchorage  of  Spit- 
heacL  Being  for  the  last  five  years  on  the 
Channel  service,  the  Commodore  had  often  found 
and  employed  the  opportunity  of  coming  up  to 
Tresdetree-hall,  and  refreshing  his  heart  by  the 
rapid  improvement  of  his  daughter,  and  in  the 
conversation  of  his  beloved  sister.  Lady  Astell, 
and  her  son,  who  were  almost  inmates  of  his 
establishment.  On  this  fatal  November  he 
came  to  his  houses  and  found,  as  usual,  all  whom 
he  most  loved  on  earth  assembled  to  welcome 
him.  Yet  the  stem  old  man  had  the  cruelty 
to  break  up  that  circle  of  afiecticm.  For  three 
days  he  was  unusually  kind,  which  he  always 
showed  by  abstaining  either  from  chewing 
tobacco,  smoking,  or  swearing  above  a  whisper. 
He  was  quiet,  too,  beyond  his  wont ;  and  took 
much  considerate  notice  of  his  nephew. 

On  the  evening  of  the  third  day,  the  decanters 
were  glittering  in  the  strong  firelight,  and  the 
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family  party  had  closed  with  the  intense  feel  of 
comfort  round  the  blazing  hearth.  The  Com- 
modore had  already  received  the  full  measure 
of  his  m  utilations,  as  we  described  him  in  the 
opening  of  his  history.  With  the  unwoundeil 
right  arm  he  had  clasped  his  daughter  to  his 
side,  and  after  two  or  three  affectionate  hugs, 
he  looked  round  the  happy  circle  with  his  only 
eye,  and  soon  espying  the  object  of  his  search, 
Augustus,  who  was  sitting  near  his  mother,  he 
caught  him  by  the  hook,  that  served  him  for 
a  hand,  by  the  collar,  and  jerked  him  to  his 
other  side.  He  then  looked  kindly  on  either 
hand;  and  at  length  gave  vent  to  his  feelings 
by  exclaiming,  ^^  A  handsome  group,  sister 
Astell,  by  Jove !  What  a  fine  figure-head  we 
should  make  for  the  Victory." 

"  Yes,"  said  Lady  Astell,  "  the  centre  figure 
is  certainly  striking." 

'^  Right,  sister,  right.  I've  been  striking  all 
my  life,  and  to  some  purpose;  but  never  struck 
yet,  and  never  will  while  there's  a  cartridge  in 
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the  magazine.  Well,  Gus,  how  do  you  and 
your  little  wife  get  on?  All  plain  sailing,  aye! 
I  declare  she  is  growing  quite  a  court  lady; 
she  lets  her  father's  pigtail  wag  in  peace.  A 
year  ago  I  was  obliged  to  keep  a  sharp  look  out 
upon  the  back  handle  of  my  head,  or  I  should 
have  had  the  cat  or  something  else  spliced  to  it 
before  you  could  turn  the  hands  up  reef  top- 
sails. Much  improved,  eh  ?  Oh,  you  dear  little 
hussey  P  and  then  he  very  lovingly  curry- 
combed  her  cheek  with  his  rough  beard,  till  he 
had  nearly  destroyed  the  delicate  texture  of  her 
skin. 

When  this  little  ebullition  of  parental  fond- 
ness had  subsided,  the  exhibition  of  which  had 
been  materially  shortened  by  the  young  lady 
tugging  with  all  her  might  at  the  tail  she  had 
so  often  persecuted,  the  Commodore  turned 
round  to  bestow  a  portion  of  his  rough  tender- 
ness upon  his  nephew. 

'*  Why,  Gus,^  said  he,  shooting  him  through 
with  his  one  eye,  and  hitching  him  up  more 
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closely  to  his  side  by  a  jerk  with  his  hook  in 
the  ribs  that  nearly  deprived  the  lad  of  breath, 
**  Gus,  you  have  grown  as  tall  and  as  straight 
as  a  topmast,  and  you  look  as  handsome  about 
your  upper  works  as  his  Majesty's  yacht.  By 
the  virtues  of  saltpetre,  I  love  the  boy  like  my 
own :  I'll  make  something  of  him,  Lady  Astell. 
I  tell  you  I  will.  Gus,  how  do  you  get  on 
with  your  education?  Nearly  finished,  I  sup- 
pose, as  far  as  the  shore-going  spooneys  can  do 
it  for  you." 

**  Why,  uncle,  Doctor  Pertinax  thinks  I  am 
sufficiently  advanced  in  my  Humanities  to  be 
entered  at  College.'' 

^^  Hum !  advanced  in  his  humanities !  En- 
tered :  surely  to  look  at  him,  he  seems  a  long 
tack  a-head  of  being  a  brute.  Entered — let  him 
be  entered  on  board  of  the  Terrific ;  that's  where 
he'll  get  lessons  in  humanity.^ 

"  Brother  !**  said  Lady  Astell,  shivering  and 
turning  pale,  ^*  did  you  hear  that  gust  of  wind, 
that  seemed  to  shake  the  very  house .'" 
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"  Sister,  I  did ;  and  I  should  think  that  we 
could  not  show  more  canvass  to  it  than  close- 
reefed  topsails  and  courses.  A  capful — ^a  mere 
capful,  after  all;  but  let  us  hear,  Gus,  what 
you  can  do  in  the  matter  of  education.*" 

''  I  have  begun  to  read  the  Greek  tragedians,^ 
said  the  nephew,  blushing  with  modesty. 

Whenever  the  Commodore  began  to  lose  his 
temper,  he  invariably,  at  the  same  time,  began 
to  lose  his  respect  for  those  conventionalities  that 
form  the  outworks  of  respect  with  which  we 
sjiould  always  surround  our  female  companions. 
At  the  mention  of  the  Greek  tragedians,  be  took 
out  of  his  waistcoat  pocket  that  abomination  to  all 
ladies,  a  roll  of  pigtail  tobacco,  and  biting  off  it 
vexatiously  a  large  portion,  thrust  the  monstrous 
quid  into  the  left  comer  of  his  mouth,  and  rolled 
that  and  his  single  eye  simultaneously  cm  the 
classical  tyro  with  a  leer  ominous  of  displeasure. 

**  The  Greek  tragedians ;  so^  at  last,  you  can 
read  a  Greek  play,  which  I  take  to  be  your 
meaning,  nephew.^ 


64  THE    OLD    COMMODORE. 

*'  But  imperfectly  as  yet,  Sir  Octaviiis.^^ 
"  Imperfectly  !"  responded  the  interrogator, 
pronouncing  the  word  "imperfectly"  so  dis- 
tinctly that  every  one  could  perceive  that  it  was 
a  word  of  four  syllables;  and,  when  the  word 
was  fully  enunciated,  he  squirted  out  con- 
temptuously an  ill-directed  volume  of  tobacco 
juice,  which  came  full  into  the  lap  of  the  rich 
silk  dress  of  the  quiet  Matilda.  "  Beg  pardon, 
Matty:  a  miss  fire.  A  wet  swab  and  a  dry 
holy-stone  will  set  all  to  rights." 

"  My  dress  is  irretrievably  ruined,"  said  Ma- 
tilda  with  a  meek  voice,  and  rising,  quietly  left 
the  room.  The  Commodore,  for  a  short  time, 
continued  masticating  his  quid  with  increased 
energy ;  and  at  length  turned  upon  his  nephew, 
abruptly  exclaiming,  "  See,  sir,  what  your  d— d 

Greek  has  done." 

« 

"The  mis-quotation  was  from  your  own 
mouth,"  said  Mr.  Underdown,  looking  up  from 
his  book. 

"  Pray,  sir,"  said  the  Commodore,  not  noticing 
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the  interruption,  and  sternly  addressing  Augus- 
tus, "  how  long  have  you  been  learning  Greek  ?^' 

^*  He  began  that  and  Latin  together  when  he 
was  seven  years  of  age,  brother,"  said  Lady 
Astell;  ^^and,  though  not  competent  to  judge 
accurately  myself,  I  hear,  from  all  quarters,  that 
his  progress  in  those  languages,  so  necessary  for 
a  gentleman,  has  been  amazing." 

"  Pray,  Augustus,  may  I  ask  you,  if  you  are 
so  far  advanced  in  arithmetic  as  to  tell  me  what 
remains  when  you  have  taken  seven  from  six- 
teen?'' 

"Nine,  uncle." 

"  The  boy,  at  least,  can  do  something  useful. 
Now,  sir,  what  practical  knowledge  have  you 
acquired  in  these  nine  years  that  you  have  been 
studying  Greek  and  Latin,  beyond  the  achieve- 
ment of  being  able  to  read  a  Greek  play  imper- 
fectly?'^ 

At  this  question,  three  advocates  for  the 
young  gentleman  opened  their  mouths  simuU 
taneously. 
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"  Elevation  of  mind," — said  his  mother. 

"  A  classical  knowledge," — said  Mr.  Under- 
down. 

"  Nobody  can  row  the  pleasure-boat  better," 
— said  Rebecca ;  and  Rebecca  got  a  kiss  from 
her  father. 

"  The  girl  is  the  only  sensible  person  among 
you,"  said  the  Commodore.  "  Now,  Augustus, 
hold  up  your  head  boldly,  and  come  to  the 
point  at  once.  Do  you  know  the  difference 
between  meridian  and  middle-latitude  sailing.^^ 

^^  No,  uncle,^  said  the  youth,  in  a  subdued 
tone. 

^*  Can  you  take  a  meridian  observation  of  the 
•un  ?" 

"  No  ;^  still  more  humbly. 

'*  Can  you  box  the  compass?'''' 

"  No,"  said  the  nephew,  completely  crest- 
fallen. 

^*  There !"  shouted  the  Commodore^  looking 
around  him  with  an  air  of  absolute  triumph. 

They  call  this^  on  shore,  bringing  up  youn|; 


ic 
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gentlemen.     Sixteen  !  and  cannot  box  his  com- 
pass :  there's  fyr  you." 

"Why  should  he  be  able  to  do  it?  You 
might  as  well  have  asked  him  why  he  could 
not  shoe  a  horse.  People  of  Augustus'  station 
of  life  are  not  generally  required  to  possess 
a  knowledge  of  the  mechanical  arts.  He  can, 
for  half-a-crown,  procure  a  joiner  to  box  his 
compass  when  he  gets  one,"  said  Lady  Astell  in 
her  son's  defence. 

'^  The  fflmplicity  of  the  woman  P  said  the  old 
sailor,  deridingly ;  and  then,  assuming  a  severe 
look,  he  continued,  ^*  Let  me  tell  you^  madam, 
that  this  young  man's  education  has  been  miser- 
ably neglected.  I,  who  am  left  his  guardian 
by  the  will  of  his  late  father,  have  neglected  my 
duty.  I  must  look  to  it.  I  come  home ;  I  ex- 
amine him ;  I  ask  him  what  he  knows ;  I  am 
answered  he  has  been  learning  humanity  ;  and 
when  we  come  to  the  point,  I  find  he  knows  no 
more  about  a  compass  than  a  cow.  Do  jou  call 
that  humanity,  madam?    I  see  my  error;    I 
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must  take  his  education  in  hand  ;  I  must  finish 
it  off.  I  shall  take  him  to  sea  with  me  next 
trip." 

At  this  announcement  there  was  a  cry  of 
alarm  from  all  his  auditors,  with  the  exception 
of  Augustus  himself.  This  cry  of  lamentation 
was  very  sensibly  increased  by  the  timely  en« 
trance  of  Miss  Matilda  in  another  dress,  who 
doated  on  the  lad.  The  agonized  mother  swayed 
to  and  fro  in  her  chair,  wringing  her  hands 
piteously,  and  when  she  found  her  speech,  ex- 
claimed touchingly,  "  Brother,  brother,  you 
cannot  be  so  cruel !'' 

"  Cruel,  Lady  Astell.  I  can't  for  the  life  of 
me  conceive  the  cruelty  of  it.  It  is  the  very 
greatest  kindness  I  can  do  the  boy.  What, 
madam,  do  you  fear  ?" 

"  Octavius,  surely  a  mother  may  tremble  at 
the  dangers  of  the  sea." 

"  Dangers !  Sister,  what  d*ye  mean  ?  The 
sea  is  the  only  safe  place  that  I  know  of.  Look 
at  your  own  family,  and  then  tell  me  about  the 
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daDgers  of  the  sea.  Where  are  my  seveo  elder 
brothers  ?  Not  one  of  them  went  to  sea,  and  tbey 
are  all  dead.  Yes,  the  land  killed  them.  They 
fattened  ashore  in  their  plenty,  like  stalled  oxen, 
and,  long  before  their  time,  they  fell  off  from  the 
tree  of  life  like  over-ripe  figs;  and  here  am  I, 
been  in  seventy  engagements,  in  every  climate, 
in  every  weather,  from  the  hot  calm  that  made 
the  brain  boil  under  the  scull  to  the  bitter  gale 
on  which  death  rode  wielding  his  lance  of  frost; 
and  here  am  I,  in  sound  health  and  excellent 
wind,  damme  r  and  he  gave  most  undoubted 
proofs  of  the  latter  part  of  bis  assertion,  for  no 
other  lungs  but  his  and  the  Grecian  town-crier 
could  have  rapped  out  his  concluding  exfJetive 
with  similar  vehemence. 

^*  But  I  say,  pa,""  chimed  in  the  shrill  voice 
of  Miss  Audacious,  being  thrown  wholly  off  the 
guard  that  she  generally  placed  upon  her  con- 
duct  in  the  presence  of  Lady  Astell  and  her 
petted  Augustus,  '*  how  can  you  talk  of  being 
a  sound  man,  when  you've  a  black  patch  for  an 
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eye,  wood  and  iron  for  a  hand,  and  have  the 
gout  regularly  in  the  spring,  besides  being 
scored  all  over  like — like — " 

"  Like  what,  you  ill-tutored  vixen  ?"  turning 
fiercely  upon  her  his  one  burning,  dark  eye. 

"  A  mangy  pig,"  shrieked  out  the  young 
lady,  running  behind  Augustus. 

"  Hah  !"  said  the  Commodore,  swallowing 
his  rage  with  a  mighty  gulp ;  "  if  she  were  not 
so  like  her  mother — but  never  mind.  This  is 
Wednesday  evening;  I  shall  start  on  Monday ; 
so  I  command  you,  master  Augustus,  to  be 
ready  to  start  with  me  in  the  chaise.  Matilda, 
if  Lady  Astell  does  not  choose  to  do  it,  see  to 
the  lad^s  linen ;  I  am  his  guardian,  and  go  he 
shall,  by  G—d!" 

*'  He  sha'*n^t !"  said  the  beautiful  face  glowing 
with  emotion  over  the  shoulder  of  Augustus. 

^*  We  shall  see  that,  miss ;  and  if  you  do  not 
hold  your  impertinent  tongue,  111  have  you 
trundled  off  to  bed  directly." 

'^  If  you  do^  111  set  the  house  on  fire,""  said 
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the  dutiful  daughter  Tery  calmly.  As  the 
Commodore,  from  fatal  experience,  knew  thai 
there  was  too  much  reason  to  believe  that  she 
would  keep  her  word,  he  shook  his  head  very 
lolemnly,  and  prudently  gave  up  the  point,  so 
far  as  the  young  ladjr's  domestic  banishment 
was  concerned. 

Hitherto,  the  afflicted  mother  had  been  so 
oyercome  by  this  unexpected  announcement  of 
the  dreadful  bereavement,  that  she  had  not  yet 
been  able  to  rally  her  energies,  and  when  she 
had  so  far  recovered  hersdf  as  to  make  an 
effort  for  the  preservaticm  of  her  child,  she 
could  only  utter  in  a  low  voice,  but  with  a 
pathos  that  came  from  her  inmost  heart,  looking 
beseechingly  at  Mr.  Underdown,  ^'  Oh,  Horace, 
Horace,  my  best  friend,  friend  of  the  family, 
lave  me — save  Augustus  !" 

For  one  instant  his  placid  and  pale  coun- 
tenance flushed  to  his  very  brow,  and  then  the 
colour  rapidly  passed  away.  Memory,  for  an 
instant,  had  displayed  the  blushing  banner  of 
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his  early  love.  He  rose  and  bowed  low  to 
Lady  Astell,  and  she  seemed  to  gather  comfort 
from  his  sweet  and  melancholy  smile.  He  then, 
addressing  himself  respectfully  to  the  Com- 
modore, said,  "  I  am  sure,  Sir  Octavius,  that 
you  mean  everything  for  the  best ;  and  nothing 
is  more  foreign  from  your  thoughts  than  the 
idea  of  distressing  Lady  Astell." 

"  Surely,  it  is  all  for  her  good  as  well  as  the 
boy's;  he  must  go  to  sea.^ 

^'  But  she  thinks  that  this  good  is  the  greatest 
evil  that  can  befal  to  her,  and  to  her  son  also. 
But  have  we  not  forgotten,  Sir  Octavius,  to 
consult  the  person  most  interested  ?  What  says 
Augustus  himself  to  the  proposition  ?" 

The  lad  was  still  standing  before  his  uncle, 
and  his  cousin  was  with  one  arm  over  his 
shoulder,  hanging  fondly  upon  him ;  at  this 
question  she  stood  on  tiptoe,  thus  bringing  her 
glowing  cheek  against  his.  It  is  true  she  was 
but  thirteen,  but  it  was  making  the  odds  heavy 
against   the   Commodore;    so  Augustus,    not 
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choosing  to  meet  the  stern  eye  of  his  unde, 
tuTDed  towards  his  mother.  They  exchanged 
but  a  single  glance ;  it  was  enough. 

"I  have  never  yet.'*  said  the  son  firmly, 
"wilfully  or  knowingly  disobeyed  my  mother 
in  aught,  and  I  never  will.^ 

A  kiss  from  Rebecca,  and  a  *^  God  reward 
you,  my  son  I"  from  Lady  Astell,  were  his  re- 
wards,  but  something  not  so  sweet  was  reserved 
for  him.  Mr.  Underdo wn  began  to  get  nervous 
and  fidgetty,  and  Miss  Matilda  to  sidle  out, 
unobserved,  from  the  room,  unquestionable  evi. 
dence  that  the  Commodore  was  getting  into  a 
passion ;  but  it  was  made  the  more  certain  from 
the  tdngular  sympathy  that  existed  between  the 
father  and  daughter,  for  invariably  as  his  rage 
aro«e,  her  opposition  and  violence  rose  also. 
They  seemed,  with  different  motives  and  for 
different  ends,  always  to  be  operated  upon  by 
the  same  feelings.  She  no  longer  stood  half 
behind  her  cousin  for  protection ;  but  stood  face 
to  face  with  ber  father,  and  beside  her  playmate 
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as  his  supporter.  Sir  Octavius  was  troubled 
with  no  gout  that  evening,  but  from  the  deep 
purple  hue  of  his  face  it  might  be  supposed 
that  a  fit  of  apoplexy  was  supervening,  as  he 
slowly  rose  from  his  chair  and  stood  erect  in  the 
full  height  of  his  commanding  stature.  The 
storm  burst  thus,  by  his  saying  with  an  un- 
natural and  forced  calmness,  "  Sister  Matilda, 
let  me  request  you  to  resume  your  chair.  Mr. 
Underdown,  you  will  particularly  oblige  me  by 
shooting  the  bolt  of  the  door;  for,  sir,"  his 
voice  rising  rapidly,  "  when  a  family  of  glorious 
descent  and  hitherto  unstained  honour  are  about 
to  disgrace  themselves,  let  them  be  spared,  sir, 
the  humiliation  of  having  menials  witnesses  of 
their  degradation.  Now  listen  to  me,  one  and 
all,  for  one  and  all  have  set  themselves  in  array 
against  the  head  of  the  family,  and  intend  to 
make  the  first  act  of  their  rebellion  an  act  of 
dastardly  disobedience ; — ay,  wince,  young  sir, 
I  said  dastardly!  Do  you  hear  it?  Do  you  feel 
the  full  bitterness  of  the  term  ?   Now  the  loath- 
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some  reproach  is  clingiDg  to  your  heart,  do  jou 
feel  that  you  can  stand  as  erect  as  you  did  an 
hour  ago  ?  Can  you,  dare  you,  look  upon  the 
war-mutilated  form  and  face  of  your  mother's 
brother,  after  having  refused  to  follow  him  in 
the  defence  of  a  country  that  has  now,  God 
help  it !  nothing  to  depend  upon  but  the  bravery 
of  her  sons?^ 

Spare  me — spare  my  mother  T' 
Know,  degenerate    sir,    that  I,    as    your 
sole  guardian,  could  force  you  on  board  with 
me  ;  but  life  or  death  at  sea  is,  either  of  them, 
too  noble  for  a  coward.'* 

^*  Pa,"  shrieked  out  Rebecca,  her  face  all 
fire,  and  her  eyes  all  lightning,  ^  Gus  is  no 
coward-— do  you  hear  that  ?** 

The  Commodore,  not  the  least  offended  at 
her  rudeness,  patted  her  fondly  on  the  head, 
and  merely  said,  **  Wilful  and  mistaken  child, 
would  that  your  cousin  had  some  portion  of 
your  spirit.  Woe  to  the  country,  when  the 
sons  of  her  gentry  are  girls  in  heart ** 

x2 
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Augustus  turned  to  Lady  Astell  imploringly, 
and  a  mortal  paleness  was  upon  his  counte- 
nance, "  Mother,  mother,  speak  for  me — I  am 
sorely  tried ;  you  know  that  I  am  no  coward.*" 

The  mother,  thus  appealed  to,  rose  from 
her  chair,  and,  little  regarding  the  sternness 
of  her  brother's  brow,  laid  her  right  hand 
familiarly  on  his  shoulder,  and  took  his  only 
hand  in  her  left. 

"  Come,  my  brother,"  said  she,  with  a  sickly 
smile,  **  You  know  that  we  never  quarrelled 
yet,  that  neither  brother  nor  sister  came  be- 
tween us,  that  we  were  little  babes  together, 
and  that  you  hardly  ceased  to  drain  our  dear 
mother's  bosom,  ere  I,  your  little  sister,  took 
your  place — you  cai\\  forget  this ;  nor  how 
one  bed  held  us,  nor  for  how  long,  one  set  of 
playthings  served  us  both.  These  are  but 
fooleries  to  remember ;  but  oh  !  how  happy 
they  made  us !" 

"  They  did,  indeed,"  said  the  old  man,  his 
eyes  glistening. 
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•'  Ah !  say  you  so — I  am  glad  of  that 
And  you  shall  remember,  brother,  how  we  lay 
ill  together  of  the  scarlet  fever,  how  we  suffered, 
and  yet  how  fond  we  were :  and  that  when  your 
tongue  clove  to  the  roof  of  your  mouth  with 
burning  thirst,  how  you  would  pass  the  cup  to 
me,  and  say,  *  Give  it  to  poor  little  Agnes 
first;** — you  shall  remember  that,  brother/' 

"  I  do-I  do." 

**'  And  do  you  not  remember  how,  one  day  at 
church,  our  faces^ogether  over  our  prayer-book, 
we  looked  up,  weeping,  at  our  mother,  when  the 
clergyman  read,  '^  And  he  was  the  otUy  chUd  of 
his  molheVf  and  she  was  a  widow  1*^ 

At  this  last  appeal,  the  iron-nerved  seaman 
was  much  shaken  ;  yet  he  spoke  not. 

^*  O  brother,'^  said  she,  with  increasing 
pathos,  ^^  why  will  you  thus  dull  your  appre- 
hension,  why  thus  close  your  heart  against  me? 
Shall  I  go  on  ?  must  I  re\pind  you  how  often  I 
stood  between  you  and  your  brother's,  ay, 
and   your   father's  wrath— bow  often    I  filled 
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your  purse  when  you  had  impoverished  your- 
self with  recklessness — ^how  I  always  proved 
your  advocate,  and  your  sister  ?  And  what  do 
I  ask  for  all  these  years  of  love,  devotion,  and 
mutual  kindness?  only  that  you  would  leave 
me  my  child^  my  only  one,** 

At  this  solemn  appeal,  the  Commodore  was 
moved — much  moved ;  yet  he  made  no  reply ; 
but  placing  her  hand  to  his  lips,  with  all  the 
respectful  gallantry  of  the  old  school,  he  led 
her  back  to  her  chair,  and,  resuming  his  own, 
he  commenced  smoking  in  silence,  and  with  a 
desperate  energy  that  might  have  caused  one 
to  suppose  that  he  thought  that  it  was  neces- 
sary for  the  salvation  of  all  present,  imme- 
diately to  fill  the  room  with  vapour.  No  one 
seemed  disposed  to  break  the  deep  repose  of 
this  silence  ;  but  Lady  Astell  was  drawing  her 
manly  son  more  and  more  closely  to  her  side, 
and  caressing  him  with  the  eagerness  of  a 
mother  who  had  just  rescued  her  child  from 
some  imminent  danger. 
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We  dwell  thus  minutely  upon  this  eventful 
scene,  in  order  the  more  fully  to  impress  upon 
the  reader  the  awful  responsibility  that  the 
uncle  thus  wilfully  and  almost  savagely  plucked 
upon  his  own  head.  Already  had  the  quiet 
murmur  of  happy  and  confidential  conversation 
arisen  among  the  members  of  his  family,  when, 
having  finished  his  second  pipe,  his  harsh  voice 
grated  upon  their  ears,  exclaiming,  ^^  It  cannot 
be.^  This  sentence  fell  like  the  words  of  a 
death-warrant  upon  all  present.  How  nearly 
it  proved  one !  He  looked  around,  almost 
ferociously,  as  if  desirous  of  contention— -but  no 
one  interrupted  him  ;  he  then  continued,  ^  From 
a  mother  I  must  expect  a  mother's  weakness — 
I  pity  whilst  I  love  it;  but,  l9ving,  I  must 
not  be  controlled  by  it.  Whilst  I  feel  the 
fondest  affection  for  my  sister,  I  must  remember 
that  she  is  not  the  only  mother  in  these  king- 
doms. I  must  remember,  also,  that  she  who 
rules  them,  is  also  a  mother :  and,  at  this  very 
moment,    whilst  the   harsh   winds  are   wildly 
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howling  round  the  corners  of  this  house,  her 
son,  the  gallant  prince  Henry,  is  even  now, 
like  the  lowest  of  his  royal  father's  subjects, 
doing  his  duty  on  the  tempestuous  seas,  without 
shrinking,  without  murmur,  without  com- 
plaint." 

"  She  has  many  sons,"  groaned  forth  the 
disconsolate  Lady  Astell. 

But  the  Commodore  heeded  not  this  inter- 
ruption, and  proceeded  thus:  '*  If  this  grand, 
this  patriotic  example  is  not  regarded  where  it 
most  ought  to  be  appreciated,  the  brother  will  not 
complain,  though  the  old  servant  of  his  king 
cannot  cease  to  regret ;  he,  therefore,  will  ap- 
peal, from  the  weakness  of  the  mother,  to  the 
pride,  the  valour  of  the  son  ;  if  the  appeal  be 
lost  on  him,  if  he  prove  craven — God  help  him 
— I  have  no  more  to  say  ;  the  sooner  that  I  am 
swept  off  by  the  first  shot  of  the  enemy  the 
better.  I  am  now  but  as  a  broken  reed, 
bending  over  the  irresistible  stream  that  is 
soon  to  hurry  me  to  oblivioD.     I  did  hope  that 
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the  next  victory  which  I  should  gain,  or  in 
which  I  should  participate,  would  have  enabled 
me,  with  this  youth  in  my  hand,  to  approach 
the  foot  of  the  throne,  and  say,  ^  Place  me, 
your  majesty,  among  the  noble  of  the  land,  and 
permit  this  youth,  the  future  husband  of  my 
only  child,  whom  I  have  taught,  by  my  side,  to 
fight  for  his  country  and  his  king,  to  inherit 
my  titles  and  my  name.'  Stand  forth,  Au« 
gustus,  and  speak  !  Have  I  been  dreaming, 
like  a  foolish  old  man,  or  is  this  glorious  thing 
to  be  ?  If  not  for  the  honour  of  your  mother's 
house — the  house  of  Bacuissart — will  you  not, 
for  the  glory  of  your  father's  long  line  of 
ancestry,  stand  one  flash  from  the  enemy's 
guns  ?  ride  but  for  one  year  triumphant  over 
the  waves  that  bore  your  old  Norman  proge- 
nitor, the  grim  Tramontane,  to  conquer,  for 
his  sons,  a  wide  inheritance  in  these  lands. 
Will  you,  I  say,  Augustus,  do  this,  or  pro?e 
recreant  from  both  the  houses  from  which 
you  are  descended,  and  compel  me  to  adopt  my 
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cabin   boy,   and  give  him  my  name  and  my 

daughter  ?'* 

"  Don't  trouble  yourself  about  me,  pa — I 
won't  have  him  ;  a  cabin-boy,  indeed  !'*  bawled 
out  the  dutiful  Rebecca. 

"  But  if  I  say  you  shall,  miss?'*  said  the 
father. 

"  You  will  tell  a  fib,  that's  all,"  was  the 
cool  reply. 

This  little  family  sparring  gave  Augustus 
time  to  arrange  his  thoughts  and  frame  his 
reply,  which  was  to  the  following  effect. 

First  kneeling  to  his  mother,  and  kissing  her 
hand,  he  said,  "  Mother,  forgive  me  if  I  dis- 
obey you ;"  then,  rising  and  advancing  proudly 
to  the  Commodore,  he  said,  '*  Uncle,  forgive 
me  if  I  have  seemed  slow  to  comply  with  the 
spirited  appeal  to  my  honour,  my  courage,  my 
ambition,  and  my  patriotism ;  but  my  excuses 
are  around  me.  I  am  ready,  this  moment,  to 
go  with  you.  Even  your  stern  character,"  and 
he  faltered  out  the  word  stern,  '^  will  give  me 
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some  praise  for  my  resolution,  knowing,  as  you 
do,'^  turning  towards  his  mother,  <*  how  long  I 
have  loved  her,  blest  and  blessing." 

^*  My  noble  boy,  I  do,  I  do ;  from  this 
moment  you  are  my  son  indeed,''  exclaimed 
Sir  Octavius,  hugging  him  to  his  brawny 
chest. 

But  what  said  the  mother^ — that  mother  who 
already  felt  herself  childless  ?  She  flung  her 
arms  wildly  above  her  head,  and  murmured, 
^^  Now,  indeed,  am  I  deserted !  my  own  son 
has  forsaken  me.  Let  me  hasten  to  seek  my 
God,  or  I  shall  think  that  He  has  forsaken  me 
also;*^  and,  in  the  depth  of  her  misery,  she 
sought  the  solitude  of  her  own  chamber,  to 
pray  and  to  weep. 

We  will  hurry  over  the  misery  of  the  four 
days  that  intervened  before  the  uncle  and 
nephew  departed  for  Portsmouth.  No  one 
seemed  even  comfortable  but  the  Commodore — 
and  he  appeared  only  half  pleased  with  bis 
victory,    and    was    often    heard   to   murmur^ 
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"  What  if  I  left  him  behind — the  gentle-faced 
fool,  they  doat  on  him  so ;  fine,  noble  lad 
though — the  king  must  not  lose  him — FU 
watch  over  him  like  a  cradled  infant.""  And 
they  departed,  amid  the  unrestrainable  tears  of 
all,  save  one,  whose  grief  had  assumed  the  stern- 
ness and  immobility  of  despair. 

I  will  not  torture  the  reader  by  recounting 
the  solemn  adjuration  of  Lady  Astell  to  the 
Commodore,  on  the  morning  of  his  departure. 
It  was  wild,  and  almost  frantic;  one  moment 
she  prayed  to  him  as  if  he  had  been  a  divinity, 
and  then  she  would  invoke  every  blessing  on 
his  head,  if  he  brought  her  son  in  safety  to  her 
arms,  every  curse  that  could  torture  his  body 
here  and  his  soul  hereafter,  if,  through  negli- 
gence or  cruelty,  he  guarded  not  from  all  evil 
the  hope  of  her  heart,  the  jewel  of  her  soul,  the 
life  of  her  existence.  He  promised,  and  re- 
pented of  the  deed  he  had  done ;  but  he  was  a 
wayward  man,  and  he  kept  the  resolution  that 
he  then  wished  he  had  never  made. 
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This  abstracting,  almost  forcibly,  the  son 
from  his  mother,  his  family,  and  his  destined 
course  of  life,  was  fruitful  of  evil  results  from 
the  beginning.  Lady  Astell  retired  to  her 
owD  mansion ;  Mr.  Underdown,  of  course, 
went  to  sea  with  the  Commodore,  and  the 
meek,  and  rather  weak  Miss  Matilda  had  not 
even  the  shadow  of  control  over  her  wild 
niece,  Rebecca ;  the  good  effects  of  the  example 
and  tuition  of  four  years  were  lost  in  as  many 
months,  and  the  young  lady  became  wilder  and 
more  ungovernable  than  ever. 

In  the  meantime,  Augustus  had  been  entered 
as  a  midshipman  in  his  uncIc^s  ship,  the 
Terri6c,  a  first-class  seventy-four,  which,  with 
three  other  line-of-battle  ships,  and  two  fri- 
gates, were  watching  a  superior  squadron  in  the 
harbour  of  Cherbourg.  The  Commodore^s 
broad  pennant  was  fljring,  of  course,  in  the 
Terrific.  Now  the  duty  was  most  severe  and 
unremitting;  for  this  was  the  only  disposable 
force  that  the  French  Directory  then  had,  and 
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which  was  waiting  for  a  favourable  opportunity 
to  slip  to  sea,  in  order  to  intercept  our  va- 
luable East  and  West  India  homeward  bound 
trade. 

The  Commodore  was,  at  once,  gentle  and 
severe  to  his  nephew;  he  exacted  from  him 
a  strict  performance  of  his  duty,  yet  showed 
him,  at  every  opportunity,  great  indulgences. 
But  events  were  fast  souring  a  temper  that 
was  never  one  that  could  be  described  as  being 
too  even.  Taking  the  opportunity  of  the 
Commodore  having  been  blown  off  the  coast, 
the  French  squadron,  consisting  of  six  sail  of 
the  line,  one  of  them  a  three-decker,  and  two 
large  frigates,  got  to  sea,  after  a  six  months' 
severe  blockade:  and,  for  five  months  longer. 
Sir  Octavius  was  chasing  them,  almost  literally, 
all  over  the  world. 

Now  no  one,  since  Sir  Octavius  had  last 
joined,  had,  in  the  English  squadron,  placed 
foot  upon  the  shore ;  the  ships  had  been 
victualled  at  sea,  by  transports,  sent  across  the 
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channel  for  that  purpose;  and,  when  they 
started  on  their  long  chase,  they  happened  not 
to  be  too  well  provided.  The  privations  of 
officers  as  well  as  men  became  great;  but, 
during  all  this  time,  the  softly-nurtured 
Augustus  did  his  duty,  and  flinched  not;  he 
had  gained  the  love  of  his  brother  officers,  the 
good-will  of  the  crew,  and  had  extorted  the  ad- 
miration of  the  Commodore. 

Away  went  the  chasing  squadron,  bounding 
over  the  ocean,  but  the  flying  one  sailed  the 
faster.  When  Sir  Octavius  had  arrived  on  the 
coasts  of  America,  he  was  not  soon  enough: 
the  fleet  foe,  which  is  not  always  the  same  as 
the  foe's  fleet,  had  preceded  him  to  the  West 
Indies.  In  a  few  weeks,  the  men  who  had 
been  frost-bitten  in  the  high  and  cold  latitude 
of  Newfoundland,  were  now  in  a  state  of 
solution  under  the  life-exacting  sun  of  the 
tropics.  For  a  whole  month,  the  two  squa- 
drons, with  anything  but  innocent  intentions 
towards  each  other,  imitated  that  very  innocent 
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game  of  little  children,  thread- the-needle, 
through  all  the  West  Indian  islands ;  and  the 
French  Admiral,  having  nearly  frightened  all 
the  Barbadian  born  out  of  what  they  are  pleased 
to  consider  as  their  wits,  in  utter  despair  of 
doing  anything  successful,  tripped  across  the 
Atlantic  to  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope,  the  Commo- 
dore always  following  and  swearing  after  him. 

The  Frenchman,  after  looking  into  Table 
Bay  and  seeing  nothing  laid  out  for  his  accom- 
modation, not  only  took  French  leave  but  also 
half-a-dozen  English  merchantmen  at  the  same 
time ;  and  thus  re- victualled  and  restored,  having 
taken  out  the  kernels  he  cracked  the  hulls,  and 
gravely  allowed  them  to  find  their  specific  gra- 
vity in  salt  water — that  is,  having  plundered  the 
ships,  he  sank  them.  He  then  showed  some 
indications  of  paying  a  visit  to  our  Presidencies 
in  the  ^East,  but  either  from  a  doubt  of  his 
reception  or  having  worn  out  his  holiday  suit,  he 
altered,  at  the  same  time,  his  courteous  inten- 
tions ind  his  course,  and  stood  for  any  part  of 
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the  South  American  coast  that  he  could  Jetch; 
which  means,  he  sailed  from  such  place  to  such 
place  as  the  wind  might  carr^  him,  leaving  in 
his  track  several  sea-marks  of  his  late  where- 
abouts in  the  shape  of  plundered  and  dismasted 
ships. 

During  all  this  time  our  old  Commodore 
never  once  got  a  sight  of  the  enemy,  which  ail 
the  seamen  declared  would  have  done  him  a 
ifight  of  goody  as  it  would  have  soothed  him 
much  to  have  been  able  so  to  have  sworn, 
that  he  could  have  pointed  his  oaths  directly 
at  them.  He  had  now  nothing  to  damn  and 
torment  but  himself  and  all  those  under  him. 
The  men  were  upon  short  allowance  of  every- 
thing but  oaths  and  blows.  I  must  confess,  in 
this  last  trip  of  the  Commodore,  notwithstanding 
my  great  affection  for  him,  he  began  to  be  very 
disagreeable^  and  the  gratings  were  rigged  a 
little  more  often  than  necessary.  I  have  sailed 
over  many  thousand  leagues  of  salt  water  my- 
self, and  I  have  always  found  that  to  keep  a 
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fair  temper  was  the  best  way  to  ensure  a  fair 
wind,  and  that  the  captain  never  made  it  blow 
harder  by  blowing  up  his  men  and  officers;  but 
the  Commodore  did  not  know  that.  Intellect 
had  not  then  drawn  on  her  seven-leagued  boots 
and  commenced  her  gigantic  march,  and  nobody 
thought  of  getting  steam  up  but  through  the 
spout  of  the  tea-kettle. 

So  the  Commodore,  being  ignorant,  became  a 
little  passionate  and  a  little  tyrannical,  spending 
too  little  time  in  sleep  and  the  refection  of  his 
body,  and  too  much  in  trimming  his  vessels  and 
his  officers.  We  must  suppose  that  the  Frank 
had  always  either  the  best  of  the  breeze  or  of 
the  sailing,  or  of  both,  for  by  always  keeping 
a-head  of  the  Commodore,  the  Commodore  was 
forced  to  keep  a-stern  of  the  Gaul  without, 
which,  the  punning  purser  said,  very  naturally 
stirred  up  the  Commodore's  gall  within.  The 
pun  was  a  bitter  bad  one,  it  must  be  confessed, 
but  considering  the  state  of  the  breadbags,  and 
that  all  hands  were  six  upon  four,  it  may  be 
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pardoned;  for  I  kx>k  upon  that  man  as  little 
less  than  a  hero  who  can  pun  oo  an  empty 
stomach — the  attempt  of  itself  is  hefoical. 

Now,  for  the  first  time,  the  failing,  the  be- 
setting sin  of  Augustus  began  to  show  itsdf. 
This  failing  has  been  often  lauded  as  a  virtue ; 
but  whether  failing  or  virtue,  it  had  no  business 
to  show  itself  on  board  of  a  man-of-war,  at  least 
just  before  the  mutiny  at  the  Nore.     It  was  as 
thorough  a  detestation  of  tyranny  and  oppression 
as  ever  swelled  the  bosom  of  a  Hampden  <v 
brought  a  Russell   to   the  scaffold.     For  the 
honour  of  the  Commodore,  who  is  our  favourite 
and   our  hero,   it  must  not  be  thought  that 
he  was  more   tyrannical   than   the  other  sea- 
kings  of  his   time;   not,  perhaps,  so   much: 
but  the  activity  of  the  chase  had  chased  away 
from  his  bosom  some  of  the  gentler  feelings;  in 
fact,  he  was  vexed ;  the  worst  state  of  mind  for 
a  man  to  be  in  who  has  the  possession  of  un- 
limited power.     He  began  to  have  unfavourable 
opinions  of  the  exertions  of  his  ship^s  company. 
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and  those   opinions   he  backed— need   we   say 
how? 

Now,  at  all  this,  the  gentle  spirit  of  Augustus 
Astell  rebelled,  and  the  rebellion  of  a  truly 
gentle  spirit  is  always  violent.  He  grew  sick  at 
the  frequent  floggings  that  he  was  forced  to 
witness,  and  using  the  privilege  that  his  uncle 
still  gave  to  him,  as  the  number  of  these  cruel 
inflictions  increased,  when  they  were  alone,  he 
first  petitioned,  then  remonstrated,  and,  foolish 
boy !  at  last  denounced.  He  escaped  scatheless 
through  four,  five,  and  even  six  scenes  of  this 
description ;  for  the  Commodore'^s  heart  yet 
clove  to  him,  and  he  remembered  that  awful 
pledge  that  he  had  given  his  sister:  but,  through 
this  ill-advised  course,  the  pleader  for  humanity 
neither  improved  the  temper  of  the  Commodore 
nor  the  condition  of  the  crew.  Besides,  young 
Astell  was  too  good  not  to  have  a  few  enemies ; 
and  seeing  the  estrangement  between  the  re- 
latives, they,  with  all  the  assiduity  of  malice, 
endeavoured  to  foster  it  into  something  like  a 
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respectably  sized  hate.  All  this  time,  Au- 
gustus kept  himself  more  strictly  to  his  duty, 
and  seemed  to  be  challenging  from  his  cross  old 
uncle  more  admiration  and  respect  in  the  same 
proportion  that  he  was  fast  losing  his  affection. 
In  this  state  of  affairs,  the  Commodore  arrived 
at  Rio  Janeiro  in  bad  weather  and  the  worst  of 
all  possible  humours.  As  usual.  Monsieur  Nim- 
bleshanks  had  taken  himself  off  twenty-seven 
hours  before.  The  English  squadron  was  forced 
to  remain  eighteen  hours  off  this  port  to  take  in 
water  and  a  few  absolute  necessaries,  during 
which  delay,  the  Commodore's  temper  was  so 
detestably  bad,  that  an  old  quartermaster,  who 
had  served  with  him  twenty-five  years,  observed 
'^  that  if  the  angel  Gabriel  was  to  come  down 
from  heaven  just  then,  and  give  his  honour  the 
Commodore  an  order  on  the  storekeeper  for  a 
new  eye,  he  would  damn  that  and  him  before 
he  condescended  to  clap  it  in  the  socket,  or  fling 
it  into  his  chops  for  a  wry  word." 
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CHArTER  IV. 

"  For  who  would  bear  the  whipa  of  the  boatswain's 
cat, 
Th'oppresBor'B  wrong,  the  proud  man's  contumely, 

The  insolence  of  office. 

And  the  spurns  that  patient  merit  of  the  unworthy 

takes 
When  he  himself  might  his  quietus  make — 
By  jumping  overboard  9" 

HahiiET  afloat. 

I  AM  now  fan  fetching  up  lee-way,  and  bring- 
ing my  incidents  all  in  a  good  line  of  sailing ; 
we  shall  soon  get  on  superbly,  taking  a  fresh 
departure  from  the  tand  made  by  our  first 
chapter,  from  which  we  have  now  greatly  forged 
a-head.  We  beseech  the  reader  to  look  upon 
all  the  chapters,  with  the  exception  of  the  first, 
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that  he  has  hitherto  read,  as  retrospective, 
necessary  to  understand  the  causes  of  the  action 
of  our  tale,  but  which  are  not  the  action  itself. 
When  we  bring  up  all  our  ships  in  the  next 
chapter,  we  shall  sail  on  proudly  to  the  catas- 
trophe. Let  us  shake  out  our  reefs,  sheet  home, 
and  away. 

We  have  not,  in  our  hurry  to  get  over  these 
preliminaries,  had  time  to  make  that  honourable 
mention  of  Mr.  Underdown   that  he  deserves. 
In  all  his  joumeyings  with  his  patron,  by  land 
or  by  water,  he  would  still  preserve  his  inde- 
pendence,  not   permitting  himself  to   be   the 
object  of  any  promotion  afloat,  or  receiving  any 
salary  for  his  services  on  shore.     He  thus  kept 
a  complete  command  over  the  Commodore,  or 
at  least  as  much  as  it  was  possible  for  any 
moral  authority  to  exercise.     Though  it  was 
never  avowed  between  the  parties,  he  rightly 
understood   from   whence  his   moderate  inde- 
pendence arose.     It  was  more  than  sufficient  for 
all  his  wants^  and  quite  enough  for  his  ambition. 
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Faithfully  and  zealously  did  he  keep  the  tacit 
compact  with  her  who  had  once  listened  to  and 
so  gently  reproved  his  love,  and  at  the  same 
time  so  nobly  attempted  to  make  gracious  that 
reproof,  by  commissioning  him  to  watch  over 
the  wild  passions  of  her  brother.  And  Provi- 
dence seemed  to  regard  his  undying  attachment 
to  the  sister,  and  his  unremitting  devotion  to 
the  brother,  with  an  approving  eye,  for  he  had 
stood  near  the  Commodore  in  almost  every  action 
that  the  latter  had  fought,  uninjured  by  a 
wound,  whilst  the  warrior  by  profession  hardly 
ever  escaped  unscathed.  He  had,  more  than 
once,  sword  in  hand,  leapt  with  the  Commodore 
and  the  boarders  on  the  decks  of  the  enemy, 
and  had  unwillingly  made  his  blade  drink  the 
life-blood  of  those  opposed  to  him.  At  all  this, 
he  shuddered,  and,  for  all  this,  he  would  re- 
ceive no  thanks,  nor  ever  suffer  himself  to  be 
entered  on  the  ship^s  books,  lest  his  usefulness 
should  be  diminished.  He  had  his  reward  in 
his  own  bosom,  and  in  the  purity  and  sublimity 
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of  his  unrequited  but  fuUj  appreciated  attach- 
ment  Paseaf»ii  for  Lady  Astell  bad  loog  passed 
away,  and  giv€?n  way  to  a  holier  principle — a 
compound  of  worship  and  of  love. 

Id  the  course  of  this  long  chase,  Mr.  Under- 
down,  not  withstanding  his  habitual  temperance^ 
had  nearly  become  a  sacrifice  to  a  tropical  fever. 
Whilst  his  life  was  in  danger,  the  Commodore^s 
conduct  was  exemplary ;  and,  near  the  sick  cot 
of  his  noble  and  disinterested  friend,  he  dis- 
played all  the  watchfulness,  and  much  of  the 
tenderness  of  a  woman.  For  a  time,  his  own 
crew,  and  the  ships  under  his  command,  derived 
much  benefit  from  this  affliction ;  during  this 
his  rugged  temper  was  softened.  However, 
long  before  the  squadron  had  touched  at  Rio 
Janiero^  the  fever  had  left  the  patient,  but  had 
left  him  in  so  dreadful  a  state  of  exhaustion,  as 
to  threaten  a  decline,  if  the  most  nourishing  diet 
and  the  purest  of  air  could  not  be  obtained ; 
consequently,  he  was  put  on  shore,  to  recruit, 
at  Rio. 

VOL.  I.  F 


98  THE   OLD   COMMODORE. 

Bad  as  was  the  temper  of  the  Commodore  at 
this  juncture,  he  could  not  prevent  an  honour- 
able  burst  of  natural  feeling  from  breaking 
through  his  morgue.  He  wrung  the  hand  of 
the  invalid,  as  he  was  lifted,  in  his  cot,  into  the 
barge,  and,  imploring  him  to  hasten  to  England 
after  him,  exclaimed,  as  he  sorrowfully  watched 
the  boat  nearing  the  shore,  "  God  help  me, 
and  those  about  meP  and  then,  as  some 
relief  to  his  feelings,  turned  the  hands  up  for 
punishment,  and  liberally  dispensed  some 
twenty  dozen  of  lashes  among  the  ship's  com- 
pany. 

We  will  not  dilate  upon  the  grief  of 
Augustus,  at  the  departure  of  his  tutor  and 
his  friend,  nor  of  the  general  and  unsophis- 
ticated sorrow  of  the  crew  ;  for  he  was,  indeed, 
their  friend.  They  felt,  and  so  they  expressed 
themselves,  that  all  good  luck  had  gone  with 
him.  The  spirit  of  mercy  no  longer  hovered 
over  the  devoted  ship.  Sir  Octavius  Bacuissart 
became   a    rigid   disciplinarian,   his  officers  a 
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disconteDted  faction,  and  his  crew  litde  better 
than  a  band  of  mutineers* 

It  was  in  this  tempestuous  and  hurried 
chase  towards  Europe,  that  young  Astell's 
soul  revolted  against  his  commander,  and  that 
he  mentally  threw  off  his  allegiance  to  him, 
both  as  his  military  superior  and  his  relative. 
They  bad,  for  some  time,  been  upon  the 
cocJest  terms,  and  they  now  began  to  hate 
each  other,  or  to  evince  feelings  almost  as 
bitter  as  hate.  Augustus  hated  what  he 
deemed  the  tyranny  and  the  cruelty  of  his 
uncle :  and  his  uncle  felt  a  deep  and  a  gnawing 
resentment  at  the  presumption  of  one  whom 
be  had  lately  loved  so  much,  and  whom  he  still 
could  not  help  admiring,  setting  himself  as  a 
judge  and  censor  upon  his  actions,  and  placing 
him  at  defiance  by  the  rigid  rectitude  of  his 
conduct.  The  Commodore  would  have  made 
any  sacrifice  to  have  caught  the  young  mid- 
shipman in  some  flagrant  dereliction  of  duty, 
merely  that  he  might  have  called  him  into  his 

f2 
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cabin,  to  have  forgiven,  and  thus,  without  ap- 
pearing to  humble  himself,  to  have  shaken  his 
nephew  by  the  hand.  But,  to  use  a  midship- 
man's phrase,  the  young  Astell  was  never 
"  caught  napping.*^  Had  he  but  just  turned 
in,  wet  and  weary,  from  having  kept  the 
middle  watch,  and  the  hands  were  turned  up 
at  two  in  the  dark  morning,  and  his  stiffened 
limbs  had  just  begun  to  relax,  and  sleep  to 
steal  away  his  painful  sense  of  fatigue,  he  was 
the  first  to  jump  out  of  his  hammock,  and  the 
last  to  leave  his  station  on  deck  or  in  the  tops. 

It  must  be  confessed,  that  if  the  Commodore 
did  not  spare  his  own  crew,  he  never  spared 
himself;  for  whenever  manoeuvres  were  to  be 
performed,  he  was  up  and  on  deck  all  hours  in 
the  night,  and,  even  on  these  occasions,  he 
would  roar  out,  "  Where's  Mr.  Astell  ?"  and 
Mr.  Astell  was  always  found  at  his  post. 
After  the  duty  was  done,  and  the  hands  were 
piped  down,  he  would  retire  slowly  into  his 
cabin,  shaking  his  head  mournfully,  muttering 
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all  the  while,  '^  The  poor  child,  the  obstinate 
fool,  why  don't  he  go  into  the  sick  list?  he 
never  can  stand  it ;  and  what  shall  I  say  to  his 
poor  mother?'  And  then,  breaking  forth  into 
a  rage,  he  would  shout,  **  Steward  I  up,  you 
lazy,  bone-polishing,  plate-lapping  son  of  a 
■ ;  you're  snug  in  your  hammock,  are  you, 
whilst  my  nephew  is  sliivering  like  the  dpg- vane 
in  a  north-easter  P  Up,  sluggard,  I  say,  and 
mull  a  pint  of  my  very  best  port  wine,  by  the 
spirit-lamp :  don't  spare  the  warm  spices,  and 
take  it  to  Mr.  Astell's  hammock :  tell  him  the 
doctor  sent  it  him ;  for,  hark  ye  me,  if  ever 
he  finds  out  it  came  from  me,  I'll  start  every 
bone  in  your  skin  "  And  then  he  ^ould  go  on 
soliloquising,  *^  If  it  were  not  like  bearding  me 
in  my  command,  I  would  make  it  up  with  the 
lad ;  a  fine  spirit,  I  must  own.  And  is  he  not 
to  be  the  father  of  my  grandchildren  ? — I'll 
ask  him  to  breakfast  to-morrow.  But  suppose 
the  young  d(^  should  refuse? — like  enough, 
like    enough — no,    we'll    wait    awhile.^'       He 
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waited :  and  almost  ruined  his  nephew  and  his 
own  happiness  for  ever. 

Now,  the  old  Commodore,  I  assure  yoUf  the 
best  friends  I  have  in  the  world,  my  readers, 
was  a  strange  and  most  intimate  mixture  of 
good  and  evil.  If  I  had  chosen,  I  might  have 
made  my  old  Commodore  the  Commodore  of 
popularity,  a  fighting,  drinking,  generous, 
good-hearted,  vulgar  swab.  But  I  rather 
choose  to  draw  from  life:  and,  as  I  had  the 
real  character  fresh  in  my  recollection — for  the 
old  boy  often  mast-headed  me  himself— and 
as  almost  all  my  incidents  are  real,  and  being 
naturally  of  a  somewhat  indolent  temper,  I 
have  used  what  I  found  ready-made  to  my 
hand  without  troubling  myself  to  create  a  pro- 
bable fiction.  A  better  seaman,  a  better  navi* 
gator,  a  better  naval  tactician  than  the  Commo- 
dore could  not  be  found ;  and  a  better  man — to 
find  whom  would  have  been  no  hard  task — 
would  not,  assuredly,  in  his  position  and  in  his 
times,  have  done  so  well. 
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Though  he  had  not,  at  this  period,  attained 
his  fiftieth  year,  he  was  known  throughout  the 
Davy  as  '^  the  fighting  old  Commodore,"  and 
well  understood  to  be  a  man  of  the  most  des- 
perate determination.      When    the    squadron 
sailed  on  this  long,  memorable,  and  distressing 
chase,  the  seeds  of  that  mutiny  which  so  soon 
after  sprang  up  in  such  dreadful  fertility,  and 
produced   such   bitter  fruit,   were  plentifully 
disseminated    in    the    little    squadron.      The 
other    ships    under    Sir    Octavius^s  command 
would  have  long  before  broken  out  into  open 
revcdt,  bad  not  their  crews  felt  assured  that  the 
Terrific  would  be  alongside   of  them   at  the 
first    symptoms    of   disobedience:     and    they 
knew   that    he,  at    least,    could    and    would 
keep  his  crew  in  subjection ;  and  they  judged 
rightly.     After  all,   the  Commodore  was  no 
miracle ;  like  most  of  us,  he  was  the  creature  of 
those  circumstances  that  had  educated  him  a 
thriving  and  truculent  son,  whom  his  father. 
Arbitrary  Power,  bad  begotten  upon  that  too 
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willing  and  too  wilful  jade,  Irre.spon.>il)iIit\. 
Besides,  he  had  owed  all  his  success  in  life  to 
skilful  daring  and  well-organized  violence  :  and, 
as  these  had  hitherto  always  enabled  him  to  take 
the  ships  of  the  enemy,  he  thought  that  the 
same  principles,  properly  modified  by  circum- 
stances, would  enable  him  duly  to  govern  his 
own — and  so  they  did ;  but,  thanks  to  the 
philanthropy  of  this  generous  nation,  and  the 
good  sense  of  the  officers  of  the  naval  service^ 
they  will  suffice  no  longer. 

But  to  return  to  our  squadron.  Their  pre- 
sent duty  was  of  a  nature  the  most  distressing; 
with  the  exception  of  a  few  hours  at  single 
anchor — once  at  St.  John's,  Newfoundland,  and 
again  at  Rio— they  had  been  nearly  fourteen 
months  at  sea,  during  the  whole  of  which  time 
the  ships'  companies  had  been  necessarily  put 
six  upon  four,  that  is,  reduced  one  third  of  the 
allowance  of  their  by  no  means  nutritious  food, 
and  often  upon  a  quart  of  fresh  water  a  day  per 
man.   At  that  period,  the  ships  were  infamously 
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victualled  as  to  quality,  and  before  the  mutinj 
it  was  generally  acknowledged  that  even  the* 
full  naval  allowance  of  provisions  was  insuffi- 
cient for  the  healthy  support  of  a  stout  and 
able-bodied  man. 

The  scurvy  bad  begun  to  eat  its  terrible 
way  through  the  ships^  companies.  Fresh  beef 
and  vegetables  were  now  things  only  to  be 
thought  of  with  the  agony  of  hope.  A  sort 
of  mirage  of  turnips,  carrots,  potatoes,  and 
cabbage,  were  continually  before  the  eyes,  but, 
alas !  many  a  weary  league  from  their  mouths. 
It  is  true,  the  Commodore  gave  the  men  full 
latitude  of  grumbling,  only  with  this  proviso, 
that  if  the  expression  of  it,  either  by  word  or 
gesture,  reached  him,  they  should  be  flogged. 
He  told  them  that  he  had  not  yet  begun  to 
complain,  and  that  he  fared  exactly  as  they  did 
— which  was  cdmoat  true — and  that  it  was  just 
as  noble  a  deed  to  starve  as  to  fight  for  one^s 
country ;  and  once,  when  twelve  large,  brawny, 
expressively     hungry   Jacks    came    aft,    with 

F  5 
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three  ribs  of  beef  upon  a  wooden  platU 
when  these  men,  who  could  have,  between  them, 
swallowed  and  digested  a  live  jackass-**barrin^ 
that  it  was  iron-shod,  and  they  were  permitted 
to  begin  at  the  tail — when  these  men  came  and 
asked  the  Commodore  respectfully,  If  those 
three  bare  ribs,  with  a  piece  of  ruddled  up 
salted  mahogany  that  lined  the  extremities  of 
the  bones,  weighing  about  two  ounces  avoir- 
dupois, were  to  be  served  out  to  them  for  an 
eight-pound  piece  of  beef — which  was  to  support 
twelve  fellows  that  day  and  the  next,  which 
was  banyan  day — the  old  gentleman  put  his 
one  eye  close  to  it,  scrutinizing  the  morsel  as  if 
it  had  been  an  entomological  specimen  of  rare 
genus.  After  this  visual  examination,  he 
thrust  the  iron  spike  that  he  always  carried  at 
the  end  of  his  arm — when  he  did  not  screw  on 
his  fork,  or  his  spring  pincers  to  hold  his  cards 
at  whist — into  the  little  flesh  discoverable,  and 
holding  out  his  arm  like  a  steel-yard,  began 
balancing  it,  as  if  to  ascertain  its  monstrous 
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littknen  of  weight,  aod  that,  too,  with  a 
oouDtenaDoe  full  of  comniiseration — he  was 
just  on  the  point  of  sending  for  the  purser, 
when  his  sharp  single  eye  caught,  ranged 
along  the  main-deck,  an  interminable  line  of 
hungry  men,  with  miserably  filled  platters,  all 
anxiously  waiting  the  result  of  the  bold  and 
piteous  expostulation,  ready  to  rush  on,  each 
with  his  complaint. 

The  Commodore  was  decided  in  a  moment 
He  saw,  at  once,  that  all  redress  was  precluded 
by  the  magnitude  of  the  evil ;  so  he  turned 
sternly  to  the  complainants,  and  said,  '^  My 
men,  you  had  better,  to  save  your  flesh,  pick 
your  bones  yourselves.  It  is  dangerous  to  sup 
soup  with  the  devil,  or  to  permit  your  captain 
to  pick  a  bone  with  you.  I  shall  look  over 
your  fault  this  time,  of  being  hungry,  as  it 
may  be  an  accident  when  it  happens  to  no 
more  than  twelve  of  you ;  but  to  any  above 
that  number  it  is  downright  mutiny.'' 

The  complainants  walked   off  their  bones. 
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eyeing  them  most  wickedly,  and  wishing  that 
they  possessed  the  teeth  and  the  stomachs  of 
hyaenas  :  and  the  long  line  of  expectants  on  the 
main-deck,  each  with  his  wooden  platter  in  his 
hand,  slunk  down  below,  thinking  himself  for- 
tunate to  have  escaped  a  scored  back  for  his 
mutinous  expression  of  hunger. 

Now  there  can  be  no  doubt  but  that  this 
will  appear  to  the  philanthropic  reader,  not 
only  very  cruel,  very  arbitrary,  and  very 
unjust,  on  the  part  of  our  worshipful  Commo- 
dore, but  moreover  insulting;  and  I  am  sure 
that  all  my  female  readers  will  exclaim,  with  a 
parenthetical  sigh,  that  if  the  Commodore 
could  not  have  relieved  the  hunger  of  his  men, 
he  should  have  pitied  and  mourned  over  it, 
showing  that  he  sympathised  (I  believe  sym- 
pathistd  is  the  right  word)  with  their  griefs, 
if  he  could  not  relieve  them.  No  such  thing. 
Under  his  then  existing  circumstances,  the 
Commodore  did  what  was  right;  it  was  a 
trials  a  struggle  between  discontent  and  autho- 
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rity.  Had  not  Sir  Octavius  proved  what  the 
seamen  call  *^  game  to  the  back-bone,''  the 
crew  would,  to  use  the  ComnK)dore'*8  own  ex- 
pression, have  had  other  bones  to  pick  with  the 
Commodore,  if  he  had  been  weak  enough  to 
pick  with  them  the  first  that  were  offered  to 
him.  They  only  wanted  an  acknowledged 
grievance  for  a  stalking-l torse,  on  which  to 
mount  mutiny  armed  cap-i-pie.  By  my  small 
share  of  the  glory  of  my  country,  I  swear— a 
very  little  and  a  very  pardonable  oath — that 
my  principles  of  moral  right  are  fast  oozing 
away  with  my  ink,  and  that  I  am  become  the 
apostle  of  expediency.  I  am  sorry  for  it ;  but 
when  shall  we  all  start  fair  in  the  race  of 
justice?— tell  me,  O  ye  divines  and  moralists, 
when  ?  and  then  I  will  tell  you  the  exact 
moment  when  expediency  ought  to  cease  on 
the  face  of  the  earth. 

But  it  is  a  dreadful  thing  to  be  mistaken  ;->I 
will  try  to  make  myself  clearly  understood. 
Expediency,   to  promote   private    interest,    is 
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villany — the  public  good,  often  wisdom,  and 
sometimes  virtue.  This  is  no  casuistry ;  but 
merely  common  sense.  Supposing  that  a  man, 
tainted  with  the  plague,  was  about  to  enter  a 
room  full  of  healthy  persons  ;  let  us  suppose 
that  the  aggravation  of  the  disease  had  pro- 
duced insanity  :  expostulation  with  the  intruder 
would  be  useless,  and  contact  death.  Who 
will  say  that  to  shoot  this  man  on  the  threshold 
would  not  be  an  act  of  justice,  as  well  as  an 
act  of  expediency  ?  It  is  within  the  range  of 
possibility  that  the  pest-stricken  might  have 
recovered,  and  that  he  might  not  have  contami- 
nated those  upon  whom  he  was  intruding; 
but  such  an  act,  under  such  circumstances, 
would  have  been  just; — to  whom?  not,  cer^ 
tainly,  to  the  victim,  but  to  the  many. 

In  the  toil  and  contention  of  public  life,  mo 
dified  cases  like  these  are  continually  occurring : 
and   these  considerations  must  be  pleaded  in 
defence  of  many  of  the  actions  of  the  Commo- 
dore ;  for  I  must  confess  that  no  other  defence 
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have  they  got.  But,  whilst  I  am  pleading  his 
cause,  I  have  forgot  his  persoo^-Oh  !  I  left 
him  on  the  quarter-deck,  having  just  sent  away 
twelve  tall  fellows,  grumbling  in  smothered 
voices  from  the  fulness  of  their  grievances,  and 
in  stomachs  from  actual  emptiness. 

But  as  Richard  Stubbs,  the  captain  of  the 
mess,  and  the  man  who  bore  the  bones,  had, 
bones  and  all,  nearly  disappeared  down  the 
Jacobus  ladder,  a  change  came  o^er  the  spirit  of 
the  Commodore's  countenance  ;  for  he  puckered 
up  his  red  and  knotty  features  into  something 
like  a  grin,  then  again  resumed  his  usually 
desperately  stem  look,  and,  at  length,  rdaxed 
into  a  low  whistle;  but  it  was  sufficiently 
audible  for  those  on  deck  to  recognise  in  it, 
distinctly,  the  tune  of  *^  O  the  roast  berf  of 
Old  England  !  O  the  Old  English  roast  beef  !^' 

Richard  Stubbs  heard  it  too:  and,  instead 
of  smiling  at  the  droll  coincidence,  like  the 
officers  near  Sir  Ociavius — for  they  were  al- 
lowed to  smile  on   the  quarter-deek,   though 
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none  but  the  Commodore  and  the  winds  were 
allowed  to  whistle  on  that  sacred  spot — Richard 
StubbS}  I  say,  shook  his  head  mournfully  over 
the  fleshless  bones  of  oxality,  while  his  out- 
standing pigtail  made  solemn  gyrations  in  the 
unconscious  air. 

"  Come  here,  my  men,''  blustered  out  the 
Commodore  in  his  gruffest  voice;  "  come  aft, 
sir,  with  that  excellent  eight-pound  piece  of  beef, 
immediately.  Shall  I  call  the  boatswain's  mate 
to  freshen  your  way  ?'^ 

So  Dick  Stubbs  came  aft,  very  naturally  ex- 
pecting three  dozen  at  least  for  shaking  his  head 
at  the  Commodore's  tune. 

*'  Well,  sir,"  said  the  Commodore,  when  the 
penitent  Richard  had  taken  his  position  on  the 
quarter-deck,  holding  the  unlucky  beef  bones 
in  one  hand,  and  a  wiry  curl  that  hung  over  his 
right  temple  in  the  other. 

^^  I  anl  no  judge  of  music,  your  honour;  it 
was  the  excellent  eight-pound  piece  of  beef  that 
I  was  thinking  on." 
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''WeD,   my    man;    and   what  might  your 
thoughts  be?* 

It  might  have  been  the  shifting  df  the  Com- 
modore'*s  quid,  or  it  might  have  been  a  smile, 
but^  whatever  it  was,  it  encouraged  Stubbs  to 
the  unheard-of  boldness  to  reply:  *^  Sir  Hoct- 
tee-us^ — the  middle  syllable  duly  accentuated — 
'*  my  thoughts  were  that  we  might  think  of  it 
for  all  the  satisfaction  we  should  get  out  of  it, 
as  we  should  not  ever  be  able  to  dine  on 
it." 

**  Pray  how  long  liave  you  been  at  sea  ?^ 

''  Let  me  see,  your  honour,  so  that  I  mayn'*t 
tell  your  honour  a  word  of  a  lie;  come  next 
June  I  shall  be  thirty-five^  then  that  makes, 
man  and  boy,  just  twenty-four  years.^ 

"  Mostly  in  what  craft  ?** 

^*  In  all  manner  of  crafty  Sir  Hoct-ic^e-us, 
without  ever  being  over  and  above  cunmng," 

^*  I  should  think  so;  but  principally  in  what 
service  ?'* 

''  In  his  Majesty's,  God  bless  him  !" 
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At  this  reply,  the  Commodore  gently  lifted 
bis  little  three-cornered  cocked  hat  an  inch, 
without  uncovering  his  head;  for,  at  that 
period,  he  was  ultra  in  his  loyalty  and  down- 
right honest  in  his  Toryism.  After  this  little 
ceremony,  he  continued  looking  dreadfully  grim, 
as  some  compensation  to  himself  for  the  little 
act  of  humility  that  he  had  just  performed. 

"  Did  you  ever  hear,  Richard  Stubbs,  of  the 
*  DeviFs  dumplings  ?' " 

^'  Lord  bless  your  honour  and  his  Majesty, 
no,  sir,""  said  Richard,  again  all  trembling. 

*^  Order  the  master-at-arms  to  send  aft  every 
third  man  who  was  going  to  bring  his  beef 
under  my  nose  to-day — every  third  captain  of 
the  messes,  I  mean,^' — ^and  then,  without  seeming 
to  pay  much  attention  to  the  looks  of  those 
about  hSm,  the  old  gentleman  set  up  his  steady 
quarter-deck  walk,  with  a  long  leg  and  a  short 
one. 

The  master-at-arms  and  ship'^s  corporals  were 
some  time  collecting  every  third  man,  for  the 
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capUins  of  the  messes  did  not  seem  to  be 
actuated  by  that  public  spirit  which  induced 
the  eight  citizens  of  Calais  to  offer  themselves 
to  appeasethe  wrath  of  the  exasperated  Edward, 
of  pugnacious  memory. 

They  were  mustered  at  length,  the  most  part 
of  them  making  up  their  minds  that,  bad  as 
was  their  condition,  their  backs  would  shortly 
tm  worse  than  their  bellies.  This  anticipation 
did  not,  however,  create  so  much  sensation 
among  them  as  may  be  supposed.  At  that 
blessed  period,  captains  ordered  and  men  re- 
ceived a  couple  of  dozen  of  lashes  with  the  same 
sang-froid,  as  relations  do  so  many  bottles  of 
wine  between  them  at  Christmas- time. 

When  the  Commodore  had  them  all  properiy 
toe-ing  a  line,  he  placed  himself  before  the 
centre  man:  he  cast  liis  one  ogre-eye  fiercely 
up  and  down  the  rank,  and  then  said  sharply, 
"  My  men,  do  any  of  you  know  what  *  DeviPs 
dumplings'  are  ?" 

0 

Most  of  the  catechumens  (I  like  a  hard  word 
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when  I  can  press  one  into  the  service)  shook 
their  heads,  though  some  scratched  them,  and 
all  felt  a  tingling  across  the  shoulders,  as  if 
they  were  conscious  that  the  recipe  for  this 
anti-paradisiacal  pastry  would  be  written  there 
in  red  ink.  But  as  their  silence  was  a  complete 
manifestation  of  their  ignorance,  the  Commo- 
dore proceeded,  and  by  this  time  he  had  acquired 
a  very  numerous  audience,  almost  every  officer 
in  the  ship  having  assembled  to  hear  the  Com- 
modore great  in  gastronomy. 

"  My  men,  I  have  served  his  Majesty  before 
most  of  you  were  born — (the  hat  lifted  as  usual 
at  *  Majesty') — ^and  at  a  time  when  British  sea- 
men gloried  in  their  hardships,  and  could  live 
upon  their  glory,  for  they  had  very  often  little 
else  to  eat ;  but  you — you  are  a  fallen  race,  a 
set  of  gormandizing  rascals,  who  are  only  think- 
ing of  how  much  living  fat  you  can  turn  his 
sacred  Majesty's,  Grod  bless  him  ! — (hat  higher 
than  usual) — pork  and  pease  into.  It  is  of  m 
use   telling  such  ravenous  eaters  as  you   ar 
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how,  when  I  sailed  in  the  Weasel  in  the  Dutch 
war,  the  men  were  put  upon  an  ounce  of  bul- 
lock's hide,  taken  off  the  main  yard,  per  day 
per  man,  and  when  this  failed  us,  we  tried  what 
kind  of  wood,  when  reduced  to  sawdust,  would 
make  the  best  substitute  for  flour.  After  several 
trials,  we  found  that  the  hard  wood  we  got 
from  the  Spanish  main  answered  the  purpose 
best ;  and,  ever  after,  it  was  called  lignum  vita^ 
or  the  log  of  life,  just  in  the  same  way  as  we 
call  bread  of  wheaten  or  barley  meal  the  staff  of 
life;  and  then  the  little  round  wooden  wheels 
in  our  blocks  began  to  get  the  name  of  sheaves, 
for  really  they  were  as  sheaves  of  com  to  us. 
Now,  you  lubbers,  I  can  tell  you,  that  this  log- 
of*life  bread  was  very  nutritious,  when  you  had 
digested  it,  though  I  confess  that  it  was  rather 
hard  for  the  teeth ;  the  only  two  imperfect 
grinders  that  I  have  in  my  head,  I  broke  in 
gnawing  it ;  but,  you  dogs,  I  should  have 
bolted  it,  as  the  Derbyshire  clodhoppers  do,  fat 
bacon.     Oh!  I  see  I  am  making  your  hungry 
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chops  water  at  the  bare  idea  of  the  greasy  deli- 
cacy. I  was  wrong;  I  must  'bout  ship,  and 
&taiid  on  the  other  tack.  Now,  my  men,  ever 
since  I  have  had  command  of  this  ship  and 
squadron,  I  have  been  like  a  father  to  you  all." 

^^  Ay,^  said  the  bull-faced  chaplain,  who 
had  placed  himself  close  to  the  orator's  elbow, 
*^you  have  always  imitated  the  divine  example; 
you  have  chastened  those  whom  you  have  loved.** 

^^  Give  us  none  of  your  jaw  till  church  time," 
said  his  amiable  communicant,  twisting  his 
spiritual  adviser  out  of  the  way  by  means  of 
his  iron  hook :  he  continued,  '*  So,  my  men, 
d^ye  see,  I  love  ye  like  my  own  children ;  and, 
bating  that  I  have  spared  the  rod,  I  have  proved 
myself  to  you  a  wise  and  indulgent  parent — a 
little  too  indulgent,  mayhap— allowed  a  little 
too  much  for  lee  way  in  my  dead  reckoning 
with  you  all,  but  I  hope  none  of  you  will  take 
advantage  of  my  weakness.  Now,  for  the  good 
of  his  Majesty's  service,  Grod  bless  him,  and 
may  he  never  see  a  banyan  day ! — (hat  lifted)— 
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you  have  all  been  placed  six  upon  four;  and 
hot  weather  and  long  keeping  will  make  salt 
pork  and  beef  shrink  like  a  lawyer  in  his 
shroud.  I  know  all  this,  and  I  likewise  know 
that  ye  are  not  like  the  men  I  sailed  with  in  the 
Dutch  wars ;  in  those  days  four  of  them  would 
eat  up  an  ox  at  a  meal,  or  live  upon  his  hoofs 
for  a  fortnight)  as  the  case  might  be,  according 
to  orders,  and  as  was  most  fitting  for  the  good 
of  the  service.  Ah  !  there  were  giants  in  those 
days;  and  sages,  too,  who  made  their  giants^ 
strength  still  stronger  by  their  wisdom ;  and  it 
was  those  sages  who  taught  the  seamen^  when 
provisions  ran  short,  how  to  make  Devil's 
dumplings.  Now,  my  men,  as  I  wish  you  to 
make  the  most  of  your  rations,  and  as  I  do  not 
think  that  any  considerations  could  induce  me 
lo  allow  you  to  eat  the  hides  of  the  yards  or 
grind  up  the  blocks  for  flour,  you  had  better 
listen  attentively  C^ — ^and  then  the  Commodore, 
taking  out  of  his  pocket  a  well-thumbed  volume 
of  Roderick  Random,  which  he  generally  carried 
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about  with  him,  holding  the  book  in  his  right 
hand,  commenced  very  deliberately  turning  over 
the  leaves  with  his  iron  left,  as  if  to  discover 
the  right  place,  and  then,  pretending  to  read, 
went  on,  with  a  look  sour  enough  to  pickle  cab* 
bage  without  vinegar,  as  follows  :  ^^  Page  the 
75th,  chapter  the  14th.  ^  How  to  make  Devil's 
dumplings.  Let  the  cook  of  the  mess  take  a 
four-^nd-twenty-pound  shot,  or  a  shot  of  any 
other  weight,  the  heavier  the  better,  and  clean 
it  well  with  spittle  and  fresh  oakum.' " 

Here  three  midshipmen  burst  out  into  in- 
decorous laughter,  and  were  immediately  sent 
to  the  three  respective  mast-heads  for  their  un- 
mannerly interruption  of  the  solemnity  of  the 
proceedings;  and,  after  the  Commodore  had 
eyed  them  half  up  the  rigging,  he  continued  to 
appear  to  read — 

«  '  Spittle  and  fresh  oakum—.' " 
"  And  then  gut  it  and  skin  it  'ill  come  next," 
said  Stubbs,  sotio  voce,  to  his  neighbour  on  the 
line;  ^^  and  what  will  the  gunner  say.^" 
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« '  And  ftcth  oakum ;  then  take  all  the  bones 
70a  can  get,  whether  of  pork  or  of  beef  it  mat- 
ten  not,  and  pound  them  into  a  pulp^  of  the 
eoQUtency  of  damp  flour.  You  must  then  re- 
turn the  shot  to  the  shot-rack,  and  take  for 
every -handful  of  said  pulp  three  handfuls  of 
oatmeal,  mix  carefully  with  cold  water,  and 
knead  all  together  into  dough,  and  then  tie  up 
.into  dumplings  of  half  a  pound  each,  boil  three 
hours  in  salt  water,  season  them  with  gun- 
powder, and  serve  up  hot  as  hell.  The  above 
dish  will  be  found  the  most  wholesome  and 
savoury  that  you  can  put  upon  the  mess-table, 
when  no  betUr  can  be  procured.'' " 

^  I  amH  a  morsal  o'  doubt  of  it,  Sir  Hock- 
tiovas,^  said  a  grim  old  quarter.master,  one  of 
the  instructed." 

•*  Nor  I  either,  nor  any  reasonable  man,'' 
said  the  Commodore,  in  continuation.  **  But 
here  is  a  note  at  the  end  of  the  recipe,  which  I 
feel  bound  to  read  to  you.  ^  If  any  sea-faring 
roan,  whether  sailor  or  marine,  (the  cook  having 

VOL.    I.  G 
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left  any  splinters  of  the  said  bones  unpounded,) 
sliould,  enticed  by  the  relish,  swallow  portions 
of  these  dumplings  too  greedily,  and  the  said 
bones  or  any  of  them  stick  in  his  throat,  he 
may  relieve  himself,  either  by  thrusting  them 
down  with  a  greased  monkey's  tail,  or  have  them 
forced  upwards,  by  requesting  his  messmates 
to  pummel  him  between  the  shoulders,  to  do 
either  of  which  he  may  use  his  pleasure,  and 
then  the  cook  may  be  suitably  cobbed  after- 
wards.^ '' 

The  Commodore  paused,  looking  at  the 
men,  handspikes,  and  crowbars,  and  though  to 
a  nice  observer  of  human  nature,  or  to  a 
proficient  in  physiognomy,  it  might  have  been 
evident  that  he  was  giving  vent  to  the  acerbity 
of  his  temper  in  mockery,  not  a  smile, 
throughout  this  ridiculous  scene,  could  be 
found  lurking  in  the  crevices  of  his  rugged 
features — he  might  have  been  willing  also 
to  hint  to  them  that,  with  the  usual  careless- 
ness of  seamen,  they  did  nol  make  the  iiMMit 
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oi  tKeir  food,  when  Buffeting  under  a  privation 
oidy  lets  than  famine. 

After  he  had  given  the  men  this  survey, 
to  let  them  understand  fully  that  he  was  not 
jokini^  as  he  was  closing  the  book  to  return  it 
intb  his  pocket,  the  ugly  old  quarter-master, 
who  had  before  spoken,  and  who,  with  the 
trifling  exceptions  of  rank,  education,  and 
•mutilatioDS,  was  the  counterpart  of  the  Com- 
m6dope  himself,  hitched  back  his  right  foot, 
and  bobbing  his  head,  in  a  parson^s-clerk'  like 
tone  of  voice,  said,  '^  I  thank  ye  heartily  for  me, 
Sir  Hoektiovas  Baccky-squirt." 

''  And  what  do  you  thank  me  for  so  much, 
^iriry  old  sinner  that  you  are?^' 
'  ''*'Forthe  chcnce  of  the  two  pleasui^s  after 
<Hnner,  Sir  Hoctiovas." 

"  ^  Go  along  with  you,  I  am  more  than  a 
'fatbei^  to  ye  all;  and  hark  ye  me^  my  men,  if 
-ftr  the  future  your  whacks  run  small,  make 
iclevfl's  dumplings ;  better  fill  your  bellies  with 
*thMD(i^' than  your  heads  with  mutinous  ideas; 
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and  when  you  know  that  you  are  serving  your 
country,  and  chasing  a  flying  enemy*  you 
ought  to  relish  them  more  than  manna  from 
heaven.  Go  down  and  finish  your  dinners, 
and  tell  my  steward  to  give  you  a  gill  of  rum 
each." 

And  then  they  tumbled  down  into  the 
main  and  lower  decks,  swearing  that  th^ 
fighting  old  Commodore  was,  after  all,  the 
boy  for  them,  and  that  they  would  give  the 
dumplings  a  fair  trial  at  least,  leaving  out  the 
seasoning. 

The  officers,  who,  almost  to  a  man,  had 
collected  on  the  quarter-deck  to  witness  this 
scene,  knew  not  what  to  make  of  it,  and  many 
of  them  looked  imploringly  into  the  Commo- 
dore's countenance,  as  if  asking  for  permissioo 
to  laugh.  But  he  appeared  inexorable,  and  as 
they  found  that  they  could  not  enjoy  theii 
risibility  with  him,  they  went  below,  and  hw 
their  laugh  out ;  but  laugh  as  they  might,  the 
found  the  men  more  active  and  cbeerfuU  a/ 
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the  duty  of  the  ship  to  go  on  much  more 
smoothly,  than  before. 

This  duty  was  trying.  During  the  day-time, 
the  squadron  was  placed  in  a  line,  each  ship 
nearly  ten  miles  from  the  other,  so  they  swept 
as  they  sailed  on,  more  than  a  degree  and  a- 
half  of  longitude  in  their  observation  :  as  night 
appeared  they  closed  gradually  near  the 
Terrific  in  the  centre,  and  all  this  time  they 
carried  all  the  sail  they  could  with  safety  to 
the  masts ;  but  the  enemy  for  whom  they  were 
in  search  eluded  them  still.  But  during  all  this 
hard  work,  did  any  one  ever  make,  or,  more  im- 
portant yet,  any  one  partake,  of  a  devirs  dump- 
ling ?  Yes,  and  they  were  first  brought  on  the 
Commodore^s  table,  and  there  too  they  were 
idrst  eaten,  at  least,  as  far  as  I  can  collect  from 
persons  who  sailed  in  the  ship  at  the  same  time. 

Three  days  after  he  had  given  out  his 
culinary  instructions,  as  the  Commodore  was 
Seated  at  table  with  his  first  lieutenant,  the 
officer  of  the  forenoon  watch,  one  half-starved 
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reefer,  the  chaplain  at  the  foot  of  the  table, 
and  the  purser  on  his  right  hand,  their  host 
made  the  usual  excuses  of  being  able  to  give 
them  no  more  than  the  ship^s  provisions, 
made  more  appetizing  by  the  skill  of  the 
cook.  For  the  first  course,  there  was  at  one 
end  of  the  table  a  soup  made  of  the  ship's 
pease — ^grey-coated  gentlemen  that  scorned  to  be 
jBplit,  and  endued  with  a  surprising  hardness  of 
heart,  considering  the  boiling  to  which  they 
had  been  subjected ;  but  this  preparation  was 
made  unctuous,  and  consequently  nutritious, 
by  gobbets  of  fat  and  rancid  salt>pork,  flout- 
ing amongst  the  impervious  pease;  and  at  the 
other  end  there  stood  a  suberb  tureen  of 
lobscouse.  Everybody  knows  what  lobsoouse 
is ;  it  is  a  dish  fit  for  the  gods,  and  of  that 
satisfying  nature,  that  a  spoonful  is  sufficient 
for  a  whole  year  for  a  mere  mortal,  when  he 
can  get  anything  else  to  eat 

There  were  two  dishes  of  fish  in  the  centre: 
a   shark   had  been   caught  the  day  <  befote. 
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aod  theif  dishes  were  parts  of  one  of  them-^ 
strips  of  the   tail  fried   in  Florence  oil,  and 
ihe  other  strips  of   the    said    tail    boiled  au 
mUurtlf  as    a   Frenchman    would    say,   both 
dishes  to  be  grinned  at,  if  you  like,  but  at  the 
same  timet  most  certainly  to  be  eaten  if  you 
are  ravenously    hungry.     At    the   very  short 
stay  of  the   squadron  at  Rio  Janeiro,   there 
iiad  not   been    sufficient    time    to   lay  in  any 
stock    of    vegetables    whatever,   therefore  the 
Captain V  cook  had  most  judiciously  not  sent  up 
any  of  those  watery  and  unsubstantial  aliments. 
He  knew  that  neither  his  master  nor  his  guests 
were  Pythagoreans.     But,   though  there  were 
no  vegetables,  generally  so   named,  yet  there 
.was   one    very    excellent    dish   of    vegetable 
gvewth,  and  as  fresh  as  any  nobleman  could 
;bavef   procured  it,    at  his  lordly  mansion  in 
merry    old    England.     It    was    an    exquisite 
salad,  made   of  mustard  and  cress,  grown  in 
the  garden  of  the  Commodore's  stem   walk. 
The  table  was,  from  first  to  last,  well  furnished 
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with  good  wines,  though  Sir  Octavius  was 
never  known,  fond  as  he  was  of  his  glass,  to 
commit,  at  sea,  an  excess  in  drinking. 

On  the  second  course,  the  pease-soup  gave 
place  to  a  dish  of  very  thin  slices  of  fried 
salt  pork  laid  upon  biscuits,  well  soaked  in 
fresh  water,  to  make  them  soft,  and  then 
fried  with  sweet  oil  with  the  pork.  This  dish 
would  not  have  been  amiss,  had  not  the  biscuits 
been  too  rich  with  the  multitudes  of  fat  white 
maggots,  and  the  crustaceous  wevils  that  had 
burrowed  all  over  them.  Many  people  acquire 
a  taste  for  these  living  condiments:  we  wish 
them  joy  of  their  aptibility  of  increasing  the 
sources  of  their  enjoyments — maggots  in  our 
head,  we  may  have  got,  and  we  will  keep  them 
too,  please  God  ;  but  we  will  also  keep  maggots 
out  of  our  mouth  as  long  as  we  can.  Every 
one  to  his  taste,  as  the  ostrich  said,  when  he 
gobbled  up  a  bushel  of  tenpenny  nails. 
.  The  remove  for  the  fish  in  the  centre,  was  a 
solid,  and  noble-looking  imitation  of  a  sirloin  of 
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biMf,;|iiodeUod  in  red  rock*salt;  it  was  a  dcr 
eipdoD,  but  a  grand  ooe,  as  it  smoked,  and  a 
few  pendulM  of  fat  hung  about  it.  The  purser 
toad  to  get  a  slice  off  it  wjth  the  carving-knife, 
but  it  turned  the  edge  of  the  instrument ;  and 
tiiere  was  an  end  of  the  matter.  There  is  no 
doubt  bat  that  once  it  formed  a  component  part 
of  a  living  bull,  that  had  passed  a  long  life  of 
gdlantry  to  the  los  of  that  most  gallant  of  all 
oauntries,  the  gem  of  the  sea;  but  now  the 
sifllpetre  had  crystallised  the  animal  fibre,  and 
the  sirloin  was,  at  present,  only  a  little  less  solid 
iban  a  fossil  reoouun. 

..«At  the  vain  attempt  to  carve  vrith  a  knife, 
vhat  perhaps  could  only  be  separated  by  a 
maaon's  saw,  the  Commodore  shook  his  head 
roguishly,  at  the  purser,  and  said  to  him, 
**  You  are  like  him  mentioned  in  the  scrip- 
Uire*-when  we  ask  you  for  food  you  give  us 
stones." 

^^  Under    sufferance,"     said     the  chaplain, 
^  you  should  have  said  bread.  Sir  Octavius." 

G    5 
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But  nobody  minded  the  interruption;  who 
ever  listened  to  the  chaplain  when  he  talked 
about  the  bible  on  board,  in  the  reign  of 
George  the  Third  ?  or  before  Gambier  brought 
religion  and  bohea  tea  into  fashion  in  the 
navy  ^ 

^^  It  is,"  said  the  purser,  speaking  at  the 
same  time  as  the  chaplain,  but  a  couple  of  notes 
above  him — "  it  is  certainly,  Sir  Octavius,  one 
of  the  completest  specimens  of  passive  re- 
sistance that  it  was  ever  my  fortune  to  me^t 
with.  But  might  it  not,  Sir  Octavius,  be 
subjected  to  the  pulverising  effects  of  a  four- 
and^twenty-pound  shot,  and  thus  be  converted 
into  succulent  food  for  young  succubi,  under 
the  denominations  of  devil^s  dumplings  ?" 

**  Certainly,  your  suggestion  is  good  ;  put  it 
into  your  store-room,  it  is  the  very  dish  for 
your  children  at  Gosport*^  And  then  the 
Commodore  guffawed,  and  the  first  lieutenant 
roared,  and  the  officer  of  the  forenoon  watch 
shouted,  and  the  chaplain  grunted,    and  the 
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pmraer  iimpered>  but  it  was  with  a  difTerence, 
and  ihe  midriiipmeD  giggled,  whilst  the^  all 
thought  they  had  laughed ;  cachinnated  would 
have  been  the  better  word,  and  the  more 
scholarly',  but  it  has  been  somewhat  over-worn 
by  titled  ladies  who  write  novels,  so  let  us 
laugh  whilst  we  cachinnate  afterwards,  and  let 
no  one  suppose  that  the  two  words  mean,  ac- 
cording to  the  fair  writers,  the  same  thing. 

We  have  seen  the  Commodore  under  the 
doable  eclipse  of  rum-and- water  and  the  gout, 
on  shore,  and  certainly  something  in  his  dotage 
*-we  have  seen  him  the  stem,  ill-tempered,  sar- 
castic, yet  far  calculating  tyrant  on  his  quarter- 
deck—and now,  we  shall  find  him  in  his  own 
cabin,  and,  at  the  head  of  our  table,  a  some- 
what different  personage*  Reader,  how  I  love 
to  address  you  personally — it  seems  as  if  I  had 
really  got  me  a  secure  hold  of  the  third  button 
of  your  waistcoat,  and  that  I  was  at  every 
sentence  drawing  you  still  more  closely  to  my 
heart :  we  shall  understand  each  other  excellently 
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before  we  have  done  yet,  and  you  shall 
thoroughly  understand  the  character  of  my 
hero — which  yet  you  do  not — but  you  have 
already  found  out  that  he  has  that  weakness 
common  to  women,  '^  of  being  best  pleased 
when  he  has  his  own  way,^  until  he  got  tired 
of  it,  and  then  he  wanted  that  of  other  people, 
which  neither  you  nor  the  ladies  ever  do. 

Well,  whenever  Sir  Octavius  Bacuissart  had 
unscrewed  the  short  spike  that  he  usually 
wore  on  his  artificial  arm,  and  had  screwed 
thereunto  his  ample  three-pronged  fork — he 
screwed  on  with  it  a  great  deal  of  the  urbanity  of 
a  gentleman,  and  did  indeed  seem,  for  a  time, 
to  forget  that  he  was  the  Commodore,  though 
it  certainly  was  rather  dangerous  for  the  guests 
to  forget  it  also.  So,  whilst  he  smiled  and 
talked  with  his  guest.«,  and  held  up  his  fork  to 
be  wiped,  when  the  rest  of  the  company 
changed  theirs,  like  a  little  boy  who  had  dirtied 
his  fingers  with  the  treacle-pot,  you  would  have 
thought   him  a  very  placable  animal  indeed. 
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Bat  we  must  make  progress  with  our  descrip- 
tion oC  tbiB  dinner. 

The  lobsoouse  at  the  lower  end  of  the 
table  had  been  removed,  and,  in  its  place,  was 
lerved  a  dish  of  naincemeat,  made  of  parts  of 
the  viscera  of  the  same  bountiful  shark,  and 
what  with  curry-powder,  and  other  provoca^ 
tives,  made  a  dish  by  no  means  unpalatable ; 
and,  as  the  wine  circulated  pretty  freely,  and 
the  host  had  not  yet  begun  to  talk  quarter- 
deck, every  one  found  himself  as  happy  as  a 
pig  in  a  turnip  field,  his  nose  just  emanci- 
pated from  the  appetite-denying  ring.  I  might 
have  used  the  simile  either  of  having  found 
himself  in  elysium,  or  in  clover — but  people 
will  write  tales  after  me,  and  why  should  I 
occupy  all  the  new  and  the  best  comparisons? 
By  my  beard,  I  am  too  generous. 

The  third  course  made  its  appearance: 
under  the  nose  of  the  Commodore,  smoked 
an  ample  plum-duff,  baked.  The  centre  dish 
was  a  failure    being  nothing  better  than  ship^s 
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biscuit  baked,  so  that  if  you  ate  it,  you  did 
not  eat  the  insect  tribes  that  it  contained,  alive. 
There  should  have  been  there  a  superb  dish  of 
twice-laid,  only  the  rats  had  eaten  up  all 
the  salt  fish,  and  the  Commodore  and  his 
friends  had  eaten  up  all  the  potatoes;  but 
there  were  ample  amends  made  for  this  dis- 
appointment in  the  noble  dish  of  dough- 
boyS|  that  fumed  up  odoriferously  at  the  lower 
end  of  the  table,  with  its  accompanying  rich 
sauce  of  Florence  oil,  cinnamon,  and  sugar.  The 
Commodore  peered  his  one  eye  over  at  them — 
the  first  lieutenant  ogled  them  with  both  his — 
the  second  lieutenant  stared  at  them — the 
chaplain  mentally  blessed  them — and  had  a 
great  mind  to  do  them  honour,  by  resaying 
over  them  the  grace  before  meat — the  purser 
was  singling  out  the  largest — and  the  midship- 
men had  already  one  hand  upon  the  sauce-boat, 
in  blissful  anticipation. 

Now    the    Commodore's*  dough-boys   were 
famous  throughout  the  fleet;    the  dough-boy 
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of  naulical  eating  is  generally  nothing  more 
than  a  mixture  of  flower  and  water,  boiled  un« 
leavened  bread,  ao  tenacious  and  hard,  that 
you  might  aae  them  for  a  bowl  for  skittles,  or, 
OQ  an  emergency,  fire  oiF  for  round  shot,  and 
with  good  hopes  of  doing  considerable  execu- 
tion. 

But  the  Commodore^s  dough-boys  were  toute- 
atiire-chosea.  The  cook  of  the  generous  giver 
of  dough-boys  was  a  Palermeritan,  and  had  a 
secret,  entirely  his  own,  of  making  these  little 
puddings  almost  as  light  as  a  vot-ati^vent ;  and 
the  process  be  used  for  their  fermentation  left 
after  it  neither  the  bitter  taste  of  yeast,  nor  the 
sour  one  of  the  common  French  leaven.  The 
Commodore  had  always  a  few  barrels  of  the 
finest  American  flour  devoted  to  the  sole  pur- 
pose of  manufacturing  these  delicacies. 

They  are  on  the  table,  exactly  six  of  them« 
looking  rich  in  the  brown  sauce  with  which  they 
are  covered,  and  corresponding  to  the  number 
of  guests  at  the  table.     The  Commodore  having 
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a  desigD  upon  two  of  them  for  his  own  share, 
commeDces  with  an  insinuating  smile  to  his 
first  lieutenant,  *'  Shall  I  help  you  to  a  slice  of 
this  plum-duff;  it  looks  very  good." 

But  the  artifice  was  seen  through.  **'  I  thank 
you,.  Sir  Octavius,  no ;  a  dough-boy,  if  you 
please."*' 

To  the  same  hypocritical  question  all  round, 
he  received  no  other  answer  than  that  of 
"  A  dough-boy,  if  you  please,  sir." 

At  length,  each  is  happy  at  having  one  o£ 
the  coveted  globes  smoking  on  his  plate,  and 
swimming  in  a  fresh  supply  of  sauce.  Almost 
simultaneously,  a  piece,  not  remarkable  for  its 
diminutive  size,  is  conveyed  into  the  mouth  of 
each,  and  with  a  crash  spat  out  again  by  four 
of  the  party — the  midshipmaa  and  the  parson 
had  bolted  theirs  in  their  epicurean  eagerness ; 
then  followed  execrations  and  curses,  and  the 
calling  for  water  to  wash  away  the  taste  of  the 
abominations  from  their  mouths.  In  the  first 
paroxysms  of  his  rage,   the  Commodore  sent 
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for  Ub  itewardy  hi^  cook,  and  his  cook Vmate, 
fully  tesfll^Tiiig  to  make  them  eat  up  the  hor- 
rible oompouDdy  and  then  to  procure  them  a 
good  digestioii  for  it,  by  giving  them  six  dozen 
a^|dece. 

'  Ab  the  astonished  accused  stood  trembling 
and  protesting  their  ignorance,  the  purser  com- 
menced a  more  minute  examination  of  his 
dough-boy,  which  he  had  taken  care  should 
be  the  largest.  Upon  forcing  it  open  with  his 
knife  and  fork,  he  discovered  in  the  centre  a 
slip  ot  paper,  upon  which  was  written  legibly, 
*^  A  derirs  dumpling,  respectfully  presented  to 
Sir  Hocktiveus  Baccky  Squirt.  N.  B.  Greased 
monkeys'  tails  can  be  had  of  the  gunner,  upon 
application.'' 

The  scene  was  now  changed  to  outrageous 
laughter,  and  the  Commodore  bore  the  quiz- 
zing excellently.  He,  however,  sent  his  ser- 
vants forward  among  the  men,  to  ascertain  who 
it  was  that  had  played  them  this  trick,  of  sub- 
stituting the  nauseous  boluses  for  his  own  deli- 
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six  guineas^  and  that  was  little  eooagh  for  so 
droll  a  fellow.  Now,  as  every  one  knew  that 
the  word  of  Sir  Octavius  was  invidUibley  this 
talk  had  the  desired  effect.  Our  former  friendi 
Ridiard  Stubbs,  looking  very  sheepish,  it  is 
true^  crept  aft  in  doubt,  often  ratreatiag  as 
he  approached  where  stood  his  commander  ; 
but  knowing  that  be  was  eyed  by  some  twenty 
^  faia  shipmates  from  the  forecastlet  be  todc  off 
his  hat^  and  put  the  best  face  he  could  upon 
the  matter. 

''  Wdl,  Richard  Stubbs,"  said  the  Common 
dore^  looking  sunnily  and  encouragingly  upon 
hidn^  *f  what  can  I  do  for  you  ?* 

^  I  dime  to  beg  your  honour^s  pardon  for  the 
goeat  liberty  that  I  taked  ia  sending  to  your 
bonoar/promtscuoiisly  a  few  of  the  dumplings 
ylMr  honour,  was  so  kind  as  to  tell  us  how  to 
tke;-andl  hc^pe — I  hope-*-" 
^  You  bope  what,  Stubbs?" 
^^  As  bow  your  hooouv  liked  them.'" 
^  Oh,  Stubbs  t   I  liked  them  so  weU,  and 


140  THE    OLD    COMMODORE. 

the  delicate  manner  in  which  vou  caused  them 
to  be  conveyed  to  me,  that  I  am  going  to  pay 
you  for  them.  There  are  aix  guineas  for  you, 
my  fine  fellow,  and  much  good  may  they  do 
you.'' 

**  And  I  hope,'*  said  the  joyous  Stubbs, 
knotting  up  the  cash  in  the  ends  of  his  silk 
handkerchief,  ^^  that  your  honour  has  taken  no 
ofience,  and  that  you  have  quite  entirely  for- 
given me  the  liberty  I  was  so  bold  as  to  take." 

"  Entirely,  my  fine  fellow ;  and  now  go  to 
your  duty,  and  when  I  want  you  again  I  shall 
send  for  you."  And  away  went  the  maker  of 
*^  devil's  dumplings''  among  the  crew,  the 
happiest  man  in  the  squadron. 

Now,  Augustus  Astell,  whom  we  have  too 
long  neglected,  witnessed  all  this,  and  began 
to  hold  some  better  opinion  of  his  uncle.  But 
his  faith  in  his  conversion  did  not  last  quite 
an  hour.  There  were  some  ominous  prepara- 
tions going  on  :  the  quarter-masters  were 
rigging  the  gratings,  and  the  boatswains'-mates 
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six  guhicttBy  and  that  was  little  enough  for  so 
droll  a  ielloir.  Now,  as  every  one  knew  that 
the  word  of  Sir  Octavius  was  invkdabley  this 
talk  had  the  desired  effect.  Our  former  friend, 
Richard  Slubbs,  looking  very  sheepish,  it  is 
truer  ctefl  aft  in  doubt,  often  retreating  as 
he  approadied  where  stood  his  oommander  ; 
but  knowing  that  be  was  eyed  by  some  twenty 
of  his  shipmates  from  the  forecsstle,  he  took  ofi* 
hishi^  and  put  the  best  face  he  could  upon 
the  natter. 

^  Wdl,  Richard  Stubbs,''  said  the  Commo- 
dore^  looking  sunnily  and  encouragingly  upon 
hioi^  *^  what  can  I  do  for  you  ?" 
.  ^  I  come  to  beg  your  honour^s  pardon  for  the 
geeat  liberty  that  I  taked  in  sending  to  your 
ifaonoar  promiscuously  a  few  of  the  dumplings 
your  facmour  was  so  kind  as  to  tell  us  how  to 
Bake ;  and  I  hope — I  hope — " 

««  You  hope  what,  Stubbs?*' 
•    ^*  As  how  your  honour  liked  them.*" 

«« Oh,  Stubbs  I    I  liked  them  so  weU,  and 
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nor  would  he  have  cared  if  he  had  known ;  but 
in  a  quiet,  imperturbable  voice  he  said,  ^^  Rich- 
ard Stubbs,  for  your  attention  in  sending  me 
those  devil's  dumplings,  I  have  thanked,  and  I 
hope  sufficiently  rewarded  you;  but  I  have 
another  duty  to  perform, — to  punish  you  for 
stealing  mine.  Seize  him  up;  give  him  six 
dozen.**'  When  he  had  received  them  all,  the 
boatswain  and  the  boatswains^-mates  made  the 
decks  musical  with  piping  to  dinner ;  and  poor 
Richard  Stubbs,  as  he  crawled  to  the  surgeon 
to  have  his  raw  back  dressed,  muttered,  that 
nothing  was  ever  more  true  than  the  old  pro- 
verb  which  says,  '^  he  must  have  a  long  spoon 
who  would  sup  soup  with  the  devil." 
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CHAPTER  V. 


"  Hast  seen  the  apparition  ?" 

"  I,  good  sir?  O  no  !  And  I  am  happy. 
In  that  it  was  invisible  to  me. 
Talks  it^  as  well  as  walks  ?" 

"  By  parish  clock 
Three  hours,  sans  intermission." 
"  Is'C  triM  ?  What  said  the  shadowy  preacher  ?" 
''  Those  who  heard  it  know  not ;  for  their  hearts 
Did  palpitate  so  loudly." 

**  A  very  awful  ghost !" 

Old  Play. 


As  Sir  Octavius  protested  that  he  wanted  neither 
seamanship,  navigation,  nor  just  ideas  of  naval 
discipline,  he  induced  the  Admiralty  not  to 
appoint  a  captain  under  him  to  the  Terrific; 
but,  as  he  could  not,  with  any  respect  to  de- 
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cency,  put  in  the  plea  that  he  wanted  no  reli- 
gion, so,  much  to  his  annoyance,  he  had  a 
chaplain  appointed  to  his  ship.  We  respect 
the  sacred  calling,  and  honour  its  ministers, 
and,  therefore,  when  we  describe  what  a  chap- 
lain was  sixty  years  since,  our  motives  must 
not  be  misunderstood,  though  the  accuracy  of 
our  picture  may  be  doubted. 

In  the  first  place,  they  were  not  the  men  of 
learning  and  piety  that  now  are  a  grace  and  a 
blessing  to  his  Majesty's  navy.  No  man  in 
orders,  whilst  he  could  procure  a  curacy  on 
shore,  would  accept  a  chaplaincy  afloat.  We 
forget  the  exact  amount  of  the  remuneration 
then  offered  them,  but  it  was  so  low,  that  it 
was  an  insult.  When  the  persecuted  divine 
got  on  board  his  ship,  he  was  repelled  by  all 
classes,  and  reverenced  by  a  few  individuals 
only,  who  dared  not  betray  their  feelings.  He 
was  shifted  about  from  ship  to  ship  continually, 
all  being  anxious  to  pass  him  away  as  an 
incumbrance.     If  Captain  A.  wanted  a  couple 
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of  good  iMJl  i»»^-"*^,    lai    Cjcciii   B.  ^tilii 

ipire  than  id  excbflc^  Ssr  :vc-  icus  ^exris:. 

the  latter  wonkl  noc  kt  :ae  fcrzt?  hx^c  ->t<rs. 

unkis  lie   rdaercd    bira   cf  his  ciu-z't^ii:!   :i:: 

the  bargam.      Against   the   z^estsr^  y.iczsciz'i 

DO  man  can  bear  op ;  ni  s^f:«±nZlT.  =i:c  ctfirx 

the  eli/e  of  the  professioQ,  chey  hxq  ^7f  vij 

to  circumstanoes,  and  alvav«  secdcC  dovn  i:i:^ 

the  captain's  sycophant,  ami  gsaerLlj  ::::o  :r.e 

captain's  spy. 

To  the  ship's  oompanj  thev  were  neiihcr  of 
spiritual,  jkx  anj  other  service  ;  and.  as  to  their 
reading  the  funeral  service  over  the  deaii,  we 
have  seen  that  imposing  rite  performed  bv 
officers,  in  a  manner  as  pious,  as  effective,  and 
as  solemn,  as  ever  stoled  clergyman,  or  even 
mitred  bishop,  could  have  achieved.  The 
chaplains  of  that  time  were  never  to  l)o  found 
encouraging  the  departing  soul,  strengthening 
the  wavering  faith,  or  endeavouring  to  |K»nc- 
trate  the  hardness,  or  shame  the  depravity  of 
the  human  heart.     If  they  were  of  any  utility 
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at  all,  they  were  useful  after  a  strange  fashion. 
The  instructors  of  the  midshipmen  in  what  ? 
in  the  articles  of  their  faith  ?  in  making  them 
humble,  self-denying,  and  truly  christian  ? 
none  of  those;  but  in  geometry  and  trigono- 
metry, plane  and  middle  latitude  sailing ;  not 
how  to  perform  a  work  of  grace,  but  to  work  a 
day's  work.  For  doing  all  this,  they  were 
usually  paid,  at  the  rate  of  half-a-crown  per 
month  by  each  pupil. 

For  my  own  part,  startling  as  my  opinion  may 
be,  I  shall  state  it,  but  with  all  humility.  Chap- 
lains have  no  business  on  board  of  his  Majesty^s 
fleets  in  time  of  actual  war.  I  have  come  to  this 
conclusion  from  motives  of  religion  only.  There 
is  an  air  of  hypocrisy  about  the  thing.  Under 
the  new  and  blessed  dispensation,  we  are 
taught  to  worship  Him  as  a  God  of  love ;  to 
resist  oppression  and  injustice,  not  by  blood- 
shed and  murder,  but  by  returning  good  for 
evil;  by  offering  our  cloak  to  the  robber  of 
our  coat,  and  the  left  cheek  to  the  smiter  of 
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our  right.  We  know,  from  the  depravity  of 
our  oommon  nature,  we  cannot  act  up  to  this 
scale  of  perfection ;  all  I  say  is,  that  it  looks 
Bomething  like  a  pious  mockery,  to  place  a 
person  who  is  bound,  by  everything  solemn 
and  holy,  to  preach  all  this,  in  a  machine 
armed  with  the  most  deadly  and  dreadful 
engines  of  destruction  that  can  be  devised, 
wherewith  to  commit  homicide  by  wholesale. 
I  have  often  inwardly  smiled,  on  a  Sunday,  in 
the  Toulon  fleet,  when  we  were  doing  all  we 
could  to  bring  the  French  into  action,  at  the 
pious  unction  which  the  chaplain  bestowed  on 
the  part  of  the  litany  which  says^  ^*  From  battle^ 
murder,  and  from  sudden  death.  Good  Lord 
deliver  us."  Surely,  surely,  this  is  a  grievous 
mockery. 

We  know  not  whether  this  particular  peti* 
tion  is  now  omitted,  but  we  do  know  that  then 
it  was  always  constantly  used ;  and  we  also 
know,  that  it  is  in  direct  opposition  to  the 
articles  of  war,  in  which  ofiicers  and  men  are 
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imperatively  and  very  properly  enjoined,  with 
ferocious  perspicuity  of  expression,  to  do  their 
utmost  to  kill,  slay,  lay  waste,  bum  and  de- 
stroy, under  the  penalty  of  death.  This  is 
both  the  tone  and  the  meaning  of  the  article 
of  war,-  though  we  have  it  not  by  us,  to. quote 
it  verbatim. 

But  let  us  suppose  that  this  absurd  discrepancy 
of  praying  to  be  delivered  from  battle,  at  the 
time  that  we  are  doing  our  best  to  seek  it, 
should  have  been  noticed  in  the  proper  quarter, 
and  that  particular  petition  left  out,  when  the 
litany  is  now  read,  then  there  will  be  thousands 
of  our  fellow-Christians,  who  may  not  come  to 
the  foot  of  the  throne  of  mercy  with  a  petition 
emphatically  christian,  or — but  we  will  not 
point  still  more  sharply  the  horns  of  this 
dilemma. 

Again,  as  one  chaplain  is  generally  found  to 
be  one  too  many  in  every  ship,  we  do  not  think 
that  the  most  pious,  and  the  most  eager  for 
the  diffusion  of  religious    instruction,   would 
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deare  many ;  and  yet  liberty  of  coascience  is 
a  birthright  of  'Englishmen.  Very  often,  there 
are  more  Catholics  and  more  Presbyterians  in 
particular  ships,  than  of  any  other  persuasion  : 
and  yet  I  have  seen  professors  of  all  manner  of 
religions  started,  with  the  rope's  end,  by  the 
boatswain'^s  mates,  into  the  church  rigged  out 
on  the  main-deck ;  an  intolerance  and  a  pro- 
fanation that  ought  to  prevent  those  who  prac- 
tise them  from  affecting  indignation  at  the 
Inquisition. 

I  myself  served  on  board  a  three-decker, 
with  a  young  clergyman  regularly  educated  at 
Oxford,  a  person  of  good  moral  character,  and 
that  serious  yet  gentlemanly  behaviour  that 
extorted  respect.  But  in  the  course  of  a  few 
months,  his  position  began  to  act  vigorously 
and  materially  upon  his  character.  With  the 
best  intentions  in  the  world,  instead  of  being  an 
organ  set  apart  for  the  ministry  of  divine  in- 
struction, he  rapidly  became  one  of  U8.  I 
solemnly  assert,  that,  to  the  best  of  my  belief^ 
he  never  made  a  man  on  board  a  better  Chris- 
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tian;  but  we  made  him  an  excellent  sailor. 
Here  was  a  man,  under  the  most  favourable 
auspices — for  our  captain  was  decidedly  of  a 
religious  turn — who,  in  spite  of  himself,  be- 
came a  worse  divine,  without  making  any  one 
on  board  a  better  man. 

For  these  reasons,  and  for  many  others  that 
I  could  adduce,  I  do  not  think  that  an  ordained 
priest  should  be  one  of  the  requisite  persons 
on  board  of  a  ship  of  war.  The  union  of 
Church  and  State,  which,  as  far  as  my  literary 
abilities  and  opportunities  permitted  me,  I 
have  always  upheld,  has  very  often  embarrassed 
both ;  let  us,  however,  preserve  the  principle, 
but  not  seek  to  work  it  out  to  minuteness  in 
detail,  and  raise  a  cry  of  ^^  Church  and  Navy." 
The  convicted  felons  in  our  common  gaols 
have  the  liberty  of  conscience  in  choosing  the 
particular  minister  who  shall  administer  to  them 
heavenly  instruction;  If  it  be  physically  im- 
possible that  seamen  afloat  should  enjoy  this 
privilege,  let  them  enjoy  it  as  often  as  they 
come  into  harbour;    but  do  not  compel  the 
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Catholic  or  the  Baptist  to  make  one  of  an  un- 
willing congregation,  from  the  doctrines  of 
which  he  conscientiously  dissents. 

Let  the  captain  and  officers  not  only  enforce 
morality,  but  also,  to  the  utmost  of  their  power, 
encourage  religion.  Let  them,  by  their  con- 
duct, inculcate  a  proper  reverence  for  the 
Sabbath,  mildly  and  discreetly  punish  all  im- 
pious or  blasphemous  expressions,  and  if  any 
particular  set  of  men  choose  to  evince  their 
devotion  by  any  public  acts,  at  proper  times, 
the  Sunday  more  especially,  they  should  neither 
be  ridiculed  nor  reviled,  but,  as  far  as  the 
good  of  the  service  would  permit,  properly 
protected.  The  captain,  who  is  in  general 
a  member  of  the  Established  Church,  should 
regularly  perform  divine  service  every  Sunday, 
to  all  of  his  persuasion,  men  as  well  as  officers  ; 
but  no  compulsion ;  no  driving  people,  with 
ropes'-ends,  into  the  temporary  church.  In- 
vite,  entreat,  as  much  as  you  will,  but,  I  re- 
peat, let  there  be  no  compulsion.  And  now  I 
have  said  my  say. 
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This  talking  of  chaplains  has  set  me  preach- 
ing, not  vengeance,  but,  as  the  saying  is,  with 
a  vengeance ;  but,  as  I  don't  intend  to  be  thus 
prosy  again,  I  may  be  forgiven  my  digression, 
and  be  allowed  to  plead   **  benefit  of  clergy.**' 

The  chaplain  that  the  Commodore  possessed 
was  a  very  common  sort  of  person  indeed  ;  he 
was  a  vulgar  man,  and  decidedly  a  worldly  one. 
But  I  am  not  going  to  draw  this  man's  cha- 
racter elaborately.  I  shall  merely  say  that  he 
loved  good  eating,  and,  though  the  most  un- 
imaginative of  men,  believed  in  ghosts.  The 
latter,  in  my  eyes,  was  no  failing.  I  believe  in 
them  myself — but  of  this  hereafter. 

Now,  as  we  wish  to  get  rapidly  forward  with 
this  part  of  our  story,  we  will  omit  all  minor 
details,  and  bring  the  reader,  with  the  squa- 
dron, at  once  fast  nearing  the  English  coast,  in 
the  latter  end  of  February,  17 — 9  the  squadron 
having  been  now  nearly  seventeen  mqpths  on 
their  protracted  and  pursuing  course.  Ships 
were  now  repeatedly  spoken  with :  and,  as 
might    have   been   expected,   from    the   unre- 
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mitting  exertions  of  the  Commodore,  he  had 
headed  his  chase,  and  was  then  between  them 
and  their  port ;  for  it  was  well  known  that  the 
French  would  not,  after  so  long  an  absence 
from  Europe,  run  through  the  Gut  of  Gibraltar. 

The  Commodore  also  now  heard  news  to  him 
still  more  annoying.  Two  general  actions 
had  been  fought,  in  neither  of  which  had  he 
been  a  participator.  This  intelligence  did 
not  add  a  little  to  his  exasperation.  How- 
ever, notwithstanding  the  almost  disabled  state 
of  his  vessels,  he  was  determined  to  wait  for  a 
last  chance,  and  to  keep  the  sea  as  long  as  he 
could,  in  the  chops  of  the  channel,  just  at  the 
approach  of  the  equinoctial  gales.  He  was  de^ 
termined,  if  his  vessels  would  hold  together  long 
enough,  to  capture  or  destroy  his  enemy  yet. 

He  and  Augustus  had  never  been  recon- 
ciled: and,  lately^  the  Commodore  had  ceased 
to  manifest  the  involuntary  respect  that  the 
youth's  irreproachable  conduct  had  extorted. 
The  uncle  had  become  trebly  irritated  by  the 
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unswerving,  cool  contempt  that  his  nephew 
took  but  little  pains  to  conceal  that  he  enter- 
tained for  his  commander.  Tale-bearing,  and 
the  insidious  whisper  of  the  sycophant,  had 
been  doing  their  noisome  work  ;  so  that  when  the 
estranged  relatives  first  viewed  together,  after 
an  absence  so  long,  the  deep  blue  outline  of 
their  native  land,  Sir  Octavius  was  in  the  worst 
possible  state  of  mind  towards  his  protege. 

It  was  the  last  night  in  February  :  the  little 
squadron  having  made  the  Land's-end  on  the 
previous  day^  were  now  lying  to,  in  a  strong 
north-western  gale,  under  close-reefed  topsails. 
It  was  a  clear  and  cloudless,  though  moonless 
night,  and  bitterly  cold ;  and  this  was  felt  in  an 
increased  degree  by  those  who  had  just  passed 
through  the  heats  of  the  tropics.  At  seven  bells 
in  the  first  watch,  that  is,  according  to  lands- 
man's time,  half-past  eleven  at  night,  the  Com- 
modore came  upon  deck,  followed  by  the 
chaplain,  and  they  both  ascended  to  the  poop. 
Sir  Octavius,  as  was  his  nightly  wont,  first 
swept  the  horizon  with  his  night-glass,  counted 
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his  squadron,  and  attentively  marked  the 
position  of  each  vessel,  the  chaplain  stand- 
ing shivering  beside  hiro.  This  gentleman, 
having  only  the  safety  of  souls  committed  to 
his  care,  bad  not  forgotten  to  cater  to  the  com- 
forts of  bis  own  body,  and  having  nothing 
to  do  with  the  temporal  preservation  of 
the  ship  and  its  mortal  contents,  had  not 
imposed  upon  himself  those  restrictions  in 
his  potations,  under  which  the  Commodore 
always  laid  himself  at  sea.  They  had  dined 
together,  and,  whilst  the  man  of  war  had  con- 
tented bimself  with  sipping  claret  through  the 
long  evening,  the  man  of  peace  had  been 
drinking  hot  grog.  But  1  would  not  have  it 
inferred  that  the  latter  was  tipsy ;  he  was  only 
a  little  sentimental,  and  gifted  with  the  double- 
sight  he  sometimes  possessed  of  seeing  ghosts, 
or  of  seeing  reasons  why  they  were  not  to  be 
seen. 

After  the  Commodore  had  completed  his 
survey,  and  given  some  few  words  of  instruc- 
tion to  the  officers  of  the  watch,  as  the  ship 
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was  careening  over  to  leeward  greatly  by  the 
violence  of  the  gale,  he  clapped  his  iron  hook 
upon  a  belaying  pin  and  looked  down  on  the 
quarter-deck.  The  lieutenant  in  charge  was 
walking  the  weather  side,  somewhat  sheltered 
by  the  bulwark  ;  but  to  leeward  there  was  one 
figure,  tall,  slight,  and  eminently  graceful.  It 
moved  slowlv,  with  a  measured  tread,  and,  bv 
the  faint  star-light,  the  face  looked  very  pale. 
Ever  and  anon,  the  bounding  waves  would 
rush  down  from  to  windward  like  a  storming 
host  full  on  the  broad  and  reclined  beam  of 
the  seventy-four,  and  then,  assailing  as  if  they 
would  surmount  her  sides,  dash  themselves  into 
whirling  spray,  that  came  in  intensely  cold  and 
light  showers  upon  the  youth,  who  scarcely 
noticed  them  so  much  as  to  shake  away  the 
moisture  of  the  dripping  shower.  And  still, 
like  a  mere  automaton,  he  walked  and  turned, 
and  turned  and  walked,  apparently  impassible 
to  the  wind,  or  the  wave,  or  the  heeling  of  the 
ship.  That  youth  was  the  midshipman  of  the 
watchy  Augustus  Astell,  and^  though  he  knew 
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It  not,  the  Earl  of  Osmondale.  In  the  short 
space  of  time  that  he  had  been  to  sea,  his  two 
uncles,  and  their  father,  had  died  successively. 

As  he  paced  that  comfortless,  cheerless 
deck,  his  heart,  his  soul,  his  very  thoughts 
were  at  home ;  at  that  very  moment,  he  was 
conversing  with  his  mother,  and  saying  to  her 
the  sweetest,  tenderest  things  that  filial  love 
could  prompt,  or  gladden  the  maternal  heart. 
And  yet,  as  if  conscious  of  this  abstraction 
from  the  dismal  present,  he  would  rouse  him- 
self, as  if  by  an  effort,  and  coming  to  the  break 
of  the  quarter-deck,  every  five  minutes^  ex- 
claim, in  a  loud,  melodious,  yet  melancholy 
voice,  **  Keep  a  good  look  out  on  the  lee-gang- 
way there  ;**  which  would  be  responded  to  by 
a  chaunt  of,  "  Aye,  aye,  sir."  "  A  good  look 
out  in  the  lee-bow."  "  Aye,  aye.**  "  A  good 
look  out  on  the  weather-bow."  "  Aye,  aye." 
A  good  look  out  on  the  weather-gangway." 
^y^9  ay^-'^  And  thus  the  musical,  yet 
almost  solemn  challenge   would  go  round  the 
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ship.  That  night,  to  the  Commodore's  ears, 
it  sounded  like  a  funeral  dirge,  and  he  could 
not  away  with  the  idea  that  his  nephew,  as 
he  paced  below  him,  looked  like  a  shadowy 
being  walking  in  a  church-yard,  and  this  im- 
pression he  communicated  to  the  chaplain, 
which  incontinently  caused  his  teeth  to  chatter 
violently.  But  the  Commodore  had  touched 
the  superstitious  divine  on  the  right  chord, 
and  off  he  went  in  a  ghost  story. 

Now,  this  particular  ghost  of  the  chaplain, 
as  was  the  case  with  all  his  ghost  stories,  had  a 
vulgar,  common-place,  raw-head-and-bloody- 
bones  ghost  for  a  hero;  a  ghost  that  took  a 
great  deal  of  trouble  for  no  conceivable 
purpose,  and  which  amused  itself  with  the  low- 
bred amusements  of  rattling  iron  chains,  over- 
turning chairs  and  tables,  and  frightening  little 
children  and  old  women ;  so,  while  the  chap- 
Iain  is  feeding  the  curious  ear  of  his  com- 
mander with  his  ghost  story,  we  will  give  the 
reader  ours. 
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Reader,  the  person  who  is  now  addressing 
you  ia  an  old  man  ;  a  very  old  man ;  in  sooth,  a 
white-headed  old  seaman  :  one  who  has  almost 
done  with  the  present,  who  lives  only  in  the 
past,  and  trusts  only  in  the  future.  He  has 
nothing  to  do  with  to-day,  or  yesterday,  or 
many  other  days  of  recent  birth.  He  forgets 
the  name  of  his  very  good  friend  who  shakes  him 
daily  by  the  hand ;  takes  off  his  hat  gravely 
to  his  great-grand-cbildren  in  petticoats,  and 
tells  them  that  he  will  be  most  happy  to  receive 
their  commands  :  and  never  can  perfectly  com- 
prehend whether  the  Reform  Bill  has  passed,  is 
passing,  or  has  passed  away.  Yet,  with  this 
wonderful  defection  of  memory,  he — I  can  re- 
member exactly  how  Lord  Howe  looked  on  the 
morning  of  the  memorable  first  of  June,  and 
have  a  perfect  recollection  of  how  many  dia- 
monds were  in  the  shoe-buckles  of  his  Majesty, 
George  the  Third,  of  pious  memory,  when  he 
and  the  queen  came  on  board  Lord  Duncan's 
ship,    after    the    action  off   Camperdown.      I 
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counted  them — I  was  often  employed  in  great 
things  then;  but  they  have  put  me  on  the 
shelf  for  many  a  long  day.  His  Majesty's  ad- 
visers might  have  done  better ;  but  it  is  of  no 
consequence,  for  I  am  a  very  old  man. 

It  was  sixty  years  ago— nay,  it  was  sixty- 
one — I  had  just  got  my  lieutenant's  com- 
mission— we  had  no  epaulettes  then,  no  gold  at 
all  about  our  persons,  except  when  we  cashed 
a  bill,  or  eased  a  Spanish  treasure-ship  of  her 
doubloons;  but  yet,  I  was  as  proud  of  my 
white  facings  as  any  lieutenant  of  the  present 
day  can  be  of  the  bunch  of  bullion  on  his 
shoulder.  Our  frigate  had  been  refitting  in 
English  Harbour  in  Antigua ;  it  is  a  sad  hot 
hole,  that  English  Harbour,  where  you  are 
steamed  all  day  from  a  salt-marsh  close  by,  and 
cooled  all  night  from  the  chill  winds,  that  come 
like  the  icy  fingers  of  consumption  over  your 
body ;  so  the  yellow  monster  came  on  boani, 
and  began  to  play  his  devilish  pranks.  Then 
we  up  anchor,  and  ran  round  to  the  more  open 
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roadstead  of  St.  John'^s;  but  those  poor  fellows 
with  whom  the  disease  had  been  dallying  could 
not  shake  him  off;  for,  though  no  more  sickened 
there,  yet  all  who  had  sickened,  died. 

On  the  third  night  after  we  had  reached 
our  breezy  anchorage,  of  all  the  contaminated, 
only  one  remained  living — quick  work,  there, 
gossips — and  he  was  a  sweet  youth,  a  playful 
little  cherub,  some  twelve  years  old — an  idol,  a 
pet;  and  they  had  slung  his  cot  in  the  coolest 
spot  of  the  captain^s  cabin:  and  sometimes  the 
surgeon  thought  he  would  recover,  and  some- 
times not.  He  had  hitherto  borne  all  his  suffer- 
ings  like  a  little  hero — or  a  martyr  for  the  truth ; 
but  on  this  night  he  grew  restless,  and  wanted 
his  mother,  and  his  little  sister — poor  fellow  ! — 
well,  we  won^t  talk  about  that. 

Now,  he  came  of  a  lordly  race,  and  his  mother 
was  a  great  lady :  and  when  the  dying  boy 
called  for  her  and  his  little  sister,  the  mother 
was  asleep  in  England  in  her  canopied  bed,  and 
heard  him  not;  but  his  innocent  little  sister 
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did.     How  do  I  know  that?    You  shall  hear 
by-and-bye. 

It  was  not  twelve  o'clock — but  it  was  not  far 
from  it — when  I  descried,  from  the  quarter- 
deck, walking  over  the  smooth  water,  at  a  very 
rapid  pace — a  noble  and  matronly  figure,  clad 
in  a  night  dress;  and,  without  seeming  to 
notice  anything,  it  passed  directly  in  at  the 
cabin  windows,  and  then  I  distinctly  heard, 
from  where  I  stood,  a  chuckle  of  joy,  and  a 
faint  cry  of  **  thank  you,''  and  the  death-rattle, 
all  mingled  together.  And  so  I  knew  the  lad 
was  dead,  and  that  he  could  not  die  until  his 
mother  had  come  to  bless  him.  When  I  and 
the  doctor  went  down  into  the  cabin,  he  was 
dead,  with  a  smile  upon  his  countenance,  and  his 
arms  extended  as  if  he  had  recently  held  some 
one  in  his  embrace. 

I  did  not  say  anything  then ;  but  next  morn- 
ing in  the  broad  sun-light — ^it  is  best  to  talk  of 
those  things  in  the  sunshine — I  said  to  the 
surgeon,   ^*  Frank,"  hesitating  a  little,  ^^  did 
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you  a — ft — gee  anything  particular  over  the 
stem  last  night,  just  before  the  Honourable  Mr. 
Mowbray  died  ?** 

"  Noi'  said  he,  "  did  you  ?^ 

But  I  put  him  off  with  some  subterfuge,  and 
held  my  tongue  altogether  about  the  spirit, 
and  in  due  time  we  came  to  England  again ; 
but  when  we  were  there,  no  one  liked  either  to 
writ^  or  go  and  personally  inform  the  fond 
parents  of  the  loss  that  they  had  sustained  six 
months  before.  So  I  volunteered  to  do  the 
dismal  office.  People  were  severe,  for  many 
mistook  my  motive :  they  thought  that  I 
wished  to  get  introduced  into  a  noble  family, 
and  otlier  dishonest  things ;  but  I  only  wanted 
to  know  if  the  countess  knew  of  her  soul  being 
absent  from  her  own  body. 

I  was  a  well-favoured  youth  then,  and  had  a 
winning  way  with  me,  and  a  soft  and  tuneful 
voice,  and  could  stealthily  get  hold  of  a  lady's 
hand,  and  wheedle  the  heart  out  of  her,  with- 
out either  she  or  I  ever  tliinking  about  love. 
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So  I  ran  up  from  Chatham  to  London,  with 
a  letter  of  introduction  from  the  captain,  to 
tell  a  doating  mother  that  her  favourite  child 
was  dead. 

I  did  not  torture  the  noble  matron  with  a 
nicely-graduated  scale  of  anguish  up  to  the 
fatal  climax :  in  a  few  quivering  words  1  told 
her  the  worst,  and  then  sat  down  and  wept 
beside  her.  My  unfeigned  grief,  even  in  the 
midst  of  her  own,  caught  her  attention — she 
wrung  my  hand,  and  left  the  room.  Her  lord 
came  to  me  shortly  afterwards,  and  grieving 
as  a  man  ought  to  grieve,  entreated  of  me  to 
sojourn  with  them;  this  was  what  I  wanted. 
Of  course,  I  led  the  conversation  as  delicately 
as  I  could  to  the  subject  most  at  my  heart, 
by  recapitulating  the  praises  of  the  dear  youth  ; 
and  I  soon  discovered  that  she  was  insensible 
of  the  happiness  she  had  conveyed  to  her  dying 
son.  Till  she  saw  me,  she  had  not  a  presenti- 
ment of  his  death. 

I  staid,  contrary  to  etiquette,  a  week  with 
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this  noble  family ;  but  at  length  I  was  recalled 
to  my  duty  by  a  letter  from  my  captain,  I 
bad  taken  a  friendly,  nay,  more  than  a  friendly, 
an  afiectionate  leave  of  my  noble  host  and 
hostess,  when»  as  I  lingered  at  the  tlire»hold 
of  the  door  of  the  drawing-room,  I  asked  per- 
misoon  to  step  up  into  the  nursery  to  give 
one  kiss  of  farewell  to  their  pretty  little 
daughter;  for  I  began  to  think,  that  my  heated 
imagination  bad  made  fools  of  my  eyes,  in 
persuading  them  that  they  saw  a  spirit  upon 
the  waters,  when  the  poor  little  boy  was  in 
the  agonies  of  death.  Moreover,  I  now  re- 
membered me,  that  I  had  no  distinct  recol- 
lection  of  the  features  of  the  passing  vision, 
though  my  general  impression  was,  that  they 
were  wan  and  beautiful.  Now  the  Lady  Mow- 
bray's features  were  beautiful,  but  not  wan; 
and  as  far  as  the  countenance  was  concerned,  I 
found  no  identity  between  the  features  of  the 
countess  and  those  of  the  apparition,  that  had 
so  much  bewildered  me  at  the  moment,  and 
so  long  preyed  upon  my  hours  of  solitude. 
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To  my  request  to  see  the  little  Adelaide,  an 
offer  was  made  to  send  for  her  down ;  but  on 
my  saying  that  I  wished  to  see  her  surrounded 
by  her  little  manige  in  the  nursery,  and  that 
I  wished  to  listen  to  her  prattle  for  a  few 
minutes,  I  was  shown  up  stairs. 

She  was  a  fair  and  intelligent  little  creature, 
of  a  cheerful  temper,  yet  subject  to  occasional 
fits  of  pensiveness.  I  had  seen  her  several 
times  before,  for  some  brief  minutes,  when  she 
made  her  appearance  in  the  evening ;  on  these 
occasions  she  would  always  sidle  up  to  me, 
evincing  one  of  those  sudden  attachments  that 
often  occur  to  children  of  acute  sensibility. 
This  was  not  noticed  by  her  parents,  absorbed 
either  in  their  recent  loss,  or  distracted  perhaps 
from  attending  much  to  the  actions  of  their 
youngest  child,  for  there  were  many  blooming 
sons  and  daughters  around  their  board. 

I  took  the  child  on  my  knee.  She  was,  I 
should  suppose^  just  entering  upon  her  seventh 
year ;  and  was  evidently  a  very  precocious  spe- 
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cimen  of  beautified — ^for  the  most  elaborate 
tuition  had  beautified  her  natural  loveliness — 
of  beautified  humanity. 

'*  Pretty  little  Adelaide,  I  have  come  to  say 
good-bye  to  you — kiss  me.*^ 

*'  There — I'm  sorry — good  people  come  and 
love  me,  and  always  go  away ;  naughty  people 
sUy/' 

^'  I  am  glad  you  love  me,  dearest ;  but  why 
should  you  love  me  so  much  ?  I  am  almost  a 
stranger  to  you." 

"  Oh,  but  I  do  though — you  were  so  kind 
to  brother." 

"  How  do  you  know  that,  my  little  fairy  ?" 

^'  I  saw  it,  I  saw  it ;  and  I  saw  it  most  that 
night ;  the  night  I  could  not  wake  mamma.*^ 

This  innocent  avowal  made  me  tremble 
excessively,  and  the  perspiration  hung  upon 
my  forehead. 

^^  O  tell  me,  sweetest,  dearest,  all  about 
that  night.'' 

*•  But  may  I  r 
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"  Yes,  surely  ;  but  why  do  you  say, 
*  may  I  ?'  " 

^^  Because  I  wanted  to  tell  Miss  Broadling, 
our  governess ;  and  I  did  tell  her  a  little ;  but 
she  told  me  to  be  quiet,  that  it  was  a  silly 
dream — but  that  I  must  not  frighten  myself, 
and  that  I  must  try  to  forget  it;  but  I  can't 
forget  it  much,  and  I'^m  sure  it  was  not  a 
dream." 

*^  How  I  should  like  to  hear  that  dream !" 

'*  And  I  should  like  to  tell  it  to  you — to  you 
only — for  I  saw  you  in  it,  and  knew  you  the 
moment  that  I  saw  you  again.** 

"  Well,  that  is  wonderful !  Now  for  the 
dream,  my  little  lady  ?" 

*^  Oh,  but  it  wasn^t  one  dream,  but  two, 
three,  four — and  it  used  to  be  so ;  when  I  went 
to  bed,  I  didn'^t  sleep  like,  and  yet  I  shut  my 
eyes ;  and  as  mamma  always  told  me  to  say,  just 
before  I  shut  my  eyes,  *  Watch  over  me,  good 
God,  while  I  sleep,'  that  was  always  aftier  the 
regular  prayers    at  my  bedside,    you  know. 
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WcU,  when  I  bad  shut  my  eyes,  and  said, 
*  Watch  over  me,  good  God,  while  I  sleep,' 
the  bed  and  the  room  used  to  seem  as  if  they 
were  swimming  about;  and  then,  you  know, 
Imither's  voice  used  to  come  to  me  gently,  so 
gently,  and  say,  *  Aidee,  Aidee,  I  want  you ;' 
and  then  I  used  to  open  my  eyes,  and  I  used 
to  see  him  in  a  very  strange  place  indeed,  and 
good  people  about  him  ;  and  you  were  always 
there,  and  brother  looked  so  ill ;  and  he  said 
be  wanted  mamma ;  and  then  he  thanked  me 
for  coming  so  far,  so  i^ery  far,  to  see  him : 
and  yet  he  seemed  to  know  that  I  was  lying 
in  bed  close  to  mamma  in  this  very  house ;  for 
he  asked  me  to  wake  her,  and  send  her  to  him. 
And  I  tried  to  wake  her,  and  I  tried  to  hallo 
out,  and  I  couldn't  loud  enough ;  and  to  shake 
her,  but  I  couldn't  do  that ;  and  then  I  cried, 
because  I  couldn't;  and  I  thought  I  should 
break  my  heart,  because  I  could  not  send  her 
to  dear  brother,  who  was  dying  so  far  off." 

VOL.  I.  I 
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'<  But,  my  little  beauty,  this  was  all  what 
people  call  the  nightmare." 

**  So  governess  said,  when  I  told  her  my 
first  dream  ;  and  I  didn't  tell  her  the  others, 
because  she  scolded  me,  so  I  held  my  tongue 
about  them,  as  she  bade  me.  These  night- 
mares are  very  funny,  to  make  you  see  real^ 
right  earnest  people,  such  a  long  way  off;  but 
they  are  very  horrid." 

"  So  they  are,  my  little  love ;  but  I  should 
like  to  hear  about  the  other  three  nightmares 


too.'' 


^^  Ob,  they  were  all  a  good  deal  like  the 
first,  except  the  last ;  but  brother  grew  more 
and  more  vexed,  because  I  could  not  wake 
mamma,  and  send  her  to  him  ;  and  yet,  poor 
brother  saw  that  I  tried  all  I  could  ;  and  he 
looked  iller  and  iller  every  moment;  and  I 
think  he  said»  'that  mamma' — ^but  you  will 
never  tell,  will  you  ?* 

**  No,  no,  na" 

'<  *  That  mamma  couldn't  come,  because  she 
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had  not  reconciled  her  soul  to  God,  before  she 
went  to  sleep.'  Yes,  those  were  his  very  words. 
Oh,  how  vexed  I  was,  and  how  much  I  was 
afraid  of  going  to  bed  f 

**  My  poor  girl !" 

I  have  never  since  omitted  my  nightly  prayers. 

^^  Well,  the  night  before,  the  last  night- 
mare, what  do  you  think  I  did?  AH  these 
goings  to  my  brother  seemed  to  make  me  grow 
quite  old)  and  very  sensible  indeed,  and  put 
cunning  things  into  my  head,  that  I  should 
never  have  thought  of  before.  So,  when  I 
kneeled  down  by  my  bedside,  and  Miss  Broad- 
ling  began  to  read  the  prayers,  instead  of 
following  her,  I  mumbled  out  the  whole  his- 
tory of  the  '  Death  of  Little  Cock-robin ;'  and 
when  we  had  done,  she  took  her  spectacles  off, 
put  me  to  bed,  tucked  me  up,  and  kissed  me, 
and  said  I  was  a  very  good  girl  for  saying  my 
prayers  so  perfectly ;  and  then  bade  me  good 
night  I  do  think  she  is  a  little  deaf,  as  well  as 
near-sighted — don^t  you  ?" 

I  2 


*^^""i 

V  < 
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"  I  should  think  so,  my  love ;  but  you  only 
mumbled,  you  know.'' 

**  At  first ;  but  she  read  very  fast  I  knew 
she  wanted  to  go  and  finish  a  long  letter  to 
Mr.  Julius  Casimer,  our  chaplain,  for  they 
had  had  a  quarrel,  so  she  read  very  fast  indeed, 
and  that  made  me  speak  loud,  when  I  was 
forced  to  speak  fast  too;  and  when  she  came 
to  the  *  power  and  the  glory,  for  ever  and 
ever,  amen,'  my  voice  was  quite  as  fast,  and  a 
good  deal  louder  than  hers,  when  I  said,  ^  and 
all  the  little  birds  they  fell  sighing  and  sob- 
bing, because  of  the  death  of  poor  little  cock- 
robin." 

^^  Well,  dear,  and  so  I  suppose  your  dream 
did  not  take  you  to  see  your  brother  that  night  P' 

^^  Yes,  but  it  did  though ;  and  mamma  went 
too." 

I  felt  sick  with  superstitious  alarm. 

*'  Well,  I  didn't  go  to  sleep,  you  may  sup- 
pose, and  I  didn't  say  my  little  prayer  to  God 
before  I  shut  my  eyes,   for  I  wouldn't  shut 
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my  eyes  at  all :  O,  it  was  so  long  before  mamma 
came  to  bed,  and  I  was  afraid  William  would 
die  first  At  last  mamma  came ;  I  was  so  glad. 
Well,  I  waited  till  mamma  had  put  her  night- 
things  all  on,  and  then  I  said,  *  Mamma,  I've^ 
been  a  very  naughty  little  girl  indeed,  I  have 
not  said  one  word  of  my  prayers  to-night,  not 
one  word.*  And  she  was  very  angry,  and  began 
to  scold  Miss  Broadling ;  but  I  told  her,  I  had 
been  racing  cock-robin  against  them,  and 
that  governess  could  not  hear  my  words.  So 
good  mamma  scolded  me  a  little,  and  laughed 
a  little.  And  mamma  was  going  to  jump  into 
bed«  when  I  said,  *  Dear  mamma,  I  can't  go  to 
sleep  till  I've  said  my  prayers;  do,  mamma, 
read  them  for  me ;  the  prayer-book  lies  on  the 
dressing-table.  And  I  jumped  out  of  bed,  and 
she  took  me  in  her  arms,  and  kissed  me  so  much, 
and  said  I  was  a  dear  something,  I  donH  know 
what,  that  reminded  her  of  neglected  duties. 
And  we  knelt  down  together,  and  mamma  read 
the  prayers,   not  like  governess,   but  so  slow 
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and  80  solemn,  whilst  the  tears  ran  dbwn  her 
cheeks  all  the  while ;  and  I  said  them  after 
her,  every  single  word,  and  they  seemed  to  be 
beautiful,  and  so  full  of  love.  And  we  got  into 
bed,  and  mamma  seemed  unhappy,  and  she 
sobbed  a  great  deal,  and  that  made  me  cry 
too ;  and  so  then  mamma  tried  to  leave  offf  and 
I  said  to  her,  '  Mamma,  we  shall  go  to  sleep  so 
nice,  if  we  both  say  together  our  last  little 
prayer ;  and  she  kissed  me  again,  and  we  said 
both  of  us,  almost  as  if  it  were  with  the  same 
lips,  *  Watch  over  me,  good  God,  whilst  I 
sleep ;'  and  mamma  was  off  sound  in  one  minute, 
with  my  arras  round  her  neck,  and  I  was 
dreaming  again  in  twa^ 

<<  You  little  angel  T'  said  h  kissing  her  pas- 
sionately, with  my  eyes  full  of  tears ;  "  and 
then—*'      • 

**  The  nightmare  took  me  to  the  same  place, 
and  poor  dear  brother  was  much  worse ;  but  he 
was  so,  so  glad  to  see  me,  and  told  me  that  Gk>d 
would  love  me  for  ever,  and  that  be  loved  me, 
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and  thati  though  I  should  never  see  him  again, 
he  would  watch  over  roe  as  long  as  I  livedo 
and  that  my  lot  should  be  happy  among  women ; 
*  And  DOW  farewell/  said  he,  *  dear  Aidee,  till 
we  meet  where  there  is  no  parting ;  and  now, 
my  dear  little  sister,  wake  mamma/  And 
though  I  was  so  many,  many  miles  off,  I  found 
that  I  was  still  in  mamma's  arms.  So  I  first 
kissed  away  the  tears  that  were  still  standing 
on  her  cheek,  and  whispered  in  her  ear,  *  Mam- 
ma, get  up ;  brother  William  is  very  ill,  and 
wants  to  kiss  you.'  So  mamma  got  up  at  once, 
and  went  straight  out  through  the  wall ;  and 
then  my  nightmare  ended,  and  I  fell  into  a  real 
sound  sleep.  But  I  never  knew  that  William 
died  till  you  came  and  told  us." 

^^  And  did  mamma  not  go  out  of  bed  ?" 
*'  I  donH  think  she  did— -not  even,  like  me, 
in  the  nightmare;  for  next  morning  I  could  not 
help  sayings  *  Mamma,  did  you  get  out  of  bed 
at  all  last  night  ?*  '  No,  my  sweetest  love,'  she 
said,  *  I  had  the  most  blessed  rest  I  ever  enjoyed. 
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and  I  owe  it  to  you,  dear  Aidee;*  and  so  I  said, 
^  Didn't  you  dream  at  all,  mamma?'  and  she  told 
mc  DO9  but  that  she  had  all  night  a  conscious- 
ness of  a  heavenly  existence.  I  think  those 
were  her  very  words,  though  I  donH  understand 
them  so  well.'' 

When  she  had  finished,  I  drew  her  closely  to 
my  breast,  explained  to  her  how  very  fantastical 
and  curious  dreams  sometimes  are,  and  that  her 
mother  not  being  conscious  of  anything  that 
was  supposed  to  have  happened  to  both  of 
them,  was  a  sufficient  proof  that  everything 
that  she  fancied  she  saw  was  merely  ideal.  I 
praised  the  discretion  of  the  governess  in  telling 
her  never  to  speak  of  it  again,  and  I  told  her  to 
forget  it  as  fast  as  she  could  ;  and  then  I  took 
a  tender  leave  of  her*  fully  impressed  with  the 
truth  of  Hamlet's  remark, 

<<  There  are  more  things  in  heaven  and  earth>  Horatio, 
Than  are  dreamt  of  in  your  philosophy ;" 

and  that  I  had  veritably  seen  the  ghost  of  a 
living  being,  in  which  belief,  I  have  lived  un- 
shaken, and  in  which  belief  I  shall  die. 
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'Biit,  perliaps,  not  the  least  singular  part  of 
this  tnysterioas  aflair  was  this,  that  wheh  I 
■agaifr  Mw  the  Honourable  Miss  Adelaide  Mow- 
bmy,  -irt  the  age  of  fourteen,  though  she  had 
•Ofoe  dight  remembrance  of  myself,  and  a  little 
of  her  brother,  she  had  totally  forgotten  our 
oonrrenation  in  the  school-room  and  everything 
about  the  dream ;  but  the  promise  made  to  her 
l^  h^  brother  in  it  was  verified  to  the  very 
letter.  I  have  outlived  her  a  few  years — alas ! 
whom  have  I  not  outlived  ? — but  she  was,  in- 
deed, blessed  among  women — blessed  in  every 
relation  of  life,  as  a  wife,  mother,  friend;  always 
fortunate^  enjoying  all  her  days  uninterrupted 
health,  and  her  death  was  so  gentle  and  so 
serene,  that  it  might  well  be  termed  a  mere 
passing  away  into  glory. 

That  18  my  ghost  story— mine — the  old  au- 
tbor^marinei's.  It  may  seem  frivolous,  simple, 
childish ;  a  developement  of  supernatural  means 
for  DO  eflectual  purpose.  All  that  I  can  say  is, 
that  it  is  true;  and  that,  foolish  as  it  may 
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appear,  it  may  have  worked  out,  by  miraculous 
goodness,  the  safety  of  three  souls. 

Let  the  reader  suppose  that,  whilst  I  have 
been  telling  him  my  ghost  story,  the  chaplain 
was  frightening  himself  by  repeating  his  to  the 
Commodore.  Had  I  been  writing  fiction,  I 
might  easily  have  placed  my  own  narration  in 
the  mouth  of  this  divine,  and  thus  have  pre- 
served the  unity  of  my  story ;  but,  as  he  was 
too  like  the  generality  of  our  acquaintance, 
whose  only  speeches  of  their  own  invention  that 
are  at  all  acceptable  are  those  in  which  they 
intimate  their  intention  of  taking  leave,  it  would 
have  been  as  absurd  as  the  writing  an  accom- 
paniment of  Italian  music  to  the  grunting  of  a 
cholic-stricken  pig. 

However,  his  efforts  seemed  so  well  to  please 
the  old  Commodore,  and  the  horrific  and  super- 
natural were  just  then  so  consonant  to  the  state 
of  his  breast,  that  he  did  what  he  was  but  seldom 
in  the  habit  of  doing,  he  disburtbened  himself 
of  the  thoughts  that  were  oppressive  to  bis 
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mind,  in  a  ocmfidential  speech  to  his  companioD, 
who  started  with  terror  every  moment,  as  with 
the  harsh  tones  of  Sir  Octavius,  the  unearthly 
sounds  that  arose  from  the  face  of  the  angry 
waters  came  so  closely  intermingled,  that  the 
listener  thought  that  more  than  one  voice  was 
speaking  to  him. 

**  I'll  tell  ye  what  it  is,  master  parson,^  said 
the  Commodore ;  *^  but  hold  on  stoutly,  man, 
or  yell  lurch  to  leeward  like  spilt  grog.  I'll 
tell  ye  what  it  is,  and  clap  it  up  in  your  breast 
as  a  secret  Mind  ye,  there's  no  one  listening, 
if  listeners  could  hear,  but  ourselves,  in  this 
damnedest,  unluckiest  of  all  gales." 

^DonH  swear.  Sir  Octavius;  pray  don't 
swear  just  now.  No  one  may  hear,  but  many 
may  speak;  as  I  live,  I  heard  half-a-doEen 
voices  mocking  you,  as  you  swore,  on  the  star- 
board quarter.  Let  us  go  and  talk  in  the 
cabin." 

'^  Nonsense,  balderdash :  hold  on,  and  we  are 
very  well  here.     Look  out!  here  comes  a  surge 


iVi^ 


o\^' 


(^ 


>M 


M0\> 


ouv. 


0 


B 


an( 


r 


eoowg^' 


^^  **       aiv^vAty 


n 


0»c 


YvooVed 


«•* 


Aa\o 


and 


v,ea 


tViet 


defied  ie«-  ^  ^^tV»oat 
o«?    ^°^      t^sV»5«i°^.    .be^de»'^ 


it 


at»< 
he^"' 


\»o\d 
iW 


coo«eq«'' 


see 


as 


*e\\  a* 


,\d  sVi^^ 


Y>os\tie9»- 


aboo^ 


tbe 


TRX   OLD  COMMODORE.  181 

natural,  and  ahipahape  fashion;  perhaps  you 
think  that  the^d  labour  less,  if  I  clapped  the  main 
trysail  on  her — no  such  thing.  I  dare  say  she  is 
making  a  great  deal  of  water ;  but,  as  the  pumps 
are  now  rigged,  we  can  easily  keep  her  afloat.'' 

^  Worse  and  worse !  Do  you  know,  in  the 
crash  of  that  horrible  wave  that  knocked  me 
down,  I  distinctly  heard  a  human  shriek,  that 
seemed  to  issue  from  its  bosom ;  and,  as  I  lay 
crushed  on  the  other  side,  I  saw  a  parcel  of 
fiery  stars  dancing  all  round  me." 

**  Nonsense!  The  blasts  as  it  howb,  will  make 
strange  noises  at  times;  and,  as  to  the  stars,  it's 
only  a  pair  of  black  eyes  for  you  to-morrow. 
But,  concerning  those  ghosts  that  you  were  pa- 
lavering about,  I  won't  talk  of  them  in  the  cabin. 
I  can't  take  my  eyes — (he  never  said  eye,  though 
he  had  but  one,) — off  that  lad,"  pointing  to  his 
nephew,  who  was  still  urging  his  solemn  walk 
amidst  the  roaring  of  the  tempest.  ^^  He  looks 
to  me  for  all  the  world  like  a  ghost.  I  wish  to  God 
I  had  never  brought  him  to  sea ;  he  will  be  my 
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curse  and  my  fate  yet.  Now,  as  to  ghosts, 
master  parson,  I  wonH  say  that  there  are  any, 
nor  that  there  are  not  any,  for  as  yet  I  have 
never  seen  one,  though  I  have  seen  many  who 
say  they  have;  but  as  sure  as  ships  steer  by  the 
needle,  if  any  ill  comes  to  that  lad,  I  shall  be 
haunted  by  a  spirit.and  a  horribleone  too.  Closer 
to  me,  sir,  and  don'^t  stand  shaking  there,  like  a 
jelly  in  the  hand  of  a  young  girl,  but  attend. 
I  took  that  boy  from  his  mother's  arms,  almost 
by  physical  force ;  and,  as  we  parted,  she  went 
down  on  her  knees  before  tne,  and  most  solemnly 
exclaimed,  ^  If  any  ill  come  to  my  son  and  to 
your  nephew,  I  take  the  living  God  to  witness, 
the  God  of  the  fatherless  and  the  widow,  I  will 
lay  it  at  your  door;  and  reproach  shaU  be  in 
your  ear  and  on  your  heart  for  ever,  even 
though  no  blame  can  attach  to  you ;  for  have 
you  not  wilfully  brought  this  awful  responsi- 
bility on  your  head  ?  and  here  she  looked  like 
an  angel,  with  the  eyes  of  a  lioness.  ^  If, 
through  you^  he  be  lost  to  me,  living  I  will 
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chase  you  through  the  world  with  my  curses, 
AXkdj  when  I  am  dead,  my  spirit  shall  haunt 
you-  into  madness.  The  grave  shall  not  hold 
me ;  I  will  burst  away  from  the  throne  of  mercy 
to  torture  you.  The  unconquerable  will,  like 
the  soul,  can  never  die.  If,  when  again  you 
stand  before  me,  and  I  say  unto  you,  give  me 
n^  son,  and  you  cannot,  your  sister  will  curse 
you,  woe  and  misery  shall  crush  you,  and  your 
grey  hairs  shall  be  dishonoured  before  the  mul- 
titude—even the  low  shall  spurn  you  I' " 

^^  This  is  terrible ;  I  would  not  have  that 
youth  on  my  hands  for  the  universe/" 

*'  I  was  a  {o(A — an  obstinate  fool,  and  I 
repent  me  bitterly.  In  a  few  weeks,  perhaps 
days,  I  shall  be  able  to  send  him  home ;  but 
God  knows  what  may  happen  in  that  time. 
I  have  done  what  I  could ;  bear  witness  to  it : 
he  is  stationed  at  the  after-guns  on  the  lower 
deck,  where  the  timbers  are  the  strongest,  and, 
in  action,  the  shot  the  least  frequent ;  yet  the 
boy  thinks  and  acts  as  if  I  loved  him  not.     If 


184  THE    OLD   COMMODORE. 

either  of  us  are  to  fall,  may  I  fall  before  him. 
But  hark !  it  is  midnight — they  are  striking 
eight  beUs." 

The  carpenter  came,  and  reported  seven  feet 
water  in  the  pump-welL  The  larboard  watch 
was  called,  and  the  starboard  watch  was  kept  on 
deck  to  assist  the  relieving  watch  at  the  chain* 
pumps,  that  had  been  kept  rigged  throughout 
the  gale,  and  they  set  to  work  spell  and  spell. 

It  is  a  dismal  noise  in  the  dark  night,  that  dis- 
cordant clank^  clank,  clank,  of  the  chain-pumps 
—the  burst  of  the  gale  cannot  drown  it ;  it  is 
heard  above  the  roar  of  the  waters,  and  there  is 
something  dreadful  in  the  thought,  that  the 
enemy  is  stealing  into  the  citadel  secretly. 
Thus  the  Commodore  had  another  accompani- 
ment of  dismal  sounds  to  his  discourse,  which 
he  still  continued  to  hold  with  the  terrified  and 
unwilling  clergyman. 

The  Commodore  thus  continued,  at  intervals, 
between  receiving  the  various  reports  as  to  the 
state  of  the   ship,  and   the  position  of  those 
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sUps  of  die  iquadroD  that  were  in  tight,  still 
hangiog  on  tenaciously  by  the  belaying  piiu  t 
^*  So,  sir,  it  is  my  firm  belief,  should  this  boy 
die^  the  peace  of  my  life  would  be  gone  for 
erer-— she  would  be  dreadful  to  me  living — most 
horrible  to  me  dead ;  if  any  lady  could  burst 
the  cerements  of  a  sepulchre,  it  is  my  sister 
Agnes.  So  mind  ye  me — as  I  don't  intend  to 
talk' about  this  any  more,  and  the  boy  should 
die^  and  a  night  or  two  after,  you  should  find 
me  stark  dead  in  my  cot,  with  my  features 
twisted  a  little  awry  or  so,  you'll  know  that 
«Ae  has  been  with  me,  and  be  silent." 

**  For  Grod'^s  sake.  Sir  Octavius,  no  more ; 
let  me  retire — I  am  quite  overcome." 

*'  No,  stay ;  one  bell  will  strike  soon,  and 
then  Mr.  Astell  will  be  relieved.  I  have  kept 
you  here  a  good  deal  on  his  account.  When 
you  see  the  next  midshipman  relieve  him,  youll 
go  up  to  him,  and  take  him  into  your  cabin, 
and  give  him  something  cordial,  for  the  poor 
fellow  is  very  wet,  and  I   dare  say  you  have 
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some  little  savoury  morsel  by  you  that  he  could 
«  eat;  and  don't  hurry  him,  and  talk  to  him  prosy, 
admonitory  stuff,  my  learned  sir.  Say  to  him 
kindly,  in  general  terms,  how  grateful  it  is  in 
youth  to  be  submissive  to  the  aged ;  how  ill 
proud  defiance  sits  upon  a  young  brow ;  tell 
him,  do  ye  mark  m^  that  every  time  a  sinner, 
for  we  are  all  sinners,  allows  the  sun  to  go  down 
upon  his  wrath,  that  his  defence  will  be  more 
difficult  on  the  day  of  judgment.  Say  to  him, 
that  in  canvassing  the  acts  of  their  superiors, 
very  young  persons  should  remember  that  the 
apparently  expedient  wrong  may  be  really  jus- 
tice; but  mark  you  me/'  (a  favourite  expression,) 
^Met  no  mention,  or  even  insinuation,  of  my 
name  appear;  and  you  may  just  tell  him,  that 
whilst  the  young  have  attachments,  the  old, 
also,  may  happen  to  have  their  affections.  Now, 
good  night!  Here,  ,  you  Joseph  Cummins, 
assist  the  chaplain  down  the  poop-ladder;  make 
haste,  or  the  younker  will  have  left  the  deck." 
And  when  the  divine  was  out  of  hearing,  he 
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continued,  shaking  his  bead  woefully,  ^'Ahs 
I  fear  me,  you  are  but  a  fool,  after  all — three 
parts  fool  and  one  part  glutton ;  I  fear  me  that 
notwithstanding  the  cramming  you  got  at  col- 
lege, I  have  crammed  you  to-night  but  to  little 
purpose.  However,  if  he  cannot  give  the  lad 
good  advice,  he  will  a  good  supper,  and  that 
will  be  something.'*' 

It  was  not  till  the  faint  dawn  of  the  morning 
had  appeared,  that  the  Commodore  left  the 
poop ;  but  during  these  many  hours  he  spoke 
to  no  one,  but  continued  now  pacing  the  deck 
in  much  perturbation  of  mind,  now  hanging  on 
to  the  weather-bulwark  in  bitter  abstraction. 
The  man  was  not  content  with  himself. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

"  Ira,  furor  brevis  est. 
The  truth  of  which  we  oft  must  test, 
E'en  from  those  that  we  love  best ; 

Therefore  we  should  pardon  them, 
And  mildly  all  their  wrath  endure. 
Nor  try,  by  anger,  rage  to  cure. 
And  thus,  in  madness,  harden  them." 

Sensible  Sam, 

I  AM  just  approaching  the  first  catastrophe. 
Indignation  is  a  feeling  that  now  seldom  trem- 
bles along  my  nerves.  I  can  feel  pity,  and 
contempt,  and  regret,  yet,  with  me,  they  are  no 
longer  passions,  but  sensations.  And  yet,  when 
I  remember  the  said  falling  off  of  my  respectable 
and  very  redoubtable  hero,  the  fires  of  youth 
blaze  up  fitfully  in  my  bosom,  and  I  shudder 
whilst  I  record. 

Ten  days  after  the  Commodore  had  crammed 
the  chaplain  with  excellent  advice,  on  the  twenty- 
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seventh  of  March — ^yes,  it  was  the  twenty- 
seventh, — after  four-and-twenty  hours  of  deep 
f(^,  not  far  from  the  Race  of  Alderney,  the 
long-pursued  French  squadron  was  discovered 
close  in  shore,  on  the  Norman  coast,  with  Cher- 
bourg under  its  lee — safe. 

As  the  mist  slowly  folded  up  its  fleecy 
curtains,  and  ship  after  ship  appeared  with  the 
hated  tricolor  streaming  to  the  wind,  the  sur- 
geon was  sent  for  on  the  poop,  for  it  was 
thought  that  Sir  Octavius  had  been  struck 
with  an  apoplectic  fit,  his  features  were  so 
fixed,  his  position  so  motionless,  his  single  eye 
so  bloodshot,  and  the  veins  in  bis  temples  and 
Sorehead  so  turgid.  When  the  surgeon  ap- 
proached him,  and  endeavoured  to  possess  him- 
self of  his  wrist,  in  order  to  feel  his  pulse,  be 
flung  him  from  him  with  violence,  and' ex-* 
claimed,  *'  I  am  not  ill,  but  mad.""  And  of  a 
verity  he  was  so.  Master,  pilot,  signal  officers* 
and  men,  all  fell  under  his  rage.  The  sight 
before  him  was  certainly  sufiicient  to  try  the 
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philosophy  of  a  much  calmer  and  better  regu- 
lated mind  than  that  of  the  old  Commodore. 
As  the  enemy's  force,  now  increased  by  another 
line  of  battle  ship,  stood  in  under  easy  sail, 
between  them  and  the  shore,  was  crowded  to- 
gether a  perfect  fleet  of  captured  English  West- 
Indiamen.  As  the  French  ship&-of-war  ran 
along  shore,  they  hauled  more  and  more  to  the 
wind,  approaching  in  idle  bravado  within  gun- 
shot of  the  English  squadron,  well  knowing 
that  it  would  have  been  insanity  on  the  part  of 
the  Commodore  to  have  engaged  them  with 
half  a  gale  of  wind  blowing  dead  on  the  shore, 
lined  with  ranges  of  terrible  batteries. 

When  the  French  men-of-war  had  got  di- 
rectly opposite  tlie  harbour's  mouth,  they  hove 
to,  and  the  English  had  the  mortification  of 
seeing  merchant  ship  after  merchant  ship,  the 
French  colours  flying  over  the  English,  file  into 
Cherbourg,  gradually  disappearing  behind  that 
enormous  fort,  Pele^.  These  operations  seemed 
lengthened  out  purposely^  in  order  to  prolong 
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the  torture  of  the  old  Commodore.  It  was 
dangerous  to  approach  him ;  he  raved,  he 
swore — ^how  terrible  he  swore !  Certainly,  at 
that  hour,  he  should  have  been  relieved  from 
his  command.  He  was  in  that  state  in  which 
Henry  the  Eighth  has  been  described  to  have 
been  in  by  his  historians  duiing  his  last  illness, 
and  before  any  one  had  dared  to  tell  him  that 
it  wa8  his  last 

Evening  was  coming  on,  and  both  fleets  were 
drawing  into  the  harbour's  mouth  ;  and,  as  the 
flood-tide  would  soon  set  in  strongly,  it  became 
a  matter  of  absolute  necessity  for  the  English 
squadron  tp  make  sail  and  get  a  good  offing 
before  dark.     At  the  time,  when  it  was  already 
dusk,  and  the  numerous  fishing-boats  were  run- 
ning in  unnoticed  between  the  two  threatening 
fleets,  orders  were  given  to  make  sail,  and  the 
carpenter  ordered  to  rig  the  gratings  at  the  same 
time.     The  Commodore,  not  knowing  how  to 
contain  his  wrath,  chose  to  work  the  ship  him- 
self.   Never  was  the  duty  performed  more  in- 
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stantancously,  never  more  accurately.  But  Sir 
Octavius  saw  in  everything  disobedience  of 
orders,  mutiny,  and  rebellion.  No  sooner  were 
the  weather-braces  hauled  taut,  and  the  ropes 
coiled  down,  than  he  put  three  of  his  lieu- 
tenants and  his  master  under  arrest,  broke  half- 
a-dozen  of  his  petty  officers,  and  then  sending 
for  his  boatswain,  went  into  his  cabin,  and 
flogged  two  of  his  midshipmen. 

From  thence,  he  repaired  to  the  gangway 
and  flogged  every  man  on  the  black  list,  and 
every  man  against  whom  a  fault  could  be  ima- 
gined. Am  I  relating  an  extravagant  fiction  ? 
Am  I  even  drawing  an  overcharged  picture  ? 
Alas !  for  poor  human  nature  I  Go  read  the 
records  of  the  times.  What  my  hero  did  under 
the  worst  of  exasperations,  in  comparative  mo- 
deration, other  gallant  officers  have  done  in 
sport  and  mockery ;  for  who  does  not  know, 
that  is  at  all  acquainted  with  naval  matters,  of 
the  boast  of  a  gallant  captain,  who^  when  he 
went  on  shore,  used  to  say  that  he  had  left  his 
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dilp^s  eompanj  the  happiest  set  of  men  alive, 
for  be  had  just  flogged  one  half  of  them,  (hun- 
dreds of  men,)  and  they  were  happy  it  was 
over^  and  the  other  half  were  equally  happy 
that  they  were  not  to  catch  it  till  next  day. 
If,  notwithstanding  the  dictates  of  morality,  the 
denunciations  of  religion,  and  the  march  of  re- 
finement, there  be  a  process  by  which  men  are 
to  be  made  Caligulas,  Caligulas  will  surely  be 
made.  Alas,  for  dreadful  human  nature!  Now, 
however,  we  may  thank  God  that  this  machinery, 
working  unto  evil,  of  which  arbitrary  power  was 
the  momentum,  exists  no  longer  in  the  navy. 

But  our  dear  old  hero  did  not  act  tiius 
passionately  and  thus  cruelly  with  impunity. 
He  had  certain  dreadful  twinges  of  conscience, 
combined  with  other  checks  still  more  annoying. 
His  nephew,  silly  boy  that  he  was,  from  time 
to  time,  cast  upon  him  all  manner  of  looks, 
from  pity  up  to  indignation ;  the  very  worst 
method  that  the  young  and  high-spirited 
moralist  could  have  adopted.     Even  whilst  the 
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CoDiniodore  was  inflicting  the  laali  upon  his 
men,  some  one  whispered  distinctly  into  his  ear, 
"  Coward  and  tyrant  !*  but  when  he  looked 
round  every  one  seemed  occupied  by  the  un- 
pleasant  duty  then  going  on,  though  young 
Astell  stood  most  suspiciously  near  to  his  in- 
furiated uncle. 

The  last  man  had  been  flogged,  and  the 
hands  piped  down,  but  the  wrath  of  Sir  Oc- 
tavius  neither  pipe  nor  tabor  could  allay,  and 
his  one  eye  scowled  fearfully  around  for  other 
objects  to  make  as  miserable  as  himself;  and 
now,  for  the  first  time,  his  bosom  burned  to  fix 
a  quarrel  openly  on  his  nephew ;  he  had  read 
his  looks,  and  gave  him  full  credit  for  the  ac- 
cusing whisper.  There  was  the  victim  close  to 
him,  but,  as  yet,  there  were  no  sticks  with  which 
to  make  the  sacrificial  fire.  For  a  few  fatal 
moments  he  forgot  that  he  had  a  sister. 

I  am  sure  that  God  generally  punishes  us 
most  by  granting  us  our  wicked  wishes,  and  that 
the  devil  has  always  a  large  assortment  of  our 
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favourite  sins  at  hand,  all  ticketed«  with  nice 
new  naaiM,  to  clap  into  our  fists  the  moment 
that  we  ask  for  them.  Do  we  want  revei^  P 
there  it  is  for  us-^only  ask  and  have,  called 
justicey-r-hate,  contempt  of  wickedness,  &c.  &c. 

'^  Oh  !  that  I  had  a  specious  opportunity  of 
Tenting  my  wrath  on  that  proud  jroung  con- 
temner of  my  weakness,'^  thought  Sir  Oliver. 

**  My  dear,  dispassionate,  kind-hearted  sir," 
said  Beelaebttb,  *'do  not  call  things  by  their 
wrong  names.  Wrath,  indeed  !  you  only  want 
io  vindicate  your  legal  authority ;  permit  me  to 
hand  you  over  the  opportunity.  Don't  you  re- 
member, that,  about  a  couple  of  nights  since, 
the  worthy  chaplain  hinted  to  you  that  Mr. 
AatdPs  hammock-man  was  drunk,  and  that. the 
young  gentleman,  who  must  have  known  it, 
never  reported  hinL*^ 

Now,  the  Commodore  didn't  know  that  the 
devil  was  doing  all  this,  but  he  thought  that  he 
was  acting  on  the  suggestions  of  his  own  good 
sense;    so  be  stopped,  started,  and  cried, — 
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**  Hah  !^  quite  terrifically,  "  come  here,  Mr. 
Astell, — come  here,  sir.  Do  you  know  that  I 
would  as  soon  flog  you,  sir,  if  you  deserved  it, 
as  I  just  have  Mn  Thompson  and  Mr.  John- 
son, notwithstanding  your  lady  mother  and 
your  sanctified  looks  ?^ 

*^  I  hope  not,  sir ;  I  trust  that  you  would 
not  think  that  I  deserved  it,  and  if  you  did 
think  that  I  did,  that  you  would  not  do  it." 

•*  I  would,  by  G^ — d !  and  now,  sir,  mark 
you  me  ! — speak  the  truth." 

**  We  do  not  lie,  Sir  Octavius,  in  our 
family." 

<*  Was,  or  was  not,  John  Sunninghill,  your 
hammock-man,  drunk  on  the  evening  before 
last  P'* 

**  He  was  drunk.  Sir  Octavius." 

"  And  you  screened  him,  sir?" 
'    ^  Pardon  me,  sir;  I  did  not  screen  him,  I 
only  did  not  report  him.^ 

"  And  why,  sir— answer,  why  ?" 

"  Truly  and  frankly.  Sir  Octavius  r 
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i^  Aye,  aiv,  truly  and  frankly  ;  do  you  thkik 
I  fear  truth  and  frankneas  P^ 

^*  Because  he  is-  the  son  of  one  of  my  mother's 
tenantsy  and  followed  me  to  sea  through  affec- 
tkm — ^because  I  promised,  solemnly  promised, 
his  mother  and  mine  to  be  kind  to  him — and, 
because  I  knew  that  the  punishment  would  far 
exceed  the  offence.*^ 

**  You  did,  aye?  Do  you  not  know  that 
yott  yourself  have  committed  an  offence-*-a  very 
^reat  offence — in  not  reporting  drunkenness  ?" 

**  If  you  think  so,  sir,  I  am  ready,  willingly, 
to  undergo  a  suitable  punishment  for  it ;  that' 
iSii  such  a  one  as  a  gentleman  should  inflict 
upon  a  gentleman.     I  thought " 

*'  I  think  and  I  thought !  what  the  devil  do 
you  mean  ?  Pray,  sir,  who  gave  you  leave  to 
think  r 

This  was  formerly  a  favourite  expression 
from  a  superior  to  an  inferior  officer. 

**  The  great  God  that  gave  you  leave  to 
breathe.'' 
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"  Dare  you  tell  roe  this  to  my  face  ? — iDiiolent 

ptippy  r 

**  Uncle,  this  violence •" 

**  Uncle  me  no  uncles  —  there's  no  such 
word  in  the  articles  of  war.  Under  that  br6ad 
pennantf  sir,  there^s  no  other  relation  between 
us  than  that  which  demands  of  you  the  ex*' 
tremest  subordination.  It  would  serve  yoa 
right  if  I  flogged  you  as  I  have  just  done  your 
messmates." 

Now  I  am  not  sure  whether  the  devil  did 
not  serve  the  nephew  the  same  trick  that  he 
had  served  the  uncle ;  for  no  sooner  had  young 
Astell  said  to  himself,  **  If  it  were  not  foc^shly 
tempting  a  wild  man^s  anger,  and  a  fbrgetting 
a  respect  that  ought  always  to  .be  paid  to 
authority -" 

*'  What  do  you  mean,"  said  the  satanic  de- 
ceiver, ^*  by  calling  things  by  wrong  names  ?  It 
is  aU  a  proper  pride^  and  a  noble  fpirit^«i-just 
dare  him  to  flog  yon.** 

*^  You  wbuld  tever  flog  nmj^  said  the  boy, 
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toanng  up  his  head,  proudly ;  ^^  because,  sir, 
the  attempt  would  disgrace  you,  and  disgrace 
me;  and  because  that  attempt  you  dare  not 
make.'' 

"  Dam't  I— by  the  living  G— d  1  Then  by 
tiMtt  aacred  name^  I  swear,  if  you  and  I  are  per- 
miiled  to  breathe  another  hour,  I  will  flog  you 
evtB  i€  you  were  twenty  times  my  nephew,-?- 
twenty,  a  hundred  times,  my  son.  Down  to 
your  berth,  sir;  the  oath  is  recorded— you  are 
a  priaoner  until  the  punishment  is  inflicted  ; 
another  word  and  the  manacles  shall  be  on  your 
Itanda" 

The  poor  Augustus  went  below  almost  ati^ 
pified.  He  had  heard  his  death-warrant — now 
be  pretended  to  no  fortitude,  he  despaired,  and 
he  confessed  it.  He  could  not  even  act  the 
CbriatiaB ;  he  could  not  forgive  his  uncle.  But 
there  was  dreadful  calmness  in  his  despair ;  bis 
metsmates  offered  him  spirits  and  water,  but  he 
would  take  nothing.  He  merely  asked  for  a  s^eet 
of  paper,  oa  which  he  wrote  these  few  wpfda. 
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<<  MOTHEB, 

^^When  you  see  this,  go  and  demand  from 
your  brother  your  murdered  son.  I  am  pray* 
ing  to  God  to  bless  you. 

"Augustus  Astell." 

He  then  wept  so  passionately,  that  the 
writing  on  the  paper,  had  it  not  been  removed 
from  before  him,  would  have  been  totally  oblite> 
rated.  Then  there  came  a  rumour  into  the 
berth  that  the  master-at-arms  was  coming  for 
him,  and  then  he  dried  up  his  tears  hastily,  and 
sealed  the  letter.  He  then  turned  to  one  of  his 
messmates  and  said^  *^  Danvers,  the  tyrant  shall 
never  flog  me.  I  will  try  him  to  the  last  mo- 
ment If  anything  should  happen  to  me,  convey 
with  your  own  hand  this  letter  to  Lady  Astell ; 
you  may  tell  her  that  I  never  disgraced  her ;  and 
now,  in  the  will  of  God  be  the  issue.^  He  then 
shook  hands  with  all  of  them,  bidding  them 
tenderly  farewell,  and  followed  the  master-at* 
arms  into  the  presence  of  his  commander  into 
the  cabin. 
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The  Commodore's  countenance  was  more 
darkly  stem  than  before ;  two  or  three  of  the 
oflkert  were  with  him,  and  the  chaplain  also. 
The  boatswain  stood  ready  with  the  cat,  and 
the  charter-master  with  the  seizings.  The 
officers  bad  been  interceding,  but  injudiciously, 
with  him;  and  when  nephew  and  uncle  met 
laee  to  face,  the  latter  only  said,  with  a  hoarse 
¥oice,**  Strip.*' 

I  could  not  write,  for  very  tears,  the  pathetic 
pleadings  of  the  poor  boy  to  his  uncle ;  all  his 
pride  had  given  way ;  he  offered  every  atone^ 
ment,  every  humiliation,  even  to  the  going  down 
on  his  knees  and  asking  pardon  for  his  coiw 
tumacy ;  but  the  Commodore  only  gnashed  out 
from  between  his  teeth,  ^'  My  oath,  my  oath.^^ 
'  Every  one  in  the  cabin  was  weeping  but  the 
relatives;  even  th^  gruff  old  boatswain,  who 
had  not  shed  a  tear  since  the  last  of  his  little 
ones  bad  died,  and  those  tears  grudgingly,  was 
dashing   his  right  hand  across  his  eyes,  and 
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meditating  in  his  mind  something  but  little 
short  of  mutiny. 

Where  then  was  Mr.  Underdown,  that  good 
man,  that  beneficent  genius  to  this  devoted 
family,  that  mild  mentor,  that  held  in  his  hands 
the  heartstrings  of  the  too  often  brutal  Com- 
modore— where  was  he  ?  Strange,  but  doubtless 
wise  dispensation.  He  was  sitting,  pale,  but 
with  fast  returning  health,  in  subdued  but  rapt 
contemplation  of  the  dignified  beauty  of  the 
mother  of  the  child  that  was  crouching  before 
her  brother,  and  rallying  all  his  energies  to  the 
commission  of  a  dreadful  crime-— a  crime  the 
more  horrid,  as  it  is  against  the  fountain  of 
nature,  and  the  only  one  in  the  long  and  dire 
catalogue  of  mortal  sins  that  gives  the  sinner 
no  time  for  repentance,  no  pause  to  utter  the 
pleadings  for  mercy.  Yes,  at  that  very  moment 
Lady  Astcll  was  sitting  in  her  splendid  drawing- 
room,  in  gentle  converse  with  her  former  humble 
lover,  now  her  fast  friend,  and  they  were  talking 
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of  bioH-lier  aoo — ^her  only  theme.  The  violence 
of  her  grief  at  the  loss  of  her  relatives  had  sub- 
sided, and,  with  all  a  mother's  pride,  she  was 
glorying  that  the  earldom  of  Osmondale  had 
found  so  noble  a  representative;  and  that  earl — 
mockery  of  mockeries — was  about  to  be  lashed 
like  a  felon,  exposed,  degraded  upon  the  gun. 
Could  the  mother  have  seen. this,  she  would 
have  died  upon  the  spot. 

We  must  go  on  with  the  repellent  scene  in 
the  fore>cabin  of  the  Terrific.  Poor  Augustus, 
when  he  found  that  violent  hands  were  to  be 
laid  upon  his  person,  drew  himself  suddenly 
up,  and  his  whole  countenance  became  pale  as 
his  forehead,  and  whiter  than  the  purest  marble 
was  the  whiteness  of  that  high  and  expansive 
forehead.  The  youth  had  enshrined  despair 
upon  it;  he  had  thrown  aside  the  suppliant, 
and  become  the  martyr. 

**  Uncle  I"  said  he,  in  a  very  low  but  in  a 
most  distinct  tone  of  voice,  '^  you  have  recorded 
your  oath.     I  have  also  made  my  resolution. 
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But,  before  you  inflict  an  irredeemable  diagrace 
upon  the  representative  of  two  noble  houses — '*^ 

**  No  disgrace,  young  mutineer.^ 

'*  Uncle,  you  are  doubly  disgraced  in  saying 
so.  Aye — hear  me ;  for  it  may  be  the  last  time, 
and  this  the  last  request  that  I  may  ever  deign 
to  make  of  you.  Only,  I  conjure  you,  l^efore  I 
am  seized  up,  by  the  solemn  promise  that  you 
have  made  my  mother,  to  permit  roe  to  say  a 
few  words  to  you  in  private  in  the  after-cabin. 
Surely  this  is  not  granting  too  much  for  the 
playfellow  of  your  daughter." 

"  'Tis  no  use,  Gus — Augus — Mr.  Astell,  I 
mean.  I  will  hear  you  ;  but  I  must  flog  you, 
by  G — d."  And  here  I  must  say,  in  justice  to 
him,  that  the  wicked  old  man  trembled  all  over, 
and  looked  round  piteously  upon  all  those 
ussembled  in  the  cabin.  They  were  good,  and 
feeling,  and  brave,  but  dull  men;  had  any 
one  of  them  then  forcibly  plucked  the  victim 
from  the  fangs  of  his  destroyer,  the  old  Com- 
•modore  would   have   bleased  the  humane  act 
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1^  mutiny,    and  ever    after   loved    the   mii- 
tineer. 

At  the  close  of  Sir  Octavius's  short  speech, 
the  chaplain  ran,  and  obsequiously  flung  open 
the  door  of  the  after-cabin.  Ennobled  as  it 
were  by  some  heroic  purpose,  the  pallid  youth 
took  precedence  of  his  commander,  and  lordlily 
stalked  into  the  cabin  before  him.  The  Com« 
modore  fcdiowed  him  in  silence,  and,  we  must 
say»  in  dismay.  When  they  were  alone  together, 
Augustus  calmly  closed  the  door  after  them ; 
he  then  faced  his  uncle  emphatically,  and  quietly 
said,  ^^  Uncle,  do  you  believe  in  the  super^ 
intendence  of  a  divine  Providence  ?** 

*^  Why  this  to  me,  boy  ?  Come,  your  request. 
There  are  those  rascally  Frenchmen  hauling 
round  the  point;  by  all  my  forefathers^  they 
are  within  half-gun  shot.  Your  request,  your 
request;  no  prating  about  Providence/' 
.  We  inust  now  shortly  recur  to  the  position 
of  the  two  squadrons.  The  French  were  creep- 
ing along  shore,  upon  which  the  wind  was 
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blowing,  but  from  a  quarter  that  pennitte<l 
them  to  lay  their  course  with  at  least  a  couple 
of  points  to  spare.  The  English  squadron  bad 
been  sailing  upon  a  parallel  line  until  they  botli 
approached  Fort  Pelee,  when  the  Commodore 
was  forced  to  haul  a  little  off  the  shore — at  least 
the  other  ships;  but,  with  an  unconquerable 
hankering  after  a  slap  at  them,  he  had  caused 
the  Terrific  to  be  kept  much  to  leeward  of  the 
rest  of  the  ships.  Thus,  when  about  to  round  the 
point  to  enter  the  roadstead  of  Cherbourg,  the  ' 
French  being  obliged  to  haul  their  wind  a  little, 
they  necessarily  forged  a-head  towards  the  old 
Commodore's  ship;  and  then,  when  each  French- 
man had  weathered  the  shoal  water,  and  was 
rounding  off  again  to  sail  large  into  the  harbour, 
lie  gave  the  Terrific  his  fire  in  succession,  not 
in  broadsides,  but,  with  the  utmost  deliberation^ 
gun  by  gun.  No  sooner  had  the  first  shot  been 
fired,  which  rattled  sufficiently  close  t6  the 
cabin  windows,  than  the  old  gentleman,  opening 
the  door  of  the  after-cabin,  said  quietly  to  the 


fim  lieufenant,  who  was  io  the  fbre-cabin  wtit- 
ing-fer  orderS}  ^'  Mr.  AIsop,  set  all  sail  that  tiic 
craft  wiU  bear,  and  keep  a  continual  fire  ufion 
the  enemy.  Let  the  discbarges  be  as  rapid  as 
powlbley  so  as  to  cover  us  with  our  smoke. 
9end  the  rery  best  men  to  the  wheel,  and  keep 
her  fell  and  by.'' 

Having  thus  given  his  orders,  he  retired  to 
the  after-cabin  with  the  most  perfect  coolness, 
and  from  thence  into  the  stem-gallery,  from 
whence,  the  Terrific^s  head  being  still  more, 
hauled  <^  shore,  he  had  an  excellent  and  a  most, 
irritating  view  of  the  escaping  squadron. 

This  little  brouillerie  made  noise  enough 
while  it  lasted,  which  was  not  more  than  ten 
minutes,  during  which  time  the  angry  old  man 
kept  pacing  his  stern- walk,  and  shaping  his  mind 
into  feelings  still  more  angry  and  vindictive; 
now  giving  one  oath  to  the  tricolors,  as  they 
disappeared  behind  Fort  Pel^e,  and  now  another 
to  what  he  was  pleased  to  call  bis  mutinous  aod 
rebellious  nephew^  who  was  seated  alone  in  the 
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after-cabin.  in  which  there  were  do  guns.  The 
man  of  wrath  eyed  first  one,  and  then  the  other, 
with  a  most  malignant  expression. 

Poor  Augustus,  with  his  arm  upon  the  table 
and  his  head  reclining  on  his  hand,  sat  in  a 
mournful  abstraction.  He  heard  not,  or  at 
least  regarded  not,  the  roar  of  the  artillery, 
and  when  a  shot  from  one  of  the  enemy's  ships 
passed  through  the  cabin,  crashing  the  sbip'^s 
sides,  he  neither  noticed  it  by  any  exclamation 
nor  altered  his  position.  This  useless  firing 
soon  ceased  on  both  sides.  The  first  lieutenant 
came  and.  reported  this  to  the  Commodore, 
which  he  knew  well  enough.  He  received  the 
orders  to  secure  the  guns,  and  beat  the  retreat* 
After  this«  the  uncle  again  approached  his  ne- 
phew, who  stood  up  to  receive  him  as  he  stepped 
in  from  his  stern- walk.  The  Commodore's 
countenance  was  darker,  more  demoniac  than 
ever.  He  began  addressing  Augustus  by  swear- 
ing a  terrible  oath,  which  was  interrupted  by 
Mr.  Alsop  again  appearing,  and  annouDcing  that 
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the  guns  were  -secured,  and  that  the  ship  was' 
w^  off  from  the  land. 

'^And  pray,  sir,  what  damage  have  these 
cowardly,  skulking  French  reprobates  done 
us?^ 

**  HuUed  us  three  times,  Sir  Octavius,  shot 
airay  the  main-spring  stay,  and  damaged  the 
niBuing  rigging  a  little.^ 

**  Wounded  any  spars  ?" 

"  None,  Sir  Octavius." 

••Thank  Grod  !  There  is  an  especial  Provi- 
dence that  watches  over  the  interests  of  religion 
and  loyalty.  These  regicide  French  can  do 
nothing  against  his  Britannic  Majesty,  God 
Uess  him  T 

**  But,  Sir  Octavius,  I  am  sorry  to  acquaint 
you,  that  one  man  is  killed  outright,  and  five 
wounded  grievously." 

"  Mere  casualties  of  war — the  spars  are  safe.** 

"  May  we  pipe  to  grog.  Sir  Octavius  ?" 

"  No^  sir,  not  until  I  have  settled  my  little 
or  with  that  young,  sulky  scoundrel,^  meaii^ 
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ing,  by  these  polite  epithets,  his  nephew,  who 
made  the  third  person  in  the  after-cabin.  The 
first  lieutenant  stood  for  some  moments  motion- 
less, yet  anxious  as  to  what  next  might  ensue, 
whilst  the  Commodore  paced  athwart  and  ath^ 
wart,  now  his  weather-beaten  face  as  pale  as  it 
could  be  with  concentrated  passion,  now  all  his 
ferocity  on  the  verge  of  breaking  out  into  ma- 
niac rage.     At  length,  he  broke  forth  thus : 

**  Mark  you  me,  Mr.  Alsop,  mark  yon  me. 
We  have  done  our  duty,  sir;  and  yet,  after 
chasing  them  half  round  the  world,  those  ras* 
cally  French  atheists  are  safely  moored  in 
their  stinking  pool  of  a  harbour.  May  they 
and  their  ships  rot  there  I  But  there  they  are 
safe,  and  with  at  least  twenty  of  our  merchant- 


men.'* 


n 


Forty-five,  Sir  Octavius  ;  forty-five  I  count- 
ed myself,  rir.** 

^^  Well,  sir,  and  suppose  you  did ;  d—41  it, 
mr,  do  you  call  this  subordination,  contradicting 
the  commander-in-chief  ?    Wdl^  sir,  say  there 
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wm^  thirty,  yet  we  have  done  our  duty. 
Soi  SUV  these  twenty  or  thirty — I  suppod^ 
thill  the. master  has  put  down  the  lesser  and 
the  oiore  pi)obable  number  in  the  log-^I  re* 
peat,  sir,  these  twenty  merchant-ships  will,  just 
noW|  be.  a  great  loss  to  the  country.  Yet  we 
hai^  I  say,  done  our  duty.** 
.  ^  No  doubt  on't.  Sir  OcUvius." 

^  Yet  his  Majesty,  God  bless  him  !  and  the 
Admiralty,  may  they  be  d  d  I  and  the 
ooiratry-^the  tag-rag,  fob  I — no,  none  of  them 
dare  say  I  have  not  done  my  duty." 

''  UndoubtaUe,  Sir  Octavius." 

^  la  it  so,  Mr.  AlsopP  And  mark  you  me^ 
FU  stfll  do  it,  sir.  I  will  flog  this  young  gen? 
tteman.^ 

**  Sir-r-r,''  said  the  astounded  fir8i-lieutenaAt> 
falHttg  back  two  paces. 

"  You  hear  it,  sir ;  I  will  flog  him.  Let  the 
boatswain,  and  the  quarter-master,  and  the 
sfisings  be  in  the  fore-cabin  directly.  Is  not 
dial  order  plain  ?*" 
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'*  Sir  Octavius,  if  I  might  most  humbly,  and 
most  deferentially,  and  most  circumambiently,'* 
—the  poor  shocked  first  lieutenant  wished  for 
doquence,  and  so  he  chose  the  longest  word  of 
which  he  knew  not  the  meaning — ^'most  cir- 
cumambiently  mention,  that  shots  have  been 
fired  in  anger — several  broadsides  of  shot,  Sir 
Octavius;  life  has  been  taken,  and  blood  spilled ; 
in  fact,  Sir  Octavius,  we  have  been  in  action ; 
and  ever  since  I  have  been  in  his  Majesty'^s 
navy,  which,  man  and  boy,  has  been  about — ^let 
me  see — '* 

«  Silence,  sir  T* 

**  I  was  only  going  to  observe.  Sir  Octavius, 
that,  after  a  shot  fired  in  anger,  punishment — ** 

"Obey  r  roared  out  the  Commodore,  dash- 
ing his  iron -loaded  arm  violently  on  the  table. 
Mr.  Alsop  made  a  hasty  retreat,  and,  when 
fairly  outside  the  door  of  the  after-cabin,  swore 
an  oath  so  terrible,  in  which  the  word  tyrant 
bore  a  prominent  part,  that  the  chaplain  said  it 
made  his  very  hair  stand  on  end.    It  must. 
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ibcirefiovc^    have   been  a  very  bad    ooe-    in- 
deecL 

That  there  ii  a  savage  delight,  a  diabolical 
jdeasure,  io  giviog  waj  to  the  wild  career  of 
anger,  those  of  the  irascible  temperament  too 
well  know ;  it  is  like  the  triumph  of  riding  a 
wild  horse  through  a  wilder  storm ;  a  feeling  of 
the  enjoyment  of  a  terrible  power — a  feeling, 
guilty,  despicable,  but  still,  to  the  tyrannical, 
a  sensation  of  intense  delight;  followed,  it  is 
true,  except  in  the  very  maniac,  by  repentance 
always — often  by  the  bitterest  remorse  and 
agony.  To  this  hideous  excitement  the  old 
Ckimmodore  had  now  given  unbounded  sway; 
yes,  wrath  may  be  truly  said  to  be  the  hunger, 
the  &mine  of  the  wicked  soul-<-»it  will  have  its 
prey. 

*'  Mr.  Astell,  are  you  prepared  to  undergo 
the  punishment  that  your  mutinous  conduct 
has  brought  upon  you  ?^ 
.   ^*  Any  punishment,  sir,  even  unto  death,  thai 
ii^cts  no  dishonour/' 
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you 


Psha,  younker !  Ten  dozen  would  not  hurt 


"A  single  lash  would  destroy  my  living 
soul.*" 

**  We  shall  see,  we  shall  see,'' 

"  You  will  never  see  it." 

"  Come,  sir,  no  bravado.  The  hour  is  almost 
up ;  my  oath  is  unaccomplished.  You  called 
me  hei*e  to  make  one  request  in  private; 
speak."" 

What  was  said  by  the  nephew  to  the  uncle 
no  one  knew;  for  the  conversatioD,  that  had 
been  hitherto  carried  forward  in  a  loud  tone  of 
voice,  distinctly  audible  through  the  thin  bulk- 
head^ seemed  suddenly  to  have  ceased. 

In  the  meantime,  the  first-lieutenant,  the 
boatswain  with  his  cat,  and  the  quarter-masters 
with  their  seizings,  with  three  or  four  of  the 
officers,  were  assembled  in  the  fore-cabin,  to 
await  the  issue  of  the  quarrel  between  ibe  re- 
latives. 

*^  Brimstone  and  blue  blazes!"  said  Mr.  Alsop, 
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(hefiritkiff,  to  the  cbapltin.  ^'Farsoo,  why 
do  you  suffer  this  ?  You  can  lay  your  blubber 
lipsr  close  eoQttgb  to  old  Backysquirt'^B  ear  when 
you\e  gcyt  a  nasty  story  to  tell  him ;  but  now 
you  bavn^t  a  word  to  say  to  prevent  old  Iron-fist 
from  flof^Dg  his  own  flesh  and  blood." 
>  . .  *^  Hum  I  ah  !  I  must  not  interfere.  The 
.JQaronet  loveth  the  youth,  therefore  he  chasten- 
etb  Mm."  '^ 

^*  Liquid  lava  upon  such  love !    You  a  man 

qi  peace f  and  be  d d  to  you.     Fie  upon  you, 

lie  upon  you,  parson  T 

This  conversation  was  held  apart,  among  the 
offieera  only. 

**  I'm  calculating  as  how,"  said  the  boatswain, 
twisting  his  side-lock  respectfully  to  the  first- 
lieutenaBt,  ^Uhat  if  so  be  as  the  lash  once 
tDuehes— O  Lord  I  sir  I  it  will  break  his  heart; 
he  won't  live  an  hour  after  it." 

**  Why,  sir,  there^s  his  hammock-man,  as  has 
gotten  him  into  this  shindy,  roaring  like  a  bull 
wi  the  main-deck,  wanting  the  skipper  to  flog 
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him ;  he'll  jump  overboard,  if  so  much  as  a 
hand  is  laid  upon  Mr.  Astell."  This  information 
was  the  offering  of  one  of  the  quarter-masters. 

At  this,  forward  stepped  an  ^*  ancient  ma- 
riner,^ the  senior  quarter-master  of  the  ship, 
with  his  right  hand  full  of  the  spun  yarn  for  the 
seizings.  ^^  Mr.  Alsop,"  said  he,  in  the  most 
respectful  manner,  '^I  am  sixty  years  old  and 
odd,  and  the  back  of  an  old  man,  whose  face 
has  so  often  braved  the  enemy,  ought  not  to  be 
bared  to  the  cat ;  yet,  if  it  could  be  done,  sir, 
I  wish  you'd  let  Sir  Hoct-ive-us  know,  for 
every  lash  he  means  to  give  his  nevy  I'll  take 
a  round  dozen,  and  thank  ye ;  I  will,  by  Josh !" 
and,  in  the  energy  of  his  action,  he  flung  the 
seizings  out  of  the  port. 

*'  There  they  go,"  said  the  boatswain.  I 
wonder  whether  they'll  fetch  the  harbour, 
with  this  leading  wind  and  the  flood  tide :  a  pity 
they  shouldn't  have  a  consort.  Well,  there 
goes  the  michimite's  cat — ^red  baize,  fringe,  and 
all — to  keep  company.'*  And  he  jerked  the 
cat-o^-nine-tails  out  after  the  seizings. 
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••  What  are  you  about,  Mr.  Sorsbey  ?"  said 
the  first-lieutenaDt.     *^  I  can't  suffer  this.^ 
**Well,  they  may  break  me  for  it  if  they 

What  more  he  would  have  said  must  remain 
for  ever  unknown;  for,  at  this  moment,  a 
scuffling  was  heard  in  the  after-cabin,  then  a 
crash  of  the  breal^ing  of  glass,  and  a  loud  cry 
for  **  Help  P*  from  the  Commodore. 

^'The  younker  is  rubbing  out  the  number  of 
his  mess,^  said  the  boatswain. 

"  Sarve  him  right,"  muttered  more  than  one 
of  the  seamen. 

The  officers,  however,  immediately  rushed 
into  the  after-cabin,  and  found  the  table  over- 
turned, the  cabin-windows  broken,  but  the 
cabin  vacant.  They  Fieard,  however,  a  violent 
spluttering  and  splashing  about  the  rudder- 
cloth.  On  looking  over  the  ship's  stem,  there 
was  the  old  Commodore,  with  his  iron  hook 
entangled  with  the  rudder  chain,  his  head  nearly 
on  a  level  with  the  water,  which  every  moment 

VOL.    u  L 
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splashed  over  it^  taking  away  his  breath  at 
intervals ;  but,  when  he  could  speak,  he  called 
out  as  loudly  as  his  spitting  out  of  the  salt 
water  would  permit  him,  "Heave  to — lower 
the  boats — unhook  me  from  this  cursed  chain  : 
I  can  save  him  yet.  Poor  Gus !  Dear  Gus ! 
Strike  out,  for  your  mother^s — for  your  wretched 
old  uncle's  sake/* 

Mr.  Alsop  comprehended  the  transaction  in  a 
moment ;  he  flew  on  deck,  hove  the  ship  to,  and 
lowered  down  both  quarter-boats.  One  of  these 
immediately  took  the  Commodore  up,  and  they 
both  went  in  a  vain  search  after  the  Earl  of 
Osmondale.  Night  had  now  closed  in:  the 
Terrific  was  on  the  lee-shore  of  an  enemy,  and 
the  flood-tide  had  now  set  in  strong  towards  it. 
It  was,  therefore,  like  dallying  within  the  jaws 
of  death  to  remain  hove-to  in  the  present  po- 
sition. Little  time,  therefore,  could  be  afibrded 
to  search  for  the  unhappy  youth,  and  that  time 
was  almost  a  treason  to  the  safety  of  the  ship 
and  all  hands  on  board.    What  seemed  to  con- 
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finn  the  opinion  that  he  had  sunk  was,  that 
the  two  boats  fqund  themselves  amongst  a  fleet 
of  French  fishing-smacks,  which  were  never 
molested  by  the  British  cruisers;  and,  though 
many  of  them  were  hailed,  the  answer  was  uni- 
form, that  they  had  seen  nothing  like  a  human 
body,  dead  or  alive,  floating  about 

Even  the  distracted  old  uncle  began  to  per- 
ceive that  it  was  time  to  return,  the  more  espe- 
cially a»  lights  were  observed  to  begin  to  drop 
down  into  the  batteries ;  so,  with  a  deep  sigh 
from  every  man,  and  a  heart-broken  groan  from 
the  old  Commodore,  the  boats  turned  their  heads 
towards  the  ship,  and  left,  if  not  already  drown- 
ed,  the  young  Earl  of  Osraondale  to  perish. 

Drenched  to  the  skin  with  sea-water,  exani- 
mate, collapsed,  the  Commodore,  when  the  boat 
came  alongside,  was  forced  to  be  lifted  on  board. 
He  was  a  hideous  spectacle.  His  countenance 
pallid,  his  limbs  trembling,  the  black  patch 
washed  away  from  his  eyeless  socket,  he  tottered 
the  most  humbled,  the  most  abject  wretch  across 
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that  quarter-deck  from  whence  he  used  to  com- 
mand with  power  greater  than  that  of  an 
Eastern  despot.  Attended  by  the  chaplain  and 
the  surgeon,  he  entered  immediately  into  his 
cabin,  and  flung  himself  down  on  the  sofa. 
Prostrated  as  he  was,  both  in  mind  and  body, 
the  spirit  of  the  sailor  was  still  strong  enough 
upon  him  to  cause  him  to  send  for  his  first 
lieutenant.  In  a  mild  voice,  and  with  accents 
almost  broken,  he  said  to  him,  ^^  Be  so  kind^ 
Mr.  Alsop,  as  do  all  that  is  necessary  to  make 
a  good  offing.  At  daylight  to-morrow  make 
the  signal  to  shape  a  course  for  Spithead,  each 
ship  to  make  the  best  way  she  can.  If,  by 
to-morrow,  I  should  be  dead  or  raving  mad, 
Mr.  Alsop,  you  had  better  give  yourself  an  act- 
ing order,  as  captain.  As  the  squadron  will  be 
dispersed  you  will  have  then  no  superior  officer 
over  you ;  the  short  promotion  may  be  of  ser- 
vice too  with  the  Admiralty.  Good  night  I  Be- 
member,  gentlemen,"  looking  at  the  surgeon  and 
chaplain,   <'  if  these  should  be  my  last  words. 
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I  assert  that  Mr  Alsop  is  a  gallant  officer,  a 
gentleinao,  and  a  good  and  a  humane  man.  I 
would  write  it,  sir,  but  I  cannot  hold  a  pen. 
Again,  good  night  i" 

Mr.  Alsop  left  the  cabin  to  superintend  the 
necessary  duty,  thunderstruck  with  the  miracle 
of  mildness  that  he  had  just  witnessed.  '^  Too 
good  to  last  long,"  he  muttered.  ^<  Wish  he 
bad  clapped  his  fist  to  the  certificate,  however. 
Acting  captain  of  the  Terrific  Good.*^  And 
then  with  increased  spirits,  he  began  to  execute 
the  orders  he  had  received. 

In  the  cabin,  nothing  could  persuade  the 
Commodore  to  take  any  precautions  as  to  his 
health.  When  the  surgeon  remonstrated  with 
him  as  to  the  consequences  of  remaining  in  his 
wet  clothes,  he  only  shuddered,  and  sternly 
said}  **Do  you  think,  sir,  that  my  nephew  is 
dry  ? — Poor  Augustus  ^ 

At  length,  he  desired  to  be  left  alone ;  and, 
as  he  refused  all  assistance,  either  to  his  body 
or  his  mind,  the  curators  of  both  left  him  to 
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the  solitude  of  the  bitterest  remorse  that  could 
harrow  up  the  heart  of  a  human  being.  Per- 
haps it  was  the  best  thing,  after  all,  that  the 
old  gentleman  could  have  done,  the  passing 
of  the  night  in  his  wet  clothes,  for  the  next 
morning  it  brought  on  an  aggravated  fit  of  the 
gout,  accompanied  by  a  violent  access  of  lum- 
bago, and  an  intensely  acute  attack  of  rheu- 
matism in  all  his  limbs,  excepting  the  right 
foot  and  his  iron  hand,  the  former  being  occu- 
pied by  the  gout,  and  the  latter  being  do  fur- 
ther injured  than  by  being  a  little  rusted. 
Being  now  one  mass  of  physical  pain»  he  had 
less  time  to  attend  to  the  tortures  of  the  mind. 
The  next  morning  he  was,  as  he  deserved  to  be^ 
a  pitiable  object;  but  as  he  was  neither  quite 
dead,  nor  quite  mad,  the  amiable  first  lieutenant 
was  forced  to  wait  a  little  longer  for  his  self- 
giv^i  acting  order. 

Among  the  whole  ship's  company  there  was, 
the  next  morning,  a  universal  feeling  of  indig- 
natioQ.     The  most  injurious  reports  became 
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current  against  the  Commodore.  It  was  more 
than  rumoured  that  he  had  stunned  or  stabbed 
his  nephew  with  his  iron  spike,  and  flung  him 
overboard  aflterward.  Augustus"  hammock-man 
no  longer  hdd  up  his  head,  but  took  to  his  own 
hammock.  But  all  this  fermentation  among 
the  crew  was  nothing  to  the  ebullition  that  was 
going  on,  without  ceasing,  in  the  midshipmen^s 
berth.  This  sorrowful  occasion  added  more 
tropes  and  ▼arieties  of  figures  of  speech  to  the 
ekx]uenoeof  vituperation  than  ever  Demosthenes 
or  Cicero  invented  when  they  poured  forth  their 
indignation  against  tyrants  and  public  pecula- 
tora.  They  damned  the  old  Commodore  most 
potently,  and  with  all  the  unction  of  a  pole- 
mical doctor  of  divinity,  they  cursed  him  per- 
pendicularly, from  the  crown  of  his  bald  head 
to  the  tip  of  his  gout-tortured  toe,  and  then 
transversely  from  the  end  middlo-fiuger  of  the 
right-hand,  right  through  his  breast,  including 
heart,  lungs,  and  liver,  unto  the  extreme  point 
of  his  iron  fin  at  the  termination  of  his  left  arm. 
He  was  thoroughly  cursed. 
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The  two  midshipmen  who  had  been  flogged 
said  glorious,  very  glorious  things  upon  suicide, 
and,  as  they  rubbed  the  afflicted  parts,  declared 
that  no  gentleman  ought  to  be  publicly  whip- 
ped and  live ;  and  then  they  both  vehemently 
declared  that  they  would  follow  young  Astell's 
splendid  example,  and  jump  overboard,  and 
afterwards  sat  as  still  and  as  quiet  as  the  painful 
nature  of  the  recent  operation  they  had  under* 
gone  would  permit. 

We  must  now  return  to  the  Commodore, 
who,  the  following  morning,  as  eagerly  solicited 
as  the  night  before  he  had  sternly  repelled  all 
medical  assistance.  We  will  not  say  much 
of  the  night  of  agony  that  he  had  passed.  It 
was  as^  if  his  soul  had  been  tossed  to  and  fro 
in  a  boisterous  sea  of  fire.  His  body  now  was 
quivering  with  pain  through  every  fibre.  He 
was  no  longer  the  mild  Commodore.  Wrapped 
up  in  flannels,  and  with  a  red  woollen  night- 
cap on  his  head,  and  heaving  upon  his  sofa,  a 
little  after  noon  he  sent  for  his  principal  officers. 
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HrjQBceivcd  them  with  a  fierce  and  furious  ex- 
preHon  of .  ooantenance,  strangely  and  often 
lodieroutly  diTeraified  by  the  distortions  caused 
by  sudden  spasms  of  pain,  and  at  intervals  by 
the  dowacafit  look  of  shame  that  a  proud  man 
must  wear  when  he  is  concocting  a  lie.  His 
speech  ran  on,  somewhat  thus: 

'^Gentlemen, — O  this  infernal  gout! — gen- 
tlemen  indeed !  not  one  of  you  had  kindness 
enough,  or  sense  enough,  or  spirit  enough,  to 
beg  the  boy  off;  not  that  I  was  going  to  flog 
him — fire  and  fury ! — parson,  do  you  tliink  Vm 
like  yourself,  a  mass  of  blubber  with  no  nerves 
in  me  f — ^boom  off  your  bloated  carcass ;  not  a 
word  had  you  yesterday  to  say  for  Gus,  and 
be  d— d  to  you — all  alike.  I  am  a  wretched 
old  man,  but  that^s  neither  here  nor  there-*-so 
mark  ye  me,  gentlemen,  an  accident  has  hap* 
pened  to  Gus,-— poor,  noble  Augustus! — the 
strangest,  most  fatal  accident  in  the  world. 
Gentlemen,  I  was  angry  with  him, — how  justly 
angry^  all  know;    you  heard  him  dare  me  to 
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flog  him.     Yes,  poor  boy !  be  knew  be  was 
safe,— -as  if  I  were  going  to  flog  my  own  flesh 
and  blood,  my  son,  gentlemen,— you  know  he 
was  to  have  married  Becky,  Miss  Bacuissart  I 
mean.     Ob — ^h^b  ! — this  intolerable  lumbago, 
will  nobody  knock  me  on  the  head  at  once  ? — 
Poor  Becky,  poor  Becky  I — oh, — oh !  you  don't 
know,  gentlemen,  what  I  sufler.    Now,  Augus- 
tus has  a  mother  living,   you  all  know.  Lady 
Astell ;  we  must  not  be  brutes,  gentlemen,  and 
break  her  heart  at  once.    If  any  scoundrel  were 
to  go  and  bear  to  her  the  lie  that  her  dear,  her 
noble,  her  only  son  jumped  overboard— doctor, 
doctor,  I''m  suffocating  I    D — n  you,  sir,  is  this 
a  position  to  place  a  patient  like  me  in  ?— lift  me 
up — stand  aside,  gentlemen,— give  me  air,  give 
me  air.  It  won't  do— brandy !  a  glass  of  brandy  P 
*^  With  all  submission.  Sir  Octavius,  I  sup- 
plicate, as  regards  this  brandy — " 

^<  My  dear  doctor,  but  this  one  glass,  and 
then  I  will  obey  you  like  a  spuiiel.*' 
The  brandy  was  drunk,  and  the  Commodore 
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continued.  **  This  is  a  melancholy  business, 
g^tlemen,  and  Lady  Astell  is  a  fearful  woman. 
God  hdp  ui  all !  Now  mark  you  me,  this  is  just 
the  way  that  this  dreadful  accident  happened.  In 
our  private  interview  in  the  cabin,  I  admonished 
my  nephew,  and  I  think  I  brought  him  to  a 
sense  of  his  disrespectful  conduct ;  we  got,  at 
length,  into  a  very  friendly  discourse.  Oh ! 
these  spasms,  these  spasms !  What  do  you 
mean,  Mr.  Bronston,  by  those  mutinous  looks  ? 
—do  you  think  I  lie,  sir? — Well,  in  the  midst 
of  this,  those  infernal  king-killing,  Grod-iiating 
French  began  popping  at  us;  it  made  me  a  little 
angry,  I  must  confess,  and  something  Gus 
said  provoked  me  again.  When  it  was  all 
over,  I  was  a  little  angry,  and  talked  again 
about  flogging,  half  joke,  and  half  earnest,  when 
you  made  your  report  to  me,  did  I  not, 
Mr.  Astell?" 

^^  As  you  please.  Sir   Octavius,"    said  the 
conscientious  first  lieutenant 

"  'Tis  not  as  I  please,  sir, — 'tis  the  fact.  Well, 
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Augustus  and  I  were  again  left  alone,  and  after 
a  little  more  lecturing  on  my  part,  we  made  all 
right.  I  believe  wc  shook  hands — I  am  not  quite 
certain,  but  I  may  say  so;^ — ^and  now  the  old  man 
began  to  tremble  exceedingly,  and  to  speak  so 
rapidly,  as  hardly  to  be  intelligible.  ^^  Now  Au- 
gustus, said  I,  as  I  was  walking  the  stem-walk, 
looking  at  the  miserable  ball-practice  of  those 
beggarly  French,  I  think,  Gus,  they  have  put  a 
shot  in  under  the  lee-counter ;  if  they  have,  we 
must  plug  the  shot-hole  directly.  Jump»  Au- 
gustus^ into  the  quarter-gallery,  and  see  if  I'm 
right;  but  don't  overreach  yourself;  but  he  did, 
—he  did — he  did, — and  I  am  a  miserable  man 
—•I  caught  a  glance  of  his  beautiful  hair  one 
moment  in  the  wake  of  the  ship, — the  Lord  have 
mercy  on  his  soul,  and  on  mine  l*^ 

The  wretched  uncle  paused,  and  there  was  a 
dead  silence.  No  one  believed  him,  and  he 
saw  it.  At  that  moment  Augustus  Astell  was 
fully  avenged.  After  a  struggle  the  Commo- 
dore proceeded. 
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^*  Out  of  respect  for  the  memory  of  the  de- 
parted,  you  will  let  all  this,  geotlemeD^  be  made 
known;  and,"  turning  to  the  master,  whom, 
with  the  other  officers  ordered  to  their  cabins,  he 
has  released  the  night  before,  **  you  will  insert 
in  the  log,  that,  during  the  action  with  the 
Flinch  squadron,  Mr.  Asteli  accidentally  fell 
overboard  whilst  in  the  execution  of  a  perilous 
duty,  and  was  unfortunately  drowned.  Gen- 
tlemen, I  have  done.**" 

Having  finished  speaking,  the  Commodore 
sank  back  exhausted  upon  the  sofa,  and  turned 
his  face  away,  hiding  it  partly  in  the  pillow ; 
but  his  awe-struck  audience  did  not  disperse, — 
there  was  a  whispering  among  them,  and,  at 
length,  Mr.  Alsop  said,  ^^  Sir  Octavius,  it  is 
not  our  part  to  doubt  one  word  of  all  you  have 
been  so  good  as  to  tell  us  concerning  this  un- 
fortunate affair ;  but  we  shall  have  some  trouble 
to  make  the  account  generally  believed — inas- 
much—inasmuch  ^" 

The  Commodore,  without  lifting  up  his  head, 
waved  his  hand  impatiently  towards  the  door. 
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^^  Inasmuch — ^that  is  to  say,  or  I  should  say, 
on  account  of — ^because — just  before  Mr.  Astell 
jumped, — fell  overboard,  I  mean, — ^he  wrote  a 
short  letter  to  his  mother,  which  he  swore  his 
messmate,  Mr.  Danvers,  to  deliver  with  his  own 
hand." 

^^  And  he'll  keep  his  oath,"  grunted  out  the 
old  quarter-master. 

As  if  a  Promethean  flash  of  tenfold  life  had 
passed  through  the  frame  of  the  Commodore, 
he  started  on  his  legs,  and,  despite  his  gout, 
lumbago,  and  his  rheumatism,  never  stood 
more  firmly  upright  in  his  life. 

"  The  letter, — the  letter !"  he  roared  out  in 
a  voice  of  thunder. 

**  Mr.  Danvers  has  it.** 

**  Send  for  him  immediately — fly  !  why  is  he 
not  here  ?"* 

Mr.  Danvers  walked  into  the  cabin  as 
stealthily  and  as  suspiciously  as  the  fox  might 
have  been  supposed  to  do  had  he  been  compelled 
to  walk  into  the  den  of  the  lion  that  simulated 
sickness. 
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^  The  letter,  the  letter !  and  if  you  have 
broken  the  seal — **  bellowed  out,  with  extended 
handy  the  Commodore. 

<«What  letter,  Sir  Octavius?*'  said  Mr. 
Imiooenoe^  looking  down  modestly,  and  folding 
his  hands  demurely  before  him. 

'*  The  letter  Mr.  Astell  wrote  yesterday, 
simih  r 

**  O,  Sir  Octavius,  he  never  wrote  any  letter 
to  me ;  we  were  always  close  enough  together 
for  conversation.^ 

'^  Dare -you  trifle  with  me?— Mr.  Sorsbey, 
the  cat. — I  mean,  sir,  the  letter  that  Mr.  Astell 
wrote  to  his  mother.'' 

*'  I  donH  know  what  letter  you  allude  to.  Sir 
Octavius.* 

**  How  dare  you  to  lie,  sir,  on  an  occasion  so 
solemn  as  is  this  ? — ^to  lie  almost  over  the  dead 
body  of  your  messmate ; — the  letter,  sir,  im- 
mediately.*' 

**  O,  sir,  the  occasion,  as  you  say,  sir,  is  too 
awful  for  guUtff  lying ;  I  now  do  remember 
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something  about  a  note — Is  that  the  letter  that 
you  mean,  air  ?^* 

**  You  begin  to  remember,  do  you  ?  —  I 
mean  the  letter,  sir»  that  Mr.  Astell  gave  you 
for  his  mother,  just  before  he  accidentally  fell 
overboard.'* 

"  That  letter,— O,  that  letter.  Sir  Octavius. 
I  hope^  Mr,  with  all  submission,  that  you  do 
not  think  that  I  would  tell  a  lie  on  this  solemn 
occasion  any  more  than  yourself,  Sir  Octavius. 
That  letter  accidentally  feU  overboard  too. 
Sir. 

^*  Destruction  !  does  a  boy  like  this  dare  to 
mock  me  ?  Where  is  the  boatswain  ?  Mr. 
Sorsbey,  bring  the  cat  directly." 

*'*  You  may  flog  me,  Sir  Octavius,  if  you 
like ;  but  depend  upon  it  /  will  not  jump  over- 
board," said  the  little  mutineer,  quite  com- 
posedly. 

'^  If  you  please,  Sir  Hoctivehus,"  said  the 
boatswain,  with  a  scrape  of  the  footy  and  a  bow 
of  the  h^ad ;  ^^  if  you  please,  sir,  yesterday— in 


THS  OLB  commodoek:  29d' 

th^ihiaSf  and  eonfuscation  yesterdajr, — the 
michimite^s  cat  fell  overboard  by  accident* 

^^  Get  (he  tbiers  cat ! — ^no— gentlemen,  leave 
mc^all  but  Mr.  Alsop  and  Mr.  Danvers." 

The' Commodore  again  sank  almost  lifelessly 
upon  his  sofa.  Well  did  he  divine  of  what 
fathl  importance  that  letter  would  become  to 
him.  Suffering  as  he  did,  he  made  every  eflbrt 
to  reeover  it.  He  first  sent  for  the  master-at- 
arms  and  the  most  intelligent  of  the  ship's 
coifx>rafai  to  search  the  boxes  and  the  desks  of 
Mr.  Danvers,  and  then  every  chink  and  orifice 
in  the  midshipman's  berth,  not  permitting  the 
younker  to  leave  his  sight  during  the  process. 
When  this  proved  fruitless,  he  had  his  person 
thoroughly  overhauled,  and  vdth  no  better  suc- 
cess: Both  the  Commodore  and  the  first  lieu* 
tenant  then  did  all  they  could  by  cajolery,  to  get 
it  from  him,  but  he  pertinaciously  maintained 
that  hehad  it  not ;  and  the  only  confession  that 
they  could  extort  from  him  was,  that,  suspecting 
for  what  he  had  been  sent  for  into  his  cabin,  he 
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had,  as  he  came  up,  thrown  it  out  of  one  of  the 
lower-deck  ports*  With  this  the  wretched 
baronet  was  forced  to  appear  satisfied. 

The  next  day  he  anchored  with  his  weather- 
worn squadron  at  Spithead,  the  most  miserable 
man  upon  the  face  of  the  earth — though  he  was 
afloat,  we  will  not  correct  the  expression,  for, 
at  Spithead,  at  least,  there  is  earth  under  the 
waters,  whatever  waters  there  may  be  elsewhere 
under  the  earth. 

Is  not  the  whole  of  this  chapter  one  great 
moral  lesson  to  all  who  are  put  in  authority  ? 
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CHAPTER  VL 

^  You  hsre  not  tppareird  your  furj  well^ 
It  goes  too  grand  and  seems  an  acted  pageant." 

Xai%f«  ^  It  18  an  ornament 

Makes  it  more  terrible^  and  you  shall  find  it 
A  weighty  injury,  and  attended  on 
By  fitting  Tengeance." 

Devil's  Lawcase,  by  Webster. 

Whilst  the  Commcxlore,  a  prey  to  every  bitter 
feeling,  and  perfectly  afraid  to  show  his  face 
before  any  of  his  own  family,  was  endeavouring 
to  dispel  all  reflection  by  the  energy  witii  which 
he  was  refitting  his  squadron,  we  must  now  re- 
pair with  our  friend,  the  reader — for,  by  this 
time,  we  know  that  we  have  made  him  our  fast 
and  good  friend — with  him  then  we  must  repair 
to  Trestletree  Hall. 
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April  had  just  coinmenced  with  its  alternate 
smiles  and  tears,  and  the  long  twilight  was 
shedding  a  mist«  balmy  with  the  blossoms  of  the 
fruit-trees,  around  the  old  and  large  mansion. 
Though  not  cold  enough  to  require  it,  a  clear 
fire  enlivened  the  drawing-room,  and,  as  no 
one  seemed  to  think  it  necessary,  candles  had 
not  yet  been  ordered.  This  large  room  is  oc* 
cupied,  in  the  first  place,  by  the  stately  and 
still  very  beautiful  Lady  Astell,  and  Miss  Ma- 
tilda Bacuissart,  looking  very  lady-like,  very 
pretty,  and  extremely  delicate.  The  other 
female  was  Miss  Rebecca,  our  sad  old  Commo- 
dore's daughter,  behaving  with  a  great  deal  of 
propriety,  as  this  was  the  period  in  which  she 
benefited  much  by  the  control  and  the  example 
of  her  aunt  Astell.  The  fourth  person  was  a 
gentleman,  our  quiet  and  intelligent  friend,  Mr. 
Underdown,  whom  we  left  in  ill  health  at  Rio 
Janeiro^  but  wfao^  not  having  had  to  chase  a 
flying  squadron,  had  arrived  in  England  per- 
fectly recovered*  about  a  fortnight  before. 
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'  Lady  Astell  had  only  aniyed  Co  dmn^r,  fiill  of 
the  intelligeDce  of  the  anchoring  at  Spithead  of 
the  Commodore's  flying  squadron,  and  in  a  vio^ 
lent  trepidation  between  joy  and  fear,  expecting 
every  moment  to  hear  the  clattering  of  horses' 
boofs^  aifd  the  riot  of  chariot-wheels,  bearing 
her  brother  and  her  only  son  to  her  arms.  She 
had  travelled  post  with  Mr.  Underdown  to 
Trestlettve  Hall  to  meet  them. 

Five  months  had  now  elapsed  since  the  titles 
and  estates  of  her  husband's  family  had  de- 
volved upon  her  son  Augustus.  She  fondly 
hoped  to  be  the  first  person  to  communicate  to 
hhn  this  news,  the  first  to  hail  him  as  the  Earl 
of  Osmondale,  which  natural  wish  the  wilful 
Mist  Rebecca  had  most  wickedly  resolved  to 
defeat,  even  if  by  so  doing  she  were  trampled 
under  the  horses'  feet 

•  Altogether,  it  was  an  hour  of  great  excite- 
ments Every  one  was  restless,  and  hardly  rea- 
sonable, if  we  except  Mr.  Underdown,  who^ 
every  now  and  then,  they  all  thought  ill- 
naturedly,    and    for   him  most    ill-naturedly. 
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threw  in  very  unpalatable  doubts  as  to  the 
arrival  of  the  expected  uncle  and  his  nephew 
that  evening.  He  did  not  much  regard  Miss 
Matilda  when  she  said  that  he  was  unreason* 
able,  and  only  laughed  when  Rebecca  called 
him  cross,  and  threatened  to  purloin  his  book ; 
but,  upon  his  saying  with  a  studious  careless- 
ness, that  they  had  better  give  up  all  hopes  of 
the  truants  that  night,  Lady  Astell  threw  upon 
him  a  look  so  reproachful,  that  he  felt  it  to  the 
heart,  and  immediately  commenced  talking  of 
the  ft^te  that  had  been  long  in  preparation,  to 
welcome  the  young  lord  to  his  tenantry  and 
the  family  estates. 

They  were  soon  again  on  the  long-disputed 
point  as  to  whether  Augustus  should  be  drawn 
in  a  triumphal  car  through  his  park  by  twenty 
young  farmers,  who  had  requested  to  be  allowed 
thus  to  show  their  respect,  but  upon  the  pro- 
priety of  .which  exhibition  his  mother  had  some 
doubts,  as  savouring  too  much  of  vain  pageantry 
on  the  one  hand,  and  debasement  on  the  other. 
Miss  Rebecca  was  strongly  for  the  car  and  the 
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young  peasants,  as  she  secretly  promised  herself 
a  place  beside  him.  Matilda  was  also  of  her 
opinion,  whilst  Mr.  Underdown  allowed  the 
car,  but  disallowed  the  men  harnessed  to  it ; — 
he  leoommended  four  white  ponies,  and  as  many 
young  men  as  chose  to  walk  beside  them,  whilst 
his  mother  really  cared  little  about  how  he  en- 
tered his  future  home,  provided  only  that  he 
came. 

*^  I'm  sure  it  can't  be  any  debasement  to  the 
men,**  said  Rebecca,  tossing  back  her  cluster- 
ing ringlets  with  the  prettiest  little  disdain 
imaginable ;  <*  for  Gusty — I  should  say  the  Earl 
of  Osmondale — has  very  often  drawn  me  about 
in  the  garden-chair,  and  I  have  seen  the  Earl 
himself  make  a  back  for  half  an  hour  together, 
for  the  village  lads  at  fly*foot,  and  get  his  dear 
back  well  thumped  too  with  their  huge  brown 
fists,  as  they  went  striddle-straddle  over  him/' 

"  Striddle-straddle  !  my  dear  Becky,"  said 
the  gentle  Matilda ;  '*  I  think  the  word  is 
astride,  and  even  that  word  is  not  very  pretty 
on  the  lips  of  a  lady.** 
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^^  Fiddle-de-dee,  aunty  !  what  am  I  to  say 
when  I  see  a  parcel  of  young  men  open '^ 

^^  Turn  your  head  on  one  side  and  say  no- 
thing at  all — both  leap-frog  and  fly-foot  are 
very  vulgar  games — I  wonder  that  the  young 
scions  of  the  aristocracy  condescend  to  demean 
themselves  by  playing^t  it.  Don't  you  think, 
dear  Mr.  Underdown,  that  such  games  are  ex- 
cessively vulgar  ?" 

^^  Almost  as  vulgar  as  eating  and  drinking^^ 
said  the  gentleman,  with  a  quiet  smile. 

There,  I  told  you  so,^  said  Miss  Matilda; 

your  own  favourite  is  against  you/' 

Never,  never  !"  said  Rebecca,  jumping  up, 
and  giving  him  a  smacking  kiss,  that  might 
have  been  heard  at  the  lodge. 

'^  I  am  excessively  shocked !  O  fie !  Miss 
Rebecca  Bacuissart,  you  never  saw  me  jump 
up  and  kiss  Mr.  Underdown  m  that  outrageous 


manner." 


'<  In  what  manner  then  would  ffou  do  it  ?^ 
^'  In  DO  manner  at  allj  miss.    And  besides. 
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jou  must  permit  me  to  tell  you  that,  when 
yoiuig  ladies  who  think  that  they  have  com- 
fdeted  their  education,  have  occasion  to  speak 
of  that  part  of  the  person  of  young  noblemen, 
vhieb  is  covered  by  a  portion  of  the  coat  that 
docs  not  button  up,  it  is  by  no  means  consonant 
frith  the  best  notions  df  propriety  to  call  it 
'*  his  dear  back.* 

^*  Hoity  toity !  here'^s  a  sermon  from  aunt 
MMtr 

**  Aunt  Mat  indeed !  Agnes,"  turning  to 
Lady  Astell,  **  reprove  your  too  forward  ni^ce, 
if  you  please.** 

"  We  will,  my  gentle  sister,  that  there  be 
neither  reprovings  nor  reproaches  this  blessed 
evening.  I  almost  love  her  for  the  wildness  of 
her  spirits.  O  Matilda !  is  not  Augustus  coming 
home?** 

**  Augustus  is  coming  home  T 

The  words  were  repeated  by  all  present. 
They  were  a  talisman  for  the  purest  happiness. 

"  Now,  my  dear  Rebecca,'*  said  Mr.  Under- 
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down,  almost  getting  the  beautiful  romp  on  his 
knees,  '*  let  us  hear  the  end  of  your  argument 
in  favour  of  turning  the  village  lads  into  horses. 
From  so  methodical  and  systematical  a  young 
lady,  the  reasons  must  be  very  forcible." 

"  Ah  !  you're  laughing  at  me,  dear,  naughty 
Underdown  ;  but  I  ddn't  care.  I  have  got 
very  good  reasons:  in  the  first  place,  neither 
Augustus  nor  myself  are  very  heavy." 

'*  Oh,  ho,  ho !  the  secret's  out  at  last !"  and 
ill!  present  joined  heartily  in  the  good  man's 
laugh.  "  No  other  reason  is  requisite ;  so  you 
ride  with  the  Earl." 

In  the  midst  of  the  hilarity  in  which  the 
beautifid,  and  now  much  impn)ved  hoyden 
joined,  the  gates  of  the  lodge  were  heard  to 
blam  to,  and  a  single  horseman  dashed  up  at 
speed  to  the  door.  The  laugh  was  suspended — 
did  I  say,  only  the  laugh  ?^-every  faculty  of 
the  whole  party  seemed  wound  up  in  one  intense 
feeling  of  anxiety.  No  one  spoke  or  moved, 
until  the  same  horseman  was  heard  to  retreat. 
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Aft  the  noise  of  the  clatter  of  his  steed  diecl 
away  along  the  gravelled  avenue,  a  slight  yet  very 
perceptible  shudder  passed  over  the  frame  of 
Lady  Astell — ^the  first  dread  presentiment  of  evil. 

This  silence  was  at  length  broken  by  three 
slow  and,  just  now,  ominous  taps  at  the  d(X)r : 
and  no  other  person  hacT  sufficient  fortitude  to 
utter  the  simple  words,  '^Comein!*^  but  the 
youngest  of  the  party.  The  old  and  white- 
haired  butler  entered,  with  a  large  letter  upon 
a  salver,  but  the  seal  was  designedly  placed 
underneath.  He  advanced  with  a  grave  and 
slow  step  to  Lady  Astell;  she  extended  her 
hand  towards  it  tremblingly,  and  no  sooner  had 
Jacob  seen  it  in  her  possession  than  he  hurried 
from  the  drawing-room  with  all  the  agility  of  a 
young  man. 

No  sooner  had  Lady  Astell's  eye  caught  the 
large  black  seal,  than  she  shook  the  letter  from 
her,  as  if,  incautiously,  'she  had  taken  up  some 
noxious  reptile. 

**  I  cannot,  I  dare  not  read  it ;  Mr.  Under- 
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down — dare  you  ?^  Having  said  this,  she  could 
scarcely  prevent  herself  from  fainting.  Miss 
Matilda  had  already  taken  an  attitude. 

Mr.  Underdown  picked  up  the  fatal  letter; 
but,  before  he  broke  the  seal,  he  rang  for  the 
servant. 

"  Where  is  the  messenger  who  brought  this  ?" 
"  Gone,  sir;  he  would  not  even  alight:  said, 
sir,  he  had  orders  to  return  immediately." 
"  Did  he  not  say  who  sent  this  ?" 
''  He  did  not,  sir ;  he  said  nothing  else.^^ 
''  You   may    go."     When    the   servant   had 
retired,  Mr.  Underdown  said,  in  the  most  sooth- 
ing of  all  human  tones,  ^*  My  dear,  dear  Lady 
Astell,   we   must  prepare  ourselves  for  some 
affliction.     Let  us  each  pray  inwardly,  for  a 
space,  for  fortitude,  before  we  break  this  dismal 
seal.     I  am  grieved,  much  grieved,  to  say,  that 
the  superscription  is  in  the  handwriting  of  the 
Commodore;'*  and  theA,  his  voice  faltering  so 
as  to  be  almost  inaudible,  he  continued,  *^  We 
must  prepare  ourselves  for  the  worst** 
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**yeC  said  the  little  dutiful  daughter,  sob- 
bing aloud :  **  the  direction  is  in  father's  nasty 
pothooks  and  hangers.  What  can  have  happened 
to  dear  Augustus  ?^ 

"  Let  us  kneel  and  pray." 

•         •        ♦         #         • 

"  Now  am  I  prepared  My  dear,  my  noble 
friend,  read  the  letter,  but  silently ;  and  then 
tell  me,  in  one  single  word,  my  fate,''  said  the 
mother,  with  the  dreadful  calmness  of  a  settled 
despair. 

Mr.Underdown  turned  his  face  away,  and, 
whilst  the  tears  streamed  down  his  thin  and 
pale  cheeks,  he  slowly  read  the  woe-fraught 
document  from  beginning  to  end.  Having  done 
this,  he  folded  it  up,  and  put  it,  with  a  sorrow- 
ful deliberation,  in  his  waistcoat-pocket.  He 
advanced  towards  Lady  Astell :  she  stood  up 
with  a  smile — a  smile! — oh  I  that  sickly,  ghastly, 
heart-rending  smile — tq  receive  him.  ^'  Speak  : 
oh !  my  friend  !  fear  me  not ;  I  am  nerved  to 
hear  the  worst.     I  am  strong:   speak. '^ 


246  THE    OLD    COMMODORE. 

'*  Augustus  is  in  heaven." 

Lady  Astell  fell  into  the  arms  that  her  former 
lover  had,  with  a  fearful  presentiment,  held  out 
to  receive  her.     She  had  happily  fainted. 

Scenes  like  these  are  best  hurried  over.  Let 
my  gentle  readers  of  the  tender  sex  imagine,  if 
they  will,  the  agonizing  recoveries  to  recol- 
lection, and  the  fearful  relapses  of  the  bereaved 
mother — the  more  violent,  yet  infinitely  less 
painful,  hysterics  of  Miss  Matilda — and  the 
wild,  and  almost  savage  grief  of  Rebecca,  who, 
as  yet,  had  never  fainted.  Let  us  now  suppose 
that  it  is  nearly  midnight;  and  that  t))e  afflicted 
party,  each  fearful  of  the  effect  of  solitude  upon 
the  other,  dread  to  separate. 

At  length,  the  bereaved  mother  lifted  up  her 
voice,  and  spoke : 

"  The  Lord  hath  given,  and  the  Lord  hath 
taken  away:  blessed  be  the  name  of  the  Lord !'" 

"  Amen  !"    responded   Mr.  Undcrdown,   so- 
lemnly. 

*•  But  it  is  thou,  oh,  my  brother!  who  hast 
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done  this — this  over-cruel  thing.  Who  now 
shall  fill  up  the  void  in  the  chivalry  of  the 
country  ?  The  noble  of  the  land  may  now  call 
in  vain  for  the  representative  of  the  noblest  of 
the  races  among  them.  He  is  dead  !  My  Au- 
gustus !  my  son  !  my  brave  and  my  gentle  one ! 
Brother,  thy  face  I  never  can  again  look  upon ; 
we  must  be  strangers  to  each  other.  Your 
heart  was  stone  when  you  plucked  my  solace, 
my  support,  my  glory  from  me.  You  cannot 
give  me  my  son  again.  I  forgive  you — I  hope 
I  do  forgive  you,  but  let  me  never  see  you 

more." 

^* Agnes!  Lady  AstellP  said  the  agitated 
Underdown,  *^  this  is  unchristian  I" 

*^  It  ainH,''  roared  out  the  spoiled  child  ; 
"  it  airft,  sir.  Let  father  show  his  face,  if  he 
dares — let  him,  I  say.  O  Augustus!  my 
friend,  my  dear  gentle  friend,  my  playfellow. 
I'll  care  for  nothing  now.  I'll  learn  no  more 
lessons,  read  no  more  books ;  no,  I'll  never  go 
to  church  again — never — Augustus,    we  shall 
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never  more  sit  in  that  pew  together.  I'll  tear 
ray  clothes.  111  break  all  my  playthings — I  will, 
ril  do  all,  all  I  can  to  spite  and  to  vex  my 
father ; — ^yes,  I  will,  I  will  ;**  and  she  stamped 
on  the  floor  in  wild,  and  impotent,  and  most  un- 
becoming passion. 

"  Go  to  bed,  Miss  Bacuissart,  directly !"  said 
Mr.  Underdown,  quite  angrily. 

"  I  won'^t.  How  dare  you  to  tell  me  to  go 
to  bed  in  my  own  house  ?  I  don't  love  you  any 
longer,  nor  I  wonH  let  you  love  me.  Ill  sit  up 
crying  all  night.  Go  to  bed,  indeed !  Aunt 
Agnes  won't  tell  me  to  go  to  bed.  Dear,  good 
aunt  Agnes,  if  you  say  to  me,  go,  I  will  go ;" 
and  she  came  and  kneeled  at  her  feet,  and 
buried  her  tear-scorched  and  inflamed  counte- 
nance in  her  lap.  "  You  will  not  scold  me ; 
no,  you  loved  me  for  poor  Gu sty's  sake.*" 

"  Loved  you — oh,  yes  !  now  and  for  ever, 
my  dear,  dear  child  P 

"  I  will  go  to  bed,  aunt,  if  you  wish  if 

*^  No,  dear ;  you  had  a  noble  space  in  the 
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heart  of  my  son ;  you  shall  share  in  our  grief. 
Now,  Mr.  UuderclowD)  I  know  that  my  task  in 
this  world  is  done;  I  must  prepare  myself  to 
die.  A  few  more  scenes  like  this  would  kill  nie. 
To-morrow  I  will  depart  for  my  own  desolate 
home,  and  make  myself  ready  to  render  up  my 
soul  to  its  Creator.  I  cannot  stay  longer  in  the 
house  of  this  murde — this  cruel  brother :  here  the 
air  seems  to  suffocate  me.  See  everything  ready 
for  my  departure  to-morrow,  immediately  after 
breakfast — ^breakfast  I — shall  I  ever  eat  again  r 
But,  before  I  seek  my  solitude,  let  me  know 
all— the  manner  of  it ;  I  am  too  much  stunned 
to  feel  a  second  blow.  My  approved,  my  con- 
stant friend,  read  the  letter." 

Without  hesitation  or  remark,  Mr.  Under- 
down  read  as  follows : 

"  H.  M.  S.  Terrific,  Spithead, 
Aprils,  17— 

"My  DEAR   SlSTEfi, 

"  I  wish  that  I  had  Underdo wn  near  me. 
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Tm  never  lucky  when  he's  not  within  hail. 
Couldn't  tell  you  the  news  by  word  of  mouth. 
Sha'n't  come  home  till  much  of  the  gale  has 
blown  itself  out.  Singular  thing  this,  as  I 
hear  that  he  had  come  to  the  title.  No  luck, 
as  I  said,  when  Underdown  is  away ;  pray 
send  him  here  as  soon  as  may  be.  This  is  very 
bad  news,  indeed,  sister ;  but  we  are  all  God's 
creatures,  and  in  his  hands.  I  am  a  good  deal 
broken  down  myself;  refitting  the  squadron, 
as  you  know ;  but  it  does  not  much  lessen  my 
grief,  and  this  unfortunate  news — but  I've  for- 
got that  I've  not  yet  told  you.  It  is,  perhaps, 
best  that  I  should  make  an  extract  from  the 
ship's  log.  There  can  be  no  lie,  there,  you 
know,  sister.  '  March  3ist.  5  p.m.  Strong 
breezes  and  cloudy.  Wind  north  and  by  west 
a  quarter  west.  Cape  La  Hogue  west,  a  quar- 
ter south,  fifteen  miles.  Saw  the  rrench  squa- 
dron, six  sail  of  the  line  and  two  frigates,  with 
twenty  prizes,  close  in-shoreon  the  larboard- tack, 
going  free.    At  6**  SCK,  French  squadron,  round- 
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ing  into  Cherbourg,  opened  fire  upon  the  Ter- 
rific; returned  ditto  with  repeated  broadsides. 
At  7^  W  ceased  firing  on  both  sides.  During  the 
action,  the  Honourable  Mr.  Augustus  Astell, 
midshipman,  fell  overboard,  whilst  in  the  exe- 
cution of  a  perilous  duty,  and  was  unfortunately 
drowned.     At  8  p.m.  filled  and  made  sail.' 

'*  So  you  see,  sister,  we  must  bear  up  as  well 
as  we  can.  Tell  Matilda  not  to  take  on ;  and 
my  lore  to  Becky,  and  I  shall  keep  a  taut  hand 
on  her  when  I  come  home.  Upon  second 
thoughts,  let  Underdown  stay  with  you  for  a 
time:  he  is  a  good  hand  at  swabbing  up  a 
grief.  No  more,  at  present,  from  your  loving 
brother, 

"OcTAVius  Bacuissart.'" 

When  the  reading  of  this  letter  had  finished, 
Mr. Underdown  said,  "My  dear  Lady  Astell, 
though  our  beloved  Augustus  has  perished 
obscurely,  he  perished  as  gloriously  as  any  heru 
who  ever  sacrificed  himself  for  the  good  of  his 


"252  THE    OLD    COMMODORE. 

country.  I  will  not»  just  now,  urge  upon  you 
the  usual  topics  of  consolation.  The  blow  is  a 
dreadful  one,  and  your  grief  must  be  poignant. 
I  would  have  it  so.  But  I  need  not  tell  you, 
that  there  is,  above  us,  a  fountain  of  mercy  that 
i3  inexhaustible.  Apply  there,  my  dear 
lady." 

But  her  mind  was  wandering  over  the  tur- 
bulent waves,  among  which  she  fancied  that  she 
saw  the  corpse  of  her  beloved  son,  tossing  to 
and  fro. 

"  No  funeral  rites,"  she  exclaimed ;  "  no 
decent  service  of  the  dead !  On  shore,  even  a 
favourite  dog  finds  a  burial-place^  My  son, 
my  son  !" 

"  What,  O  my  friend !  are  forms  and  cere- 
monies, compared  to  the  incense  of  the  heart  ? 
The  soul  will,  in  its  purity,  as  easily  arise  from 
the  depths  of  the  seas  as  from  the  sculptured 
monumental  marble;  but,  if  it  would  soothe 
you,  let  us  now,  even  before  we  separate  for 
the  night,  read  the  service  for  the  dead." 
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**  It  would  soothe  me  greatly.  Let  all  the 
househdd  be  assembled.*^ 

The  scene  that  followed  was  a  painful  and 
much  exciting  one ;  yet,  upon  the  conclusion,  it 
had  a  tranquillising  effect.  The  tears  of  all 
still  flowed ;  but  they  were,  with  but  two  ex- 
ceptions, tears  of  pious  resignation  as  well  as  of 
grief. 

As  Lady  Astell  departed  to  her  chamber, 
Mr.  Underdown  said  to  her,  '^  Lady  Astell,  by 
the  chaste  love  that  I  once  bore  you,  and  by  the 
holy  friendship  that  will  bind  our  hearts  for 
ever,  I  conjure  you  in  your  private  devotions 
ere  you  sleep—** 

— "  Sleep !" 

*^Grod  will,  in  his  goodness,  send  sleep  to 
you.     I  conjure  you,  ere  you  sleep,  to  remem- 
ber in  your  prayers  your  unfortunate  brother ; 
ask  a  blessing  upon  his  head.** 
*•  I  wiU— if  I  can." 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

"  This  is  the  vengeance  of  a  soul  drowned  deep 
In  th*  unfathomed  seas  of  matchless  horror." 


We  must  now  proceed  to  relate  the  events  of 
the  following  morning.  Mr.  Underdown  was 
always  an  early  riser ;  but  he  seldom,  excepting 
in  the  middle  of  summer,  left  his  room  before 
breakfast,  employing  his  time  either  in  study, 
or  in  checking  the  accounts  of  Sir  Octavius'' 
very  large  estate.  Miss  Matilda  Bacuissart 
hardly,  on  any  occasion,  could  be  induced  to 
make  her  appearance  before  noon  ;  whilst  Re- 
becca, as  the  whim  of  the  moment  controlled  her, 
was  up  before  the  carol  of  the  earliest  lark,  or 
in  bed  when  the  sun  had  commenced  throwing 
shadows  eastward. 
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\ow,  OH  this  memorable  fourtli  of  May, 
exactly  at  nine  oVlock,  there  sat  in  the  break- 
fast-room at  Trestletree  Hall,  in  their  own  esti- 
mation, two  very  important  personages.  The 
one  was  Becky  Backy,  for  no  better  title  did 
she  deserve,  if  you  regarded  her  appearance. 
She  had  been  scarcely  sleeping  all  night  for 
crying,  and,  as  the  first  glimmer  of  day  broke 
through  the  window-curtains,  the  heiress  of 
Trestletree  Hall  arose,  and,  unwashed  and 
unkempt,  she  came  down  stairs,  unlocked,  un- 
barred, and  unbolted  the  hall-door,  and  straight- 
way went  to  vbit  Augustus  Astell's  white  pony. 
The  morning  was  raw  and  misty,  and  the  [)ad- 
dock  she  had  to  cross  over,  and  the  dirty  stable- 
yard  she  had  to  wade  through,  bedabbled  and 
bemired  her  clothes  up  to  the  waist.  It  was  of 
little  consequence  to  her,  for  she  had  now 
determined  to  do  everything  that  she  ought  not 
to  do;  and,  as  she  was  quite  proof  against 
taking  cold,  she  had  neither  care  for  appearances 
nor  alarm  for  consequences. 
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As  all  the  stables,  which  were  at  some  dis- 
tance from  the  house,  were  walled  in,  the  door  of 
the  stable  that  contained  the  pony  had  not  been 
locked,  so  the  young  lady  was  soon  within  it, 
with  her  two  white  and  symmetrical  arms  round 
the  neck  of  the  gentle  and  yet  spirited  steed.  She 
caressed  and  wept  over  it  more  fondly  than  she 
would  have  done  to  its  master,  and,  as  she 
thought  herself  unwatched  and  unheard,  she 
gave  vent  to  the  most  endearing  expressions  to 
the  memory  of  Augustus. 

"  Fve  a  great  mind  to  starve  myself;  but  it 
is  dreadful  to  be  hungry.  I  won't  live;  HI 
kill  myself.  I'll  wait  till  father  comes  home, 
and  then  set  fire  to  the  house.  I  will,  dear, 
dear,  dear  Augustus,  for  your  sake.  We'll  all 
die  together;  and  then  there'll  be  an  end  of  the 
family,  and  of  their  foolish  pride,  and  lectures  on 
proprieties,  and  lessons,  and  all.  1*11  burn  the 
•house  down,  and  all  in  it.  But  poor,  good  Mr. 
Underdown— what  has  he  done  that  I  should 
bum  him  ?    No ;  I  must  wait  till  he  is  away. 
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And  aunt  Matty,  good,  silly  aunt  Matty ;  I'd 
bum  my  whole  body  sooner  than  scald  her  little 
finger.  And  father — ^rough,  old  father — after 
fighting  so  long  and  so  hard — shocking  to  burn 
bim;  and  so  kind  to  me,  too:  no — he  mustn't 
be  burned.  Oh  dear !  there^s  nobody  to  burn 
but  myself*  What  shall  I  do — what  shall  I 
do?    Do  they  call  this  a  bed  for  Rover  ?" 

S09  hailing  her  attention  directed  to  something 
else,  she  was  a  little  less  inconsolable,  and  com- 
menced making  up  the  litter  with  a  large  pitch- 
fork, an  occupation  that  was,  alas!  not  too 
unusual  with  her.  She  had  not,  however, 
poked  and  tossed  about  long,  before  some  one 
under  the  straw  laid  hold  of  the  prong  of  the 
fork,  and  a  broad,  very  boyish,  and  merry- 
looking  visage  hove  above  the  litter,  whilst  the 
rest  of  the  body  was  still  concealed  beneath. 
'Vast    heaving!"    cried    the    funny    face. 

You   have   nearly   poked  out  my  starboard 
skylight.^' 

Nothing  daunted  at  this  singular  apparition, 
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Hebecca  withdrew  one  pace,  and  then,  poising 
the  weapon  in  her  right  hand  in  the  act  to 
strike,  she  stood  no  bad  representation  of  a 
young  Venus  of  the  Amazons. 

"  And  who  are  you,  that  I  find  concealed 
like  a  robber,  on  my  premises?  Stand  up  and 
speak  !"  was  the  bold  challenge  of  the  fearless 
hoyden. 

*'  And  so  I  will.  I  am  sure,  if  you  are  but 
half  so  kind  as  you  are  pretty,  you  will  do  me 
no  injury.  I  am  sure  that  I  am  speaking  to 
the  daughter  of  the  fighting  old  Commodore, 
d— n  him  !" 

"  How  dare  you,  miserable  vagrant  that  you 
are,  speak  thus  of  my  father  with  disrespect  .^^ 

"  I  beg  your  pardon^  Miss  Rebecca,  but  I 
thought  that  I  just  now  heard  you  talking  your- 
self of  making  a  grill  of  the  old  boy*" 

^^  No  more  of  this  nonsense,  or  I  will  rouse 
the  establishment.  Again  I  say,  who  are  you, 
that  I  may  know  how  to  act  by  you  ?^' 

"Now  don't  be  frightened,  Miss  Rebecca." 
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What,  frightened  at  such  a  little  thing  as 
you  are  ? — are  you  a  beggar,  or  a  tramp,  or 
what  ?" 

^*  Alas  I  young  lady,  something  not  much 
better — I  am  a  deserter." 

**  Speak — quick — from  what  ship  ?" 

**  The  Terrific.'' 

"  What,  what  of  my  uncle  ? — anil,  O  what 
of  my  dear  Augustus  ?" 

"  I  was  his  friend — his  dearest  bosom  friend." 

'*  What,  of  Augustus  Astell  ?" 

**  Of  him— of  no  one  else — I  have  deserted 
on  his  account.'' 

<<  Deserted  for  him,  for  my  own  Augustus  - 
You  dear  little  fellow,  how  I  love  you  !" 

**  Ves,  miss,  I  have  suffered  much  for  him  ; 
your  respected  father  has  flogged  me  twice  on 
his  account.'' 

**  Poor  little  fellow  ! — come  up  to  the  house, 
and  tell  me  all  about  it." 

But  little  Danvers  did  not  like  the  risk  ;  so 
he  and  miss  walked  about  in  the  shrubberies 
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till  nine  o'clock,  during  which  time  the  ragged 
little  midshipman  had  done  his  utmost  to  make 
the  daughter  believe  that  her  father  was  one  of 
the  most  execrable  tyrants  that  ever  stepped 
upon  that  former  arena  of  tyranny,  the  quarter- 
deck of  a  man-of-war. 

Now  let  us  view  these  two  sudden  friends 
walking  hand  in  hand  up  to  the  door,  smiles 
struggling  with  tears  in  the  countenance  of  the 
young  lady,  impudence  with  alarm  on  that  of 
the  run-away  reefer. 

'^  May  I  believe  it  ?"  said  the  impassioned 
hoyden. 

"  Not  exactly  believe  it.  Miss  Becky,  but 
the  chances  are  great  in  his  favour :  the  even- 
ing was  dark,  and  though  the  weather  was  cold, 
the  salt-water  is  always  warmer  than  the  air, 
and  the  offing  was  covered  with  small  craft. 
Augustus  swam  like  a  duck — I  never  can  think 
that  he  was  drowned,  he's  such  a  fine  fellow/' 

'*  I  will  think  him  alive  still ;  I  could  hug 
you  for  the  very  thought  Shall  we  tell  his 
dear  mother  what  we  believe  ?^ 
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**  I  don't  know — I  think  not,  it  would  worry 
her  so  much,  miss.  And  if  he  should  be 
drowned  after  all  1** 

**'  Never  think  so — are  you  sure  that  he  could 
swim?'' 

^*  Why,  I  never  saw  him ;  and  I  don't  think 
that  he  ever  told  me  he  could,  but  he  was  such 
a  glorious  chap,  he  could  do  everything/' 

"  We'll  ask  Mr.  Underdown  directly." 

*^  Mr.  Underdown,  old  Ironfin's  secretary,  is 
he  here  ?** 

*•  O  yes,  he'll  be  glad  to  see  you." 

*^  No  doubt,  no  doubt ;  but,  miss,  I  must 
up  anchor  and  make  a  fair  start  of  it.  Why, 
he'd  hand  me  over  to  the  C.  P.  before  a  cat 
could  lick  her  ear,  or  as  we  say  afloat,  in  the 
twinkling  of  a  bed-post" 

*•  You  say  very  funny  things  afloat — but 
you  shall  stay  here  and  say  tliem  ashore.  Why, 
do  you  think  Pm  going  to  part  with  you,  my 
nice  little  midshipman  ?" 

"  You're  sure  he  wont  ?'* 
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'*  Daren't, — O,  you  are  a  dear  little  fellow !" 
So  in  they  walked  together  into  the  break- 
fast-room, and  very  soon  every  servant  of  the 
house  was  tumbling  over  each  other  to  do  the 
thou  sand- and-one  orders  of  the  absolute  heiress. 
The  most  sumptuous  breakfast  was  ordered — 
fowls,  with  mushroom-sauce,  were  to  be  imme- 
diately prepared,  and  the  best  wines  got  up 
from  the  cellars. 

Now  little  Daniel  Danvers,  or  double  Dan, 
as  he  was  usually  called  among  his  messmates, 
though  he  was  treated  by  Miss  Rebecca  in  a 
manner  so  patronising,  was  full  three  years 
older  than  herself,  though  hardly  so  tall.  He 
was  broadband  somewhat  stunted  in  his  growth, 
but  with  one  of  the  most  pleasing  faces  for  a 
chubby  one  that  ever  grinned  over  a  flinty 
biscuit.  He  was  so  astonished  at  all  he  saw, 
that  had  he  not  been  excessively  hungry,  or 
we  should  rather  say,  completely  starved,  he 
would  have  been  motionless  with  awe.  The 
magnificence  of  the  apartment,  far  surpassing 
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anything  that  he  had  previously  conceived,  the 
plenitude  and  the  refinement  of  the  repast,  and 
the  assiduity  of  the  numerous  servants  to  forestal 
the  least  wish  of  a  handsome,  though  dirty, 
stattemly  girl,  appeared  to  him  like  the  en- 
chantment of  some  fairy  tale.  However,  he 
ate  on  and  said  nothing,  whilst  his  benevolent 
hostess,  extremely  amazed  by  an  appetite  so 
far  beyond  what  she  even  conceived  {)ossible  as 
belonging  to  a  human  being,  continued  heaping 
his  plate  with  luxuries. 

**  This  potted  char,  you  delightful  Dan — " 
The  door  opened,  and  leaning  on  the  arm  of 
Mr.  Underwood,  and  in  her  travelling-dress, 
the  majestic  figure  of  Lady  Astell  entered  the 
apartment  Daniel's  knife  and  fork  fell  from 
his  hands  in  affright,  and  he  remained  staring 
at  the  new-comers,  as  if  the  last  mouthful  that 
he  had  swallowed  had  been  too  large  for  do- 
glutition. 

"  Never  mind   them,  Daniel  dear,  it's  only 
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aunt  Agnes  and  Underdown.  Don^t  trouble 
yourself  to  rise.'' 

"  Who,  in  the  name  of  all  that  is  improper, 
have  you  got  here?"  said  Mr.  Underdown, 
rather  sharply. 

'*  O  Rebecca  I  what  vagary  is  this  ?"  said 
Lady  Astell,  mournfully. 

Now  Mr.  Danvers  had  nothing  about  him  to 
plead  for  him  but  his  face,  which,  when  pre- 
possessing, they  say  is  a  letter  of  recommenda- 
tion written  by  the  hand  of  God  himself.  As 
regarded  Daniel,  the  letter  itself  was  indis- 
putable, but  the  appearance  of  the  body  that 
carried  it,  and  of  all  accessories  belonging  to  it, 
gave  the  lie  direct  to  the  assertion  of  the  letter. 
He  had  travelled  on  foot  for  nearly  eighty 
miles  through  wet  and  inclement  weather ;  his 
clothes  were  ragged,  the  little  linen  that  could 
be  discovered  about  his  neck  was  filthy,  and  his 
hands  were  black  with  ingrained  dirt.  Add 
to  all  this,  the  fluttering  remnants  of  his  uni- 
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fBTin  bore  about  them  ample  ipeciment  of  the 
bed  that  he  had  occupied  on  the  previous 
nifi^tf  far  they  were  covered  with  hay  and 
strawi  and  other  kinds  of  stable  dirt.  Rebecca, 
though  in  sad  plight,  perhaps  never  looked  more 
bcautifuL  The  glow  of  enthusiasm  was  on  her 
couotenance,  and  her  eyes  lightened  up  with 
the  immortal  fires  of  the  souL 

**  Who  is  this,  Rebecca  P'  said  Mr.  Under- 
down,  sternly. 

**  My  guest  and  my  friend, — quite  enough,  I 
should  think,  to  satisfy  you,  sir,"  said  the  fair 
vixen,  firing  up.  **  Father  says  I'm  nut  to  be 
thwarted,  and  I  wonH." 

**  Pray,  mis«, — ^and  I  ask  it  with  mucli  hu- 
mility, where  did  you  pick  up  this  rather  ragged 
friend  of  yours  ?^ 

**  In  the  stable  ;  he  had  slept  there  all  night 
— more  shame  for  us.  Our  best  bed  is  not 
good  enough  for  him.** 

**  Mn  Underdown,*^  said  the  intruder,  stam- 

VOL.  I.  K 
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meringy    *^  I    was    tbe    frieDd    of    Augustui^ 
Astell.'' 

"  My  boy's  friend  !"  shrieked  out  the  mother. 
"  Speak,  speak — ^" 

^^  I  declare,  it  is  Daniel  Danvers,'''  said  Mr. 
Underdown,  now  recognising  him  for  the  first 
time. 

^^  Yes,  I  am  that  unfortunate  person.  I  was 
the  messmate,  the  confidant  of  Augustus  AsteU. 
I  am  now  a  deserter  from  the  Terrific — ^you 
may  give  me  up  if  you  like ;  I  shall  not  regret 
it,  since  I  have  kept  my  oath.** 

"  What  oath  ? — hasten  to  let  me  know  aU. 
If  you  are  my  son's  friend  I  will  protect  you." 

^*  O  aunt !  O  Mr.  Underdown !  before  an- 
other word  is  spoken  to  him,  could  Augustus 
swim  V* 

The  answer  from  both  was,  ^^  Not  at  all.^ 

All  Rebecca's  buoyancy  of  spirits  vanished  in 
an  instant.  She  burst  forth  into  an  hysterical 
sobbing,  and  buried  her  face  in  her  hands  on 
the  breakfast-table. 


ii 
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^  WhAt  is  all  this  ?""  said  the  agitated  mo- 
ther»  scarcely  able  to  speak. 

^  Why,  my  lady,  just  before  Augustus 
jumped  overboard — ^ 

•*  What  horror  is  this  ? — overboard !  my  son 
a«ricide  \"  shrieked  out  the  distracted  mother, 
staggering  to  a  chair. 

**  Bash  jToung  man,  behold  what  you  have 
done  r  cried  Mr.  Underdown,  seizing  Danvers 
by  the  collar,  and  shaking  him  rudely ;  *^  come 
oat  at  this  apartment  with  me.^' 

But  Lady  Astell  had  not  fainted ;  a  new  and 
strange  life  seemed  to  have  been  given  to  lier, 
and  in  a  hoarse  voice  she  said,  **  Mr.  Under- 
down,  I  command  you  cease.  He  was  my 
son^s  friend — ^respect  him,  love  him,  venerate 
him,— he  is  the  messenger  of  truth  ;  the  slight- 
est  violence,  the  least  harshness,  even  of  a  word, 
towards  that  youth,  and  our  friendship  is  se- 
vered, and  for  ever.  Come  to  me,  my  son^s 
friend,  come  to  me  that  I  may  embrace  you. 
Now,  by  the  mother  that  must  once  have  loved 
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you,  by  everything  dear  to  your  young  heart, 
tell  me  all — all — all !  Mr.  Underdown,  forbear ; 
I  am  not  mad — I  am  not  agitated — I  am  no 
longer  the  weak  creature  that  I  was  yesterday 
— now  tell  me  all." 

And  then  the  bewildered  youth  told  the  fact 

ft 

simply  as  all  supposed  that  it  happened. 

As  this  dreadful  narrative  proceeded,  a  sin- 
gular alteration  came  over  Lady  Asteli.  She 
seemed  to  be  changing  her  identity ;  the  fea- 
tures of  the  countenance  could  scarcely  be  said 
to  be  the  same — their  former  expression  was 
gone  for  ever,  and  instead  thereof,  they  as- 
sumed a  rigid  and  vindictive  sternness  that 
belonged  more  to  chiselled  marble  than  to 
mere  muscle,  veins,  and  arteries.  The  stature 
appeared  to  increase,  the  colour  flashed  again 
upon  her  check.  Now  all  saw  that  she  had 
other  purpose  than  to  die.  At  length,  an  iron 
smile  womid  itself,  like  some  fell  snake,  about 
the  curve  of  her  upper  lip.  When  the  «ad 
story  wakj  told,  there  remained  but  little  of  the 
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chriitian   Agnes  Astell — she  had   become  the 
ancient  Medea. 

In  the  course  of  this  narration,  the  letter 
from  the  desperate  sun  to  the  mother  was  men- 
ticmed,  yet  she  asked  not  for  it.  As  the  boy 
spoke  on,  be  tendered  it ;  but  she  then  put  it 
back  with  her  hand — strange,  that  when  the 
awful  catastrophe  of  her  own  son  was  detailed, 
she  shed  no  tears.  Yet  when  young  Daniel 
told  of  his  own  persecutions,  the  flatteries  and 
tlie  floggings  that  he  had  suffered  to  make  him 
deliver  up  the  secreted  document,  and  the  perils 
and  the  privations  that  he  had  undergone  in 
deserting,  and  in  his  journey  to  Trestletree 
Hally  after  having  been  in  vain  at  Lady  As- 

ff 

fell's  residence^  the  silent  tears  stole  down  her 
faoei  When  all  was  finished,  she  said  quietly, 
.<^  Give  me  now  the  letter .** 
>  She  tfxk  and  kissed  it ;  but  did  not  then  break 
theaeaL  Afterwards  she  turned  to  Mr.  Under- 
down,  and  said  to  him,  in  a  strange,  unnatural 
looe^  ^^  Ifou  have  beard  all   thi&     Have  you 
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anythJDg  to  say  in  extenuation  of  this  murder 
by  a  kinsman  ?  if  so,  say  it  now." 

"  Compose  yourself,  dear  Lady  Astell, — 
your  appearance  terrifies  me.^' 

"  Does  it  ? — I  never  felt  in  better  health  in 
my  life — stronger,  more  resolute^  or  more  able 
to  do  any  befitting  deed.  Will  you  answer  my 
question  ?" 

'^  Simply,  then,  this ;  that  there  is  no  evi- 
dence to  contradict  the  statement,  that  Sir 
Octavius  himself  made  in  the  cabin  to  his  ofii- 
cers,  in  his  letter  to  you." 

'M  am  satisfied ;  I  will  not  ask  you  if  you 
yourself  believe  it.  Yesterday  I  knew  that  I 
had  no  longer  a  son — I  learn  to-day  that  I  have 
no  longer  a  brother.'* 

Let  me  reason  with  you." 
No,  sir;  there  is  a  higher  duty  imposed 
upon  us.  Let  us  read  the  mandate  of  the  dead. 
Listen  to  the  voice  of  him, — the  young,  and 
the  beautiful,  unnaturally  drowned  beneath  the 
chilly  waves, — let  us  see  what  be  wills  us  to 
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dfH  aiid  that,  so  sure  as  there  is  a  righteous 
Grod  to  punish  this  murder,  that  will  we  surely 
da  Listen."  She  then  read  the  letter,  which 
we  here  repeat. 

**  MOTHEB, 

"  When  you  see  this,  go  and  demand  from 
your  brother  your  murdered  son.  I  am  pray- 
ing to  God  to  bless  you. 

"  Augustus  Astell." 


«< 


Augustus,  my  beloved  !  you  shall  be 
obeyed  to  the  letter.  The  question  shall  be 
tl)undered  in  his  ears — sleeping  and  waking  he 
iball  hear  it ;  in  health  and  in  sickness— yea,  it 
shall  echo  among  the  jabbering  of  the  evil  spirits 
that  will  haunt  his  bed  of  death." 

*'  This  is  too  horrible,  too  unchristian,  too 
unwomanly.*^ 

"  Say  you  so  ?  and  you  all  say  you  loved 
AugustUflL     Come,  my  young  and  gallant  sir,"* 
turning  to  Uanvers,  ^*  have  you  parents  ?" 
I  am  an  orphan." 


(& 
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"  So  much  the  better — I  adopt  you.  You 
will  away  with  me,  the  carriage  is  at  the  door ; 
let  me  leave  this  accursed  roof,  but  I  will  re- 
turn to  it  again  in  terror.  For  the  sake  of 
those  who  remain,  I  will  notnot  lay  my  curse  on 
the  door-posts,  but  I  will  shake  the  dust  off  my 
feet  on  the  threshold.  Rebecca,  honour  your 
father  ;  some  time  hence  I  may  learn  again  to 
love  you.  Mr.  Underdown,  farewell ; — would 
that  I  could  say,  *may  we  meet  hereafter  in 
happier  times."^  Then,  leaning  on  the  shoulder 
of  the  youth,  she  strode  proudly  through  the 
hall,  stepped  with  him  into  her  carriage,  and 
the  horses  being  urged  into  a  furious  gallop, 
the  whole  passed  away  like  the  disturbed  vision 
of  the  morning  that  haunts  the  sick  man. 

*^  Behold  two  noble  spirits  degraded !"  said 
the  sorrowful  Mr.  Underdown,  as  he  directed 
his  steps  to  the  library. 

Awed  and  stupified,  Aebecca  went  and  flung 
herself  upon  her  bed,  and  cried  herself  to  sleep. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 


**  Like  a  rocky.hearted  demon^ 
He  flogged  all  Lis  seamen^ 
And  their  grog  he  did  stop  in  port  and  at  sea ; 
80  in  ■com  they  ail  held  him, 
And  from  command  they  ezpelFd  him, 
..  By  an  order  from  the  lords  of  the  admiral. tee." 

Oh  board  of  His  Majesty^s  ship  the  Terrific, 
refitting  with  all  speed  at  Spithead,  .matters 
did  not,  as  far  as  concerned  the  old  Commo- 
dore, proceed  better  than  at  Trestletree  Hall. 
Mifx  putting  everything  in  motion  to  recover 
the  deserted  midshipman,  Daniel  Danvers,  the 
rick  and  soul-troubled  Commodore  was  ten 
days  afterwards  petrified  with  astonishment,  and 
sorely  annoyed,  by  an  order  coming  down  from 
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the  Admiralty  for  the  honourable  discharge, 
with  all  arrears  of  pay  and  prize-money,  to  be 
paid,  not  only  of  the  said  deserted  Daniel 
Danvers,  midshipman,  but  also  of  Thomas  Sun- 
ninghill,  ordinary  seaman,  and  formerly  the 
Earl  of  Osmondale''s  hammock-man. 

This  portended  mischief — and  the  mischief 
was  not  slow  in  arriving.  Another  two  short 
days,  and  lo !  the  Commodore  is  superseded  in 
his  command,  without  reason  assigned,  without 
ceremony,  even  without  official  civility.  The 
thing  was,  to  the  old  gentleman,  for  some  hours, 
incredible.  **  Supersede  me !"  he  roared  out, 
foaming  with  passion,  ^'  at  this  critical  time, 
too.  Arc  the  ministry  mad  ?  Me! — the  fight- 
ing old  Commodore !  Me — O  no,  they  have 
not  superseded  me.  Yet  this  letter  looks  damn- 
ably like  it  Blood  and  fury !  I'^ll  know  the 
very  bottom  of  this.    Man  the  barge.'' 

The  barge  was  manned,  and  there  was  an- 
other mortification  awaiting  him.  The  news 
had  spread,  and  there  was  a  broad,  and  not-to- 
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be-uodentood  grin  on  the  countenance  of  every 
one  of  the  boat's  crew, 

<<This  is  too  bad/'  said  Sir  Octavius. 
**  There's  the  gratitude  of  the  world  for  you. 
—-Now  all  these  fellows  I  have  diligently 
flogged  uito  thirteen  of  the  best  seamen  in  the 
fleet,  and  mark  ye  me,  the  undutiful  rascals  are 
quiszing  the  old  Commodore.  O  my  fine  fel- 
lows, but  we  will  square  our  yards  together 
when  we  get  on  board  again.     Give  way." 

They  needed  not  the  order.  They  never 
befioKe  pulled  with  a  better  will.  They  be- 
lieved that  they  were  landing  him  for  the  last 
time  from  the  Terrific,  and,  for  once,  they  were 
right  And  yet,  so  suitable  was  Sir  Octavius 
altogether  to  their  rough  and  generous  nature, 
that  when  they  had  got  a  new  commander, 
there  was  not  a  man  on  board  that  did  not 
wish  for  the  old  Commodore  back.  But,  as 
they  landed  him  at  the  Sallyport  at  Ports- 
mouthy  they  were  indignant  at  his  conduct  to- 
wards bis  nephew,  for  many  of  the  men  ac- 
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tually  thought  that,  in  his  rage,  he  had  thrust 
him  overboard  with  his  own  hand* 

At  the  moment  when  the  Commodore  was 
assisted  on  shore,  for  he  was  still  very  ill,  the 
coxswain,  with  a  grin  upon  his  countenance, 
took  off  his  hat,  and  "  supposed  that  they  need 
not  wait  for  his  honour/' 

For  this  imgracious  hint,  the  Commodore 
Ifnocked  him  with  his  iron  hook  fairly  off  the 
iUep  into  the  water,  and  told  them  to  wait 
where  they  were  till  the  devil  ordered  them  off. 
Then  hobbling  between  a  couple  of  midship- 
men whom  he  had  brought  in  the  barge  with 
him  as  a  pair  of  living  crutches,  he  repaired  to 
the  admiral's  office.  His  reception  there  was 
cold  in  the  extreme.  The  admiral  had  no 
charge  to  bring  against  the  Commodore,  yet  he 
would  very  willingly  grant  him  a  court  of  in- 
quiry  on  any  point  on  which  the  Commodore 
himself  might  feel  sore.  This  was  to  Sir 
Octavius  wormwood  and  bitter  aloes*  He 
proudly  declined  bis  superior  officer'^s  offer  with 
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little  thasks  and  a  grim  smile,  and  quite  crest- 
fallen, repaired  to  the  principal  hotel* 
'  **  Yes  I»  even  I,  am  superseded.  Would  it 
not  be  a  wise  action  incontinently  to  go  hang 
mysdf  ?  Supersede  me  !  Is  it  possible  ?"  He 
had  no  sooner  uttered  these  words,  as  he  sank  a 
martyr  to  physical  and  mental  pain  on  the  sofa, 
than  a  clerk  entered  with  a  cuttingly  civil  letter 
from  tbe  admiral,  intimating  to  the  Commo- 
dore, that,  as  under  all  the  circumstances,  it 
niight  be  unpleasant  to  his  feelings  again  to  go 
on  board  the  Terrific,  the  more  especially  a^ 
hib  sueceasor  had  already  joined,  the  admiral 
had  taken  upon  himself  to  order  all  the  Com* 
roodoie^a  effects  to  be  carefully  landed  and  for- 
warded to  him  to  his  hoteL 

At  the  reception  of  this  insult,  the  old  Conn, 
modore's  first  impulse  was  to  call  the  ad- 
rairal  out;  but  rightly  judging,  after  a  few 
minutes'  reflection,  that  he  was  acting  under 
instructiona,  he  deliberately  tore  the  letter  int6 
small  pieces  before  the  messenger'^s  face,  and 
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burned  them,  tellmg  him  coolly,  that  be  *^  might 
go  from  whence  he  came,  as  be  bad  no  answer 
to  give  the  admiral.''  He  then  dismissed  his 
midshipmen,  ordering  them  to  request  the  com- 
manding officer  to  send  his  servants  ashore, 
with  the  exception  of  bis  steward,  who  was  to 
remain  to  superintend  the  disembarkation  of  his 
effects.  He  was  then  left  to  the  solitude  of  an 
inn,  and,  with  much  more  leisure  than  inclina- 
tion, to  think  upon  his  nephew,  his  daughter, 
and  his  sister;  and  fully  to  comprehend  bow 
much  misery  to  himself  and  to  others  he  had 
created  by  the  indulgence  of  his  evil  passions. 

The  Commodore  was  not  the  person  long  to 
remain  either  passive  or  inactive.  He  said  that 
he  would  give  that  day  and  the  following  night 
to  repose.  He  did  so.  But  this  repose  was, 
to  him,  the  most  active  of  all  tortures.  Not- 
withstanding the  advice  of  a  physician  that  he 
had  called  in,  and  that  of  his  own  naval  sur- 
geon, the  next  morning,  be  ordered  a  chaise 
and  four,  and  proceeded   to  London,  not  to 
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rqMir  the  evil  of  his  contemptuous  dismisml 
from  command,  for  that  he  knew  was  irrepar- 
able, but  to  endeavour  to  trace  out  the  influ- 
ence which  had  brought  it  about. 


26b 
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CHAPTER  iX. 


down.  Wast  ever  at  courts  shepherd  ? 

Corin,  No,  truly. 

Clown.  Then  thou  art  damned. 

Corin.  Nay.     I  hope — 

Clown.  Truly,  thou  art  damned,  like  an  ill-roasted 
egg,  all  on  side. 

Corin.  For  not  being  at  court  ?     Your  reason. 

Clown,  Why,  if  thou  never  wast  at  court,  thou 
never  saw'st  good  manners ;  if  thou  never 
saw'st  good  manners,  then  thy  manners  must 
be  wicked,  and  wickedness  is  sin,  and  sm  is 
damnation :  thou  art  in  a  parlous  state^ 
shepherd.  Shakspeare. 


Now  I,  the  chronicler  of  the  passages  in  the 
life  of  the  old  Commodore,  am,  as  I  have  before 
told  my  very  good  friend  the  reader,  ah  ancient, 
a  very  ancient  mariner;  a  little  prosy  oir  so. 
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and  must  have  my  own  method  of  telling  my 
story,  or,  pcradventure,  I  may  not  be  able  to 
tell  it  at  all.  There  is  always  a  sad  confusion  in 
my  head  about  dates.  That,  I  suppose,  arises 
from  my  being  placed  so  quietly  on  the  shelf. 
The  torpidity  of  so  safe  and  quiet  a  situation 
naturally  extends  to  the  mind,  and  years  slip 
by  me  now,  with  not  so  much  upon  them  to 
record  them  in  my  memory  as  weeks  used  to 
have.  Now  I  cannot,  for  the  life  of  me — and 
that  cannot  now  be  much — tell  exactly  in  what 
year  Sir  Octavius  came  post  up  to  London. 
I  only  know  very  well  that  it  was  in  the  self- 
same year,  or,  perhaps,  one  year  or  a  year  and 
a-half  after,  I  had  made  acquaintance  with  one 
of  the  King^s  pages.  At  that  time,  I  thought 
that  I  bad  served  as  a  lieutenant  quite  long 
enough,  and  having  a  very  natural — ^perhaps,  a 
laudable  though  uncommon  desire  to  be  made^ 
coinmander,  after  reading  a  particular  portioa 
of  Gil  Bias  de  Santillane  ten  times  over,  and 
being  then  unemployed,  I  came  up  to  London, 
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in  orer  to  make  my  fortune,  if  not  at  Court, 
at  least  through  it. 

Is  it  necessary,  before  I  commence  this  de- 
licate subject,  to  make  a  profession  of  a  loyalty 
that  has  been  the  light  of  my  path  and  a  solace 
to  my  heart,  ever  since  I  could  distinguish  the 
one,  and  felt  the  other  throb  to  the  first  generous 
sentiment.  One  little  exception,  one  little  pause 
in  this  generous  current  of  feeling,  I  certainly 
had.  That  peccadillo  I  have  forgiven  myself; 
all  the  world  ought,  therefore,  to  be  satisfied. 

Instead  of  repeating  my  loyal  sentimentSi 
before  I  touch  lightly  on  the  personal  character 
of  the  third  George,  let  me  put  in  my  humble 
conviction  and  attestation  of  his  great  private 
virtues,  and  still  greater,  though  often  disputed, 
public  worth.  In  all  the  qualities  that  adorn 
and  dignify  the  individual.  Envy  herself,  though 
spurred  on  by  a  detestable  faction,  could  never 
deny  that  he  was  not  pre-eminent.  That  some 
events  of  his  long  and  paternal  reign  were  dis- 
astrous—that much  treasure  was  expended,  much 
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blood  wasted — that  the  empire  was  dismembered 
by  the  loss  of  the  American  colonies,  and  an 
iBiperiBhaUe  debt  accumulated  on  posterity — is 
as  true  as  it  is  lamentable.  All  these  were  the 
creation  of  uncontrollable  events.  The  King 
had  no  hand  in  them,  but  to  temper  their 
severity  to  the  nation,  and  meliorate  their  efFects 
to  mankind.  George  the  Third  was  just  such 
a  monarch  as  the  spirit  of  the  times,  as  regarded 
England's  future  prosperity,  demanded.  Had 
he  been  more  yielding  to  the  outcries  of  the 
mad  democracy,  whose  evil  genius  was  ravaging 
Eurbpe,  the  constitution  would  have  given  way 
to  the  encroaching  rottenness  of  sedition,  implied 
in  a  thousand  ways,  and,  though  seldom  openly 
acted  upon,  at  all  times — and  at  no  time  more 
than  that— energetically,  though  silently,  at 
work. 

Had  he  been  a  stem  sovereign,  and  attempted 
to  put  down  the  then  too  prevalent  levelling 
principle  with  a  stronger  hand,  either  of  laws 
enacted  on  the  occasion  or  by  military  force,  a 
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crisis  of  blood  would  have  ensued ;  a  civil  and 
a  servile  war  would  have  ravaged  the  land,  and 
England  would  have  run  the  demoralising  and 
sanguinary  race  of  republicanism  with  regicide 
France. 

No  greater  sign  of  a  special  Providence  inter- 
fering for  the  safety  of  England  could,  to  my 
poor  understanding,  have  been  shown,  than  that 
of  permitting  to  us  the  blessing  of  his  long  and 
virtuous  reign.  Had  the  majority  of  his  sub- 
jects but  a  tithe  of  his  noble  and  good  qualities, 
reform  had  not  now  been  needed,  and  the  empire 
would  have  been  as  great  through  the  action  of 
a  long  prosperity,  as  it  proved  itself  only  by 
piassing  through  much  misery  and  adversity. 
However  glorious  he  made  his  temporal  crown 
by  the  splendour  of  his  virtues,  if  there  be  any 
assurance  in  reason  and  any  truth  in  religion, 
he  will  inherit  one  that  is  eternal,  where  the 
Aictious  shall  not  trouble,  and  the  cry  of  misery, 
not  to  be  relieved,  shall  never  be  heard. 

Let  me  not,  then,  feeling  and  believing  all 
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this,   be  accused   of  irreverence   towards    his 
inemory,  if,  in  the  playfulness  of  my  tale,  I 
uiay,  whilst  I  do  honour  to  his  goodness,  alludf 
to  some  of  his  peculiarities.     His  character  has 
now  become  history ;  it  is  the  property  of  any 
writer  who  may  wish  to  make  use  of  it,  but  a 
property   that   should   ever  be  handled    with 
delicacy^  and  treated  with  that  deference  that 
the  ^at  may  think  that  they  have  the  right  to 
command,  but  which  the  good  only  can  ensure. 
To  resume.     I  came  to  court.     I  took  thi^ 
measure  from  the  most  amiable  of  motives.     In 
the  first  place,  I  had  no  interest,  excepting  long 
services  and  very  disabling  wounds.      In  the 
next  place,  I  did  not  any  longer  like  to  keep 
watch  at  night,  inasmuch  as  the  wound,  madebiy 
the  musket-ball  that  passed  through  my  lungsi 
in  Howe's  afiair  of  *94,  always  brought  on  an 
inflammation  when  I  was  exposed  to  the  damp 
airs  of  the  night.     It  was  not  for  the  vain  dis- 
tinction pf  being  called   Captain,  or   for   the 
^rdid  advantages  of  two  or  three  shillings  a 
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day  more  pay,  but  merely  to  prevent  myself 
catching  dangerous  colds,  that  I  sought  this, 
my  next  step  of  promotion.  It  is  plain  nothing 
could  be  more  disinterested.  All  these  con* 
siderations  weighing  upon  my  mind,  I  came  up 
to  London,  and,  after  much  assiduity,  T  was  at 
length  so  happy  as  to  be  introduced  to  a  little 
old  man,  one  of  the  oddest  affairs  possible  for 
the  office,  but  who  was  yet  actually  a  page  to 
his  most  gracious  Majesty. 

The  little  old  man  liked  me,  and  I  liked  the 
little  old  man,  so  I  followed  the  Court  from 
St.  James's  to  Windsor,  and  from  Windsor  to 
Weymouth,  and  from  Weymouth  again  to  St. 
James's. 

My  old  friend  did  not  do  me  much  good. 
He  told  me  that  the  great  lords  and  ladies  were 
always  begging  about  the  persons  of  their 
Majesties ;  and  that  they  begged  so  loudly,  and 
so  continuously,  that  he  was  really  ashamed  to 
beg  at  all :  but  that,  when  he  found  a  favourable 
opportunity,  he  would  mention  my  request,  as 


.^"^ 


THE   OLD   COMMODORE.  997 

iooD  M  be  pomblj  could.  At  length,  I  was  in 
the  eoBtades  of  a  third  heaven ;  I  attracted  the 
iDonardiittl  notice.  It  Wfts  on  a  blessed  Tues* 
day,  of  tSl  the  days  of  the  week ;  it  was  in  the 
Green  Park,  cf  all  the  places  of  the  world. 
At  bis  benevolent  Majesty  passed  me,  I  un- 
oorered,  and  made  him  a  low  and  reverential 
bow.  His  Majesty  looked  at  me — his  Majesty 
spoke.  Turning  to  a  great  lord,  with  a  broad 
blue  sash  across  the  shoulder,  he  said  to  him, 
respectiDg  me — the  identical  individual  myself — 
his  Majesty  George  the  Third  verily  said  these 
words: 

•*  Bad — ^bad — ^bad — very  bad  cough.  A  pale 
— a  pale  thin  young  man.  Often  see  him — 
bad,  bad,  bad  cough-^ — must  take  drops,  drops, 
drops.^ 

Birt  by  this  time  his  Majesty  had  dropped 
me  so  far  a-stem,  that  what  particular  drops 
they  were  that  I  was  to  take  never  dropped 

* 

into  my  ears.  Think  of  that— to  be^prescribed 
for  by  the  most  puissant  potentate  in  the  world ! 
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I  concluded  that  my  fortune  was  made.  I 
sought  and  found  my  old  friend  the  page.  I 
shook  him  by  the  hand  for  one  quarter  of  an 
hour,  without  intermission,  and  afterwards  felt 
much  hurt  that  he  was  not  so  sanguine  as 
myself.  But  the  honour  had  been  done  me; 
fate  could  not  deprive  me  of  that. 

Don't  think,  reader,  that  I  am  growing 
garrulous  upon  myself,  without  regard  to  the 
progress  of  my  story;  you  will  find  that  my 
personal  adventures  at  Court  really  had  some- 
thing to  do  with  the  old  Commodore. 

Well,  after  this  most  happy  occurrence,  I 
crossed  the  king'^s  path  more  and  more.  It  was 
all  the  same  whether  his  Majesty  was  at  Wind- 
sor, or  Weymouth,  or  Kensington,  or  Hampton 
Court,  or  Kew,  there  I  was  also,  coughing 
louder  and  bowing  lower  than  ever.  At  length, 
a  flippant,  coxcombical  prig  of  a  shore-going 
lubber  of  a  lord  in  waiting — I  shall  never  like  a 
lord  in  waiting  again — stepped  up  to  me  one 
day  in  St.  Jameses  Park^  after  the  royal  party 
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bad  pJMed  on,  and  told  me  that  it  was  his 
iAajettys  request  that  I  no  more  haunted  his 
fayii  path;  and  that  if  I  did,  he  should  hand 
iM  orer  to  the  constables. 
' '  Heretras  a  blow  indeed.  I  had  a  great  mind 
to  have  kicked  the  lord  in  waiting,  almost  in 
the  royal  presence,  but  as  he  did  not  wait  until 
f  Had  made  up  my  mind,  he  left  me  waiting 
where  I  stood.  I  might  have  exclaimed  with 
Wol^ey — I  wish  1  had  now ;  it  would  then 
hllire  been  some  relief  to  me — 


^'  Farewell,  a  long  farewell,  to  all  my  greatness  J 
This  is  the  state  of  man ;  To^ay  he  puts  forth 
The  tender  leayes  of  hope,  to-morrow  blossoms, 

'  Add  bears  his  blushing  honours  thick  upon  him ; 
The  third  day  comes  a  frost,  a  killing  frost. 

,  .And  when  he  thinks,  good  easy  man,  fiill  surely 

. ,  Qis  greatness  is  a-ripening,  nips  his  root, 
And  then  he  falls,  as  I  do." 

But  I  did  not.  I  went  home  to  my  lodging  in 
horrible  spirits,  with  my  detestable  cough  worse 
thatf  ever.     For  three  days  I  bemoaned  over 

VOL.  I.  o 
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my  blighted  hopes.  I  began  to  think  that 
Wilks  and  the  Opposition  were  not  altogether 
devils  incarnate ;  and  that  there  might  be  some 
virtue  in  Charles  James  Fox.  I  began  to  reason 
upon  my  infirmity :  "  If  kings,"  said  I  to 
myself,  ^Mislike  chronic  coughs,  they  should 
not  go  to  war,  and  thus  get  their  subjects  shot 
through  the  lungs."  Alas !  I  was  fast  expecto- 
rating my  loyalty  from  my  lungs. 

At  length,  my  little  old  page  called  upon  me. 
He  found  me  ungartered,  with  ravelled  hose 
and  shoeless  feet,  almost  a  rebel. 

^^  His  Majesty  has  asked  about  you." 

'^  And  what  did  he  say  P*^  said  I,  moodily. 

'^  He  asked  me  the  name  of  the  pale  gentle- 
man who  coughed  so  much.'' 

"  Well  ?*  said  I,  brightening  up. 

^^  I  told  him ;  and  your  profession." 

'^  Did  you  say  nothing  to  him  about  my  suit 
at  court  ?^ 

^^  The  opportunity  was  not  a  good  one.  But 
five  minutes  before,  Lord  Pleadwell  bad  been 
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for  the  promise  of  the  next  vacancy  of  a 
oommander  for  bis  younger  son." 

*^  And  got  it,  of  course !  To  be  sure,  the 
young  honourable  is  a  better  subject  than  I ; 
he  has  not  been  hacked  to  pieces  by  wounds, 
or  got  a  ball  through  his  lungs,  nor  ever  will. 
I  believe  he  is  not  yet  twenty ;  I  know  that  he 
never  saw  a  shot  fired  in  anger  in  his  life. 
The  King  is  right  to  give  him  this  promotion  ; 
there  is  much  more  service  in  him  than  I." 

**But  the  King  has  not  given  it  to  him  as 
yet" 

**  Yet !  True ;  but  what  further  said  his 
Majesty  about  so  maimed  and  humble  an  indi- 
vidual as  myself?^ 

"  That  with  your  vexatious — his  Majesty 
was  a  minute  in  being  delivered  of  that  word — 
and  obstinate  cough,  you  should  take  care  of 
yourself.*^ 

"  And  was  that  all  ?" 

«  AIL" 

**  And  much  good  that  will  do  me." 

o2 
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"  Got  for  dam  !  Mein  goot  vriend !"  said  the 
page,  for  the  little  old  page  was  a  Grennan. 
"  Dis  not  one  every  bodies  that  can  vrag  de  King 
aske  about  his  dritty  cout^h  ?*' 

No  sooner  had  the  page  gone,  than  I  bought 
me,  at  the  next  chandler^s  shop,  a  whole  half- 
quire  of  foolscap,  and  commenced  a  pamphlet 
in  these  words  : 

"  The  vices  of  a  monarchical  government  are 
manifold  and  manifest.  As  the  earth  cannot 
bear  two  suns,  neither  can  this  kingdom  bear 
two  majesties:  therefore  the  majesty  of  the 
people  and  the  majesty  of  the  monarch  are  in- 
compatible ;  and  shall  the  majesty  of  the  many 
succumb  to  the  majesty  of  an  individual  P"^ 

When  I  had  written  thus  far,  I  was  seized 
with  so  strong  an  attack  of  coughing  and  of  con- 
science, that  I  was  forced  to  lay  by  my  pen,  never 
again  to  resume  it  as  a  political  pamphleteer. 

The  next  day  my  friend  Stumzer  called^  all 
smirks  and  smiles.  *^  His  Majesty  has  sent  you 
this  box  of  lozenges,  and  this  note,  written  with 
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hii  royal  hand,  to  the  First  I^rd  of  the  Admi. 
ralty,  which  you  must  deliver  in  person.'" 

I  showed  the  Grerman  out  of  my  room, 
with  the  deference  due  to  an  emperor,  dressed 
myself  in  my  best  uniform,  waited  immediately 
upon  the  First  Lord,  and  found  myself  a 
commander  on  the  following  Saturday. 

I  think  that  I  am  the  first  naval  officer  who 
ever  coughed  liimself  into  a  commission. 

On  the  next  drawing- room «  I  went  to  court 
with  the  largest  bullion  epaulet  on  my  left 
shoulder  that  London  could  fumislu  I  was 
most  graciously  received. 

"  Captain  Drib — ib — bibble,^  said  his  most 
sacred  Majesty,  '^  how,  how,  how  is  your 
cough  ?  Took  the  lozenges — eh  ?  eli  ?  eh  ? 
Other  prescription  too — did  good  ?  Ah  !  I  see, 
I  see — shot  through  the  lungs  that  first  of  June 
— severely  wounded  with  Jervis — know  all, 
know  all — lay  by,  lay  by — get  well,  get  well — 
kings  good  doctors.  Pretty,  very,  very  pretty, 
Lady  Georgy!" 
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So,  as  I  concluded  that  this  last  sentence  could 
not,  by  any  stretch  of  vanity,  be  addressed  to 
me,  I  coughed  out  my  gratitude,  and  passed  on. 
They  put  me  on  the  shelf  then,  like  an  old 
edition  of  sermons;  but,  as  they  gilded  me 
pretty  well  at  the  time,  I  shall  not  complain. 
They  might  have  done  better,  as  I  have  said 
before,  the  more  especially  as  my  cough  got 
well,  and  'I  am  now  a  hale  old  fellow  of  fourscore 
and  upwards. 

Now  it  was  most  necessary  to  tell  my  readers 
thus  much  of  myself,  in  order  that  they  may  be 
assured  that  I  had  some  channel  by  which  I 
obtained  news  of  what  passed  at  court. 

I  had  just  kissed  hands  upon  the  receiving 
of  my  commission,  when  Sir  Octavius  Bacuissart 
came  tearing  up  to  town.  His  four  jaded  horses 
and  his  mud-covered  chaise  standing  at  the  door 
of  the  Admiralty,  caused  a  great  sensation  at 
the  west-end,  and  a  still  greater  in  the  city. 
For  half-an-hour  consols  fell  one-and-a^half  per 
cent.,  as  it  was  believed  that  the  Austriana  had 


TH£   OLD    COMMODORE.  295 

received  a  severe  check;  but  when  it  was  known 
oh  ^Change  that  a  naval  commander  in  full 
uniform  bad  alighted  from  the  vehicle,  the 
funds  took  an  upward  direction,  and  rose  two 
per  cent:  there  had  been  some  great  naval 
tictory.  What  a  fuss  the  coming  to  town  of 
the  angry  poor  old  Commodore  made,  only  to 
know  why  he  was  superseded  ! 

The  First  Lord  and  two  of  the  juniors  were 
making  a  Board.  The  wooden  heads  of  the 
Admiralty  can  always  make  something  when 
they  are  laid  together.  A  board  is  certainly 
something.  The  old  Commodore  had  an  au- 
dience granted  him  immediately  :  he  had,  how- 
ever,  much  difficulty  in  obtaining  it ;  for  two 
,«»|xirters  could  hardly  heave  the  heavy  and 
fighting  old  podagre  up  the  stone  steps. 

The  meeting  was  very  cool  and  civil  on  the 
part  of  their  Lordships,  very  irascible  and  im- 
prudent on  the  part  of  the  Baronet.  The  only 
answer  that  he  could  get  was,  that  it  was  no 
longer  for  the  best  interests  of  his  Majesty's 
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naval  service  that  Sir  Octavius  should  be  longer 
continued  in  command.  No  charge  was  brought, 
or  intended  to  be  brought  against  him.  He 
might  retire:  there  was  no  other  answer.  In- 
deed, all  further  communications  with  the  Board 
had  better  be  made  through  the  usual  channel, 
by  letter  of  service,  directed  to  the  secretary. 

"  Then  I  will  have  a  personal  interview  with 
his  Majesty." 

The  First  Lord  thought  that  rather  impro- 
bable, as  he  knew  that  there  was  a  disinclination 
in  that  exalted  quarter  to  seeing  the  Commodore. 
Indeed,  he  knew  that  the  Lord  Chamberlain  had 
orders  to  intimate  to  the  Commodore,  that  his 
attendance,  either  at  the  levees  or  the  drawing- 
rooms,  could  be  dispensed  with. 

^^  Indeed !"  roared  out  the  Commodore. 
"  And  has  it  come  to  this  ?  Then,  my  lord,  I 
will  exert  my  hereditary  privilege,  and  see  their 
Majesties  in  a  manner  not  very  agreeable  to 
them.  By  the  vigour  of  saltpetre  will  I,  my 
lord !" 


THE   OLD    COMMODORE.  297 

••  Then  it  is  true !"  muttered  one  of  the 
junior  lords,  who  was  taking  lessons  in  the  art 
of  government  in  this,  so-called,  school  for 
statesmen;  and,  in  two  minutes  afterwards,  he 
was  in  his  chariot,  going,  with  all  speed,  to 
St.  James's  palace. 

The  First  Lord  smiled  incredulously;  and 
the  mortified  old  Commodore  retired  from  his 
audience  in  a  worse  humour,  if  possible,  than 
before. 

The  nature  of  this  menace  will  be  afterwards 
explained.  Whether  this  threat  that  Sir  Oc- 
tavius  had  imprudently  made  a  year  before,  and 
which  had  been  just  carried  by  some  sycophant 
to  the  royal  ear,  or  that  which  took  place,  as 
will  be  described  in  the  ensuing  chapter,  brought 
about  the  Commodore's  dismissal  from  his 
command,  the  reader  must  himself  determine. 
Perhaps  he  will  say  that  both  of  these  things  had 
an  equal  operation  in  working  out  the  downfal 
of  the  veteran  hero. 

o5 


298 


THE    OLD    COMMODOEE. 


CHAPTER  X. 


''  The  love  o*  th'  widow  for  her  only  son 
Of  all  affections  ever  is  the  strongest^ 
Most  violent,  most  uuresistable ; 
Since  'tis,  indeed,  her  latest  harvest-home. 
Last  merriment  'fore  winter." 

Old  Play. 


After  relating,  as  I  have,  my  own  adventure 
in  the  last  chapter,  no  one  has  a  right  to  feel 
surprised  that  I  knew  all  the  court-secrets  of 
the  time.  What  with  my  intimacy  witli  the 
old  German  page,  who,  I  observed,  was  much 
more  friendlv  and  communicative  to  me  after 
he  could  call  me  Captain  Dribble,  which  he 
always  pronounced  Dibble,  than  when  I  was 
plain  Mister,  and  my  acquaintance  vrith  the 
functionaries  of  the  palace — there  are  no  ser- 
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vants  immediately  attendant  on  majesty — I  was 
pretty  well  informed  of  what  was  going  on,  and 
I  flatter  myself  that  I  knew  the  royal  determi- 
nation on  some  of  the  most  momentous  points 
that  then  agitated  Europe,  at  least  a  full  half- 
hour  before  the  honourable  Mr. William  Pitt .  I 
may  be  deceiving  myself,  of  course,  for  I  am,  as 
I  have  too  often  said,  very  aged,  but  at  the  time, 
or  perhaps  a  little  after  they  happened,  I  prog- 
nosticated events-— that's  all.  But  any  sensible 
person  knows  I  could  not  have  done  this  had  I 
not  been  familiar  with  state-secrets,  owing  to 
my  relations  with  the  palace. 

The  supercilious  and  the  sceptical  may  ask, 
upon  what  authority  do  I  relate  all  these  events  P 
My  answer  is  as  triumphant  as  that  of  the  mi- 
nister in  the  wrong,  who  is  backed  by  a  large 
majority.  I  am  unfortunate  in  my  similes — 
but  I  am  too  old  to  mend  them.  Perhaps  my 
critics  may  take,  the  trouble  to  do  it  for  me — 
they  are  tinkers  and  botchers,  who,  not  being 
able  to  make  a  kettle  themselves,  contrive,  in 
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attempting  to  mend  the  faulty  kettle  of  others, 
sometimes  to  get  into  hot  water,  and  always  to 
make  two  holes  where  there  was  only  one  before. 
But  this  is  talking  (en  parenthese)  sadly. 

To  revert  My  answer  to  the  supercilious 
and  the  sceptical  is  this.  I  sailed  with  the  old 
Commodore  myself  in  the  early  part  of  my 
life,  and  was  intimate  with  him  and  his  family 
for  many  years.  I  have  had  the  honour  of  visit- 
ing Lady  Astell,  but  I  confess  that  I  never 
could  take  the  liberty  of  asking  her  any  ques- 
tions. So  the  reader  must  take  my  account  of 
the  following  scene  between  their  majesties  and 
herself  cum  grano  aalia^ — that  is  to  say,  ac- 
cording to  the  version  of  those  who  come  in 
grand  with  the  salt,  as  they  lay  out  the  royal 
table.     I  have  not  forgotten  my  Latin  yet. 

The  very  day  after  Lady  Astell  had  left 
Trestletree  Hall,  clad  in  the  deepest  mourning, 
she  came  up  to  London,  requested,  and  imme- 
diately obtained,  what  is  called  a  private  audi- 
ence of  the  Queen      She  fell  at  her  Majesty^s 
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feet,  and  it  was  long  before  she  could  be  in- 
duced to  rise  and  make  known  ber  wrongs. 
But  when  she  opened  the  flood-gates  of  her  feel- 
ing3,  when  she  poured  forth  the  eloquence  of  her 
agomsed  heart,  and  told  of  the  exceeding  lore 
that  she,  a  widow,  lx>re  to  her  only  gallant 
child,  the  Queen,  who  had  then  a  noble  son  em- 
barked in  the  same  profession,  wept  with  her. 
Then  fidlowed  the  impassioned  details  of  the 
boy^s  persecutions,  of  his  proud  spirit  taking 
refuge  from  the  ignominy  of  the  lash  in  the 
dismal  and  soul-endangering  abyss  of  suicide. 
When  the  now  almost  frantic  mother  described 
the  plunge,  and  dash,  and  the  closing  of  the 
dark  waters  over  the  head  of  her  child,  the 
good  Queen  shuddered,  and  said,  "  Can  such 
thidgs  be?"  and  when  the  mother  was  about  to 
proceed,  she  gently  said  to  her,  *^  Forbear — the 
King  must  hear  this  also,'*  and  retired. 

In  a  short  space,  Lady  Astell  was  sent  for 
into  the  King^s  private  closet,  and  there  repeated 
to  his  Majesty,  the  Queen  being  present,  her 
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sad  story,  and  wound  up  the  whole  by  showing 
and  reading  to  them  the  last  letter  of  Augustus. 
When  the  soul  is  filled  with  the  sublimest  emo- 
tions, that  is  but  a  mean  writer  who  wo/jld 
stoop  to  lessen  the  effect  of  their  expression  by 
describing  peculiarities  of  speech  or  action. 

His  Majesty  sat  by  the  side  of  the  widow,  so 
recently  and  so  dreadfully  made  childless,  took 
her  hand  with  all  the  affection  of  an  old  friend, 
and  tried  with  an  honourable  warmth  every 
topic  of  consolation  on  one  who  would  not  be 
comforted.  He  told  Lady  Astell  that  he 
heartily  wished  that  the  service  was  rid  of  the 
barbarity  of  flogging  altogether,  and  more  es- 
pecially of  flogging  tlie  young  gentlemen — that 
she  must  remember  that  it  always  had  been 
the  practice  of  the  navy,  and  that  the  dishonour 
and  the  disgrace  was  not  on  the  flogged,  but 
on  him  who  wrongfully  ordered  the  humiliating 
chastisement.  He  told  her  be  pitied  her  from 
his  soul,  and  asked  her,  in  conclusion,  what  he 
could  do  for  her  ? 
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O  good,  gracious,  and  most  benevolent 
king  !*  was  ber  answer,  **  is  this  wild,  angry, 
bad  man  a  fitting  person  to  have  command  over 
your  best  and  bravest  subjects — to  torture  and 
to  drown  them  y 

This  was  touching  a  delicate  point.  A  bet- 
ter sailor  and  a  more  able  naval  commander  the 
country  did  not  possess.  The  King  knew  this, 
and  also  remembered  his  long  services,  and 
thought  of  the  old  Commodore's  mutilated 
person  and  scarred  body.  Moreover,  in  the 
state  of  discipline  of  the  navy,  and  in  the 
opinion  of  the  time,  it  was  only  harsh  and  deter- 
mined characters  like  that  of  Sir  Octavius  that 
could  curb  and  rule  the  boisterous  spirits  of  the 
day.  His  Majesty  also  reflected  tliat,  had  Au- 
gustus been  a  grovelling  and  common  charac- 
ter, he  would  have  taken  his  flogging  as  thou- 
sands had  done  before  him ;  and  after  a  due 
portion  of  abuse,  gone  again  to  his  duty,  and  in 
his  turn  have  hereafter  flogged  others.  After 
all,    the  Commodore   had   only    used   an    un- 
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doubted  and  generally  practised  privilege. — 
There  was  no  quarrel  between  him  and  the 
service,— indeed,  as  men  then  reasoned  and 
spoke,  no  offence;  though  there  might  be  a  most 
deadly  one  between  the  brother  and  the  sister. 

"  My  dear  Lady  Astell,"  said  his  Majesty, 
most  tenderly,  "  you  cannot,  for  a  moment, 
believe  that  Sir  Octavius  wished  to  make  his 
nephew  commit  suicide  ?" 

"  May  it  please  your  Majesty,  the  blood  of 
Augustus,  through  both  his  father  and  his 
mother,  is  of  the  noblest  of  the  land  ;  he  would 
not  have  been  Sir  Octavius'  nephew,  nor  Lord 
Astcll's  son,  if  he  had  not  sooner  suffered  death 
than  dishonour.'*^ 

As  just  then  neither  the  service  nor  the  King 
could  spare  tlic  Commodore,  his  Majesty  was 
loth  to  promise  that  he  should  be  dismissed 
from  his  command,  which  was  the  first  act  of 
retribution  that  Lady  Astell  contemplated. 
Honours  were  offered  her ;  the  title  tiiat  would 
have  been  her  son''s  for  life— even  a  court  of 


THE    OLD    COMMODORE.  805 

inquiry  upon  her  brother^s  conduct.  All  these 
she  rejected;  the  last  especially.  She  would 
D0I9  implacable  as  was  now  her  hate  to  her 
brother^  have  the  family  dishonoured. 

Everything  was  done  to  allay  her  irritation^ 
and  soothe  her  harrowed  feelings,  but  the  only 
one  thing  she  sought  was  the  Commodore's  dis- 
missal.  At  sea,  she  knew  that  her  victim  would 
be  out  of  her  reach,  and  that  the  hurry  and 
excitement  of  naval  warfare  would  give  no 
leisure  for  remorse  to  work  upon  his  bosom. 
She  wanted  him  on  shore,  a  prey  to  lassitude, 
with  nothing  to  do  but  to  think  :  she  could  not 
rest  until  she  had  fulfilled  her  son's  dying 
injunctions. 

She  took  her  leave  of  their  Majesties,  fully 
impressed  with  the  excellence  of  their  hearts, 
but  with  her  own  but  little  relieved.  Indeed, 
a  sort  of  half-promise  was  implied,  that  her 
brother's  command  should  be  given  to  another, 
if  any  other  could  be  found  who  could  so  well 
supply  his  place ;  or  if,  upon  inquiry,  anything 
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really  and  substantially  militating  against  the 
rules  of  the  service  could  be  proved  against 
him.  She  returned  to  her  desolate  home, 
hrcK^ding  over  her  bereavement,  and  meditating 
plans  of  vengeance. 
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CHAPTER  L 


''  Each  talks  aloud,  or  in  some  secret  place^ 
And  wild  Impatience  stared  in  ev'ry  face. 
The  flying  rumour  gathered  as  it  roll'd. 
The  awAil  tale  no  sooner  heard  than  told  ; 
And  all  who  told  it  added  something  new^ 
And  all  who  heard  it  made  enlargements  too. 

In  every  ear  it  spread,  on  every  tongue  it  grew." 


Fortunately  for  Lady  Astell,  and  very  un- 
fortunately for  our  gouty  friend  on  board  the 
Terrific,  that  very  evening  the  King,  hav- 
ing dined  heartily  at  four  o'clock,  upon  roast 
leg  of  mutton,  eschewing  the  fat,  Sir  Riggles- 
by  Wippersnap,  a  very  old  courtier,  and  a 
great  crony  of  both  the  sovereigns,  called  in. 
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As  Sir  Rigglesby  never  asked  for  any  office, 
and  was  never  known  to  give  an  opinion  that 
was  not  an  echo,  he  had  the  entree  of  the  back- 
stairs at  all  reasonable  hours.  Royal,  like 
common  minds,  require  delassement  The  can- 
dles were  lighted ;  the  tittle-tattle  of  the 
day  dispatched,  and  Sir  Rigglesby,  in  con- 
formity with  the  royal  wish,  took  the  dummy 
at  long  whist,  for  sixpence  a  rub,  against  their 
Majesties.  Having  lost  and  paid  for  the  first 
rub,  and  asseverating  that  it  was  impossible  to 
succeed  against  so  much  combined  skill,  as  he 
was  slowly,  very  slowly,  shuffling  the  cards,  as 
if  unwilling  to  risk  another  sixpence,  he  thu 
relieved,  by  speech,  the  tedium  of  his  opera* 
tion. 

"  Has  your  Majesty  heard — hi — hi— of  the 
foolish  pretensions  of  that,  that.  Sir  Octaviu 
Bacuissart — presumptuous,  and  all  that — ** 

*' Deal,  deal,    Rigglesby— I  see,  cut,    cut, 

cut.*" 

"  Not  the  Commodore,  please  your  Majesty 
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— hi — hi — wicked  of  me  to  joke  in  the  presence 
of  sacred  majesty— ho,  ho  !^ 

*•  Cut,  cut, — cut  the  old  Commodore — have 
though— singular  that — how  did  you  know  it, 
know,  know,  know  it  ?" 

•*  Please  your  Majesty,  I  did  not  know  it — 
could  your  Majesty  believe  it?^  turning  to  the 
Queen,  "  hi — hi— the  old  vulgar — *"  and  seeing 
that  a  little  abuse  would  not  be  reprehended, 
he  went  on  cautiously — **  ill-bred,  disloyal, 
brute,  has  again  threatened — ho,  ho,  ho — to 
come  to  court,  before  all  the  ladies — hum — bad 
— with,  ho— without — quite  indecent." 

The  four  royal  eyes  opened  expressively 
wide,  and  "  what,  where,  how,  when  ?"  came 
down  in  a  plentiful  shower. 

**  Why,  may  it  please  your  Majesties,  he 
boasts  of  possessing — hi,  hi ! — an  hereditary 
privilege,  under  the  sign  manual  of  Henry  V. 
your  royal  ancestor,"  (rather  a  courtly  stretch,) 
**  to  come  to  court  wherever  your  Majesty  may 
hold  one,  or  whenever  your  Majesty  may  be 
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dining,  and  claim  a  manchet  of  the  best  bread, 
and  one  8toup  of  wine  of  a  five^hooped  stoup — *' 

*'  What,  what,  what, — munch  up  my  bread, 
and  stoop,  stoop,  stoop,  and  drink  my  wine! 
Nonsense,  Rigglesby,  nonsense.*^ 

"  Ah,  your  gracious  Majesty,^  said  Sir  Rig- 
glesby, laying  his  hand  pathetically  on  his  left 
breast,  and  drawing  up  a  sigh  with  as  much  diffi- 
culty as  if  it  were  the  bucket  of  a  hundred-feet 
deep  well,  "  your  Majesty  may  please  to  under- 
stand he  may  come  into  your  royal  presence  any 
day  between  the  feast  of  St.  Cuthberth  of  Lind- 
isfarne  and  the  feast  of  St.  Edmund,  and  eat  the 
bread  and  drink  the  wine  off  your  royal  dining- 
table  without  leave  or  licence — ho !  ho !  oh  !" 

*'  No,  no,  no,  Rigglesby — mustn't  do  that 
— mustn't  do  that.  The  De  Courcys  coming  in 
with  their  hats  on,  bad  enough — too  bad  ;  eat 
my  wine,  drink  my  bread !  No,  no,  no.  Yeo- 
men of  the  guard  ;  Bow-street  runners." 

*^  Ah,  sire,  would  to  heaven  that  was  the 
worst  of  it !    This  same  Baronet — he  he — says 
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fae^s  entitled  to  come  to  court  any  day  between  sun 
and  suD»  between  the  aforesaid  feast  of  St.  Cutli- 
berth  of  Lindisfame  and  the  feast  of  St.  Edmund, 
in  such  a  way,  only  think,  it  would  make  all 
the  ladies  of  the  court  blush.     O  fie  P 

"  Would  it,  would  it  ? — it  must  be  atrocious 
— atrocious, — vifhnt  all  blush  !  bad!  bad!  quite 
revolutionary.^ 

**  Would  your  gracious  Majesty  be  pleased 
to  condescend  to  guess  how— hi  hi  !" 

**  Without  shoes  or  stockings,  perhaps,"  said 
the  UDiophisticated  monarch.  The  Queen  called 
for  her  vinaigrette.  The  Queen's  young  page 
pinched  the  arm  of  the  maid  of  honour^  and 

■ 

the  maid  of  honour  gave  out  the  daintiest  little 
shriek  imaginable.  The  crisis  was  growing  aw- 
ful, and  Sir  Rigglesby  grew  every  moment 
more  solemn  and  more  important.  At  length,  he 
said,  with  a  very  graceful  horror,  *'  May  it 
please  your  Majesty,  he  dares  rebelliously  to 
carry  his  disloyalty  higher  than  that." 

Those  sovereign  lips  that  awed    the  world 
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deigned  to  purse  themselves  up  into  a  well- 
defined  circle,  and  marshal  the  regal  breath  as 
it  passed  them  into  a  low  whistle ;  and  albeit,  a 
somewhat  merry  one.  That  the  royal  mind 
was  tickled,  we  cannot  presume  to  say  ;  but  we 
may  fairly  presume  that  the  royal  nose  was,  for 
it  was  considerately  rubbed  by  the  forefinger  of 
the  royal  right-hand. 

But  the  Queen  was  still   to  be  enlightened. 
She  asked  Sir  Rigglesby,  in  her  pretty  Ger- 
man-English,  which    we   are  too   respectfully 
loyal  to  imitate,  how  it  was  that  this  barbarous 
Commodore  was   to   come   to   her  court — the 
most  decorous,  the  best  regulated,  and  chastest 
court  in  Christendom.     After  a  deal  of  circum- 
locution, her  Majesty  at  length  understood,  that 
from  the  time  of  the  fifth  Harry,  the  head  of 
the  family  of  Bacuissart  claimed  the  privilege  of 
coming  to  court  not  much   more  alarmingly 
dressed  than  an  officer  of  the  Highland  regi- 
ments, a  privilege  that  it  was  at  the  option  of 
the  Baronet  to  permit  royalty  to  buy  off  from 
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year  to  year,  but  which  might  be  exerted  at 
any  time,  if  the  permission  were  not  given  tu 
redeem  it. 

Everybody  who  has  the  least  tinge  of  philoso- 
phy must  know  that  what  such  a  convulsion  as 
an  earthquake  is  to  the  mountain,  this  news  was 
to  the  court.  It  was  something  awful,  indistinct, 
incomprehensible.  The  elderly  ladies,  especially, 
felt  their  grey  hairs  stiffen,  and  their  indignant 
stomachers  rise  high  over  their  scraggy  throats. 
The  news  flew  like  the  combustion  of  a  train 
of  gunpowder  through  every  avenue  of  the  pa- 
lace: cooks,  scullions,  and  scullions'-assistants, 
each  received  and  commented  on  the  astound- 
ing intelligence;  and,  what  with  commentaries, 
additions,  and  versions,  when  the  rumour  reached 
the  sentinels  at  the  different  outlets  of  the  pa- 
lace, it  had  increased  to  the  terrifying  an- 
nouncement that  the  mutiny  of  the  Nore  had 
been  revived,  and  that  the  fighting  old  Com- 
modore was  coming  up  to  St.  James's  with  a 
petition  for  redress  of  grievances,  fifteen  yards 
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long,  at  the  head  of  his  bargees  crew,  all  of 
them  in  an  Adamite  state. 

This  report  having  circulated  through  the 
guard-room  was,  as  it  ought  to  have  been,  re- 
turned to  the  interior  of  the  palace  through 
the  avenues  by  which  it  had  issued,  very  much 
amended.  The  whole  ship's  company  of  the 
Terrific  was  on  their  way  to  court,  girt  round 
with  cabbage-leaves  —  why  and  wherefore  we 
must  leave  to  naturalists  to  explain ;  they  were 
to  be  met  at  Temple  Bar  by  a  cockney-mob, 
who  were  to  parade  before  them,  a  loaf  steeped 
in  blood,  at  the  top  of  a  pole  thirty  feet 
long. 

These  were,  truly,  times  of  great  excite- 
ment. 

At  all  this  our  sensible  monarch  was  highly 
amused.  He  had  some  recollection  of  Sir  Oc- 
tavius  Bacuissart  having  one  day,  at  Ports- 
mouth, for  some  impetinence  on  the  part  of 
Sir  Rigglesby,  knocked  him  into  the  kennel 
with  one  hand,  and  then  hooked  him  out,  when 
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half  suffocated,  by  the  other  hand— ^^  if  hand  that 
could  be  called,  which  hand  was  not/'  So 
his  Majesty,  before  reverting  tu  the  very  strange 
daim  that  the  courtier  avowed  the  old  Com- 
modore was  going  to  put  forward,  asked  him  to 
relate  the  whole  of  this  anecdote.  The  hanger- 
on  made  as  great  a  mess  of  it  as  the  old  Com- 
modore had  made  of  him  when  he  rolled  him 
in  the  mud.  The  King  was  satisfied  if  Sir 
Rigglesby  was  not;  and  the  whist  party 
shortly  after  broke  up  without  the  conveyancer 
of  scandal  scoring  many  for  honours. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

"  Obliging  sir,  for  courts  you  sure  were  made ; 
Why  should  such  virtue  ever  seek  the  shade  ? 
The  king  would  smile  on  you — at  least  the  queen. 
Ah,  gentle  sir,  you  courtiers  so  cajole  us, 
But  Tully  has  it,  *'  Nunquam  minus  solus." 


I  LOVE  the  constitution,  I  honour  its  feudal 
origin.  Its  blemishes  are,  to  me,  beauty-spots  ; 
its  rottenness  is,  to  me,  the  quintessence  of  the 
freshest  perfumes.  I  honour  feudal  services, 
and  gloat  over  the  nice  distinctions  of  a  noble- 
man's, a  knight^s,  and  a  franklin's  fee.  I  look 
upon  those  as  the  most  distinguished  families  in 
whom  are  vested  those  imperishable  and  in- 
alienable rights  of  holding  the  towel  whilst  his 
Majesty  washes  his  sacred  hands,   the  more 
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espedallj.  if  the  other  blessed  privilege  be  ap- 
pendedy  of  possessing  three  or  four  extensive 
manors  with  right  of  vert  and  venison.  Can 
new-fangled  America  show  anything  so  dignified, 
so  awe-instilling^  as  a  custom  handed  down  from 
the  remotest  antiquity,  of  being  permitted  to 
strew  the  King^s  bed-chamber  with  clean  rushes  ? 
No;  these  rights,  and  such  as  these,  are  the 
foundation  stones,  the  crystal  bases  of  our  glo- 
rious monarchy,  and  of  our  inimitable  consti- 
tution, the  admiration  and  the  envy '  of  sur- 
rounding nations. 

I  dare  not  trust  myself  further  on  this  sub- 
ject. I  shall  grow  too  eloquent.  My  modesty 
would  be  shocked  by  finding  myself  quoted, 
or  rather  pirated, .  by  young  members  of  parlia- 
ment in  their  maiden  speeches.  I  must  forbear. 

Towards  night,  his  gracious  Majesty  became 
aware  of  the  increasing  excitement  through  the 
palace,  and  was  determined  himself  to  examine 
whether  there  could  be  any  foundation  for  a  re- 
port so  very  absurd.  Consequently,  at  about  ten 
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o^cIock  that  evening,  a  very  late  hour  for  a  man 
of  his  regular  habits,  he  sent  for  one  of  the  heads 
of  his  colleges  of  heraldry.  Who  it  was  that 
obeyed  the  royal  summons  I  know  not,  whether 
Garter  king-at-arms,  or  Bouge-croix,  Norroy, 
or  Clarencieux.  However,  he  was  a  man  of 
much  breath,  and  of  an  infinite  coinage  of  words, 
and  so  fond  of  repetitions,  that  he  only  mortally 
hated  those  things  upon  earth,  which  can  utter 
sounds  of  only  one  note,  as  they  competed  with 
him  in  pertinacity  in  the  saying  the  same  thing 
over  again.  With  such  a  man,  precedent  was  his 
god,  and  antiquity  gave  him  his  ritual  of  worship. 
To  him,  therefore,  the  King  made  known  bis 
fears,  and  ordered  him  to  search  the  records  be- 
longing to  the  courts  of  privileges^  and  discover  if 
any  such  right  existed,  so  contrary  ad  bonos 
mores. 

The  tabarded  official  most  submissively  re- 
plied, ^'  That  if  such  right  existed,  and  had 
been  granted,  and  registered,  it  could  not, 
whatever  it  was,  by  any  possibility  be  contra 
banaa  moresJ** 
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"  What— ^what — what— if  a  man  claims  a 
right  to— to— to— ?" 

*^  May  it  please  your  Majesty,  it  may  be 
moat  offensive  to  your  Majesty  as  an  individual, 
but  must  be  regarded  as  the  most  grateful  in- 
cense to  your  sacred  Majesty,  in  your  character 
of  the  fountain  of  all  honour,  the  font  of  all 
chivalry,  and  the  well-spring  of  life  of  all 
nobility-*^ 

•'  Well,  well — go  look — go  look  ;  shaVt  do 
ity  however.*^ 

So  the  man  learned  in  genealogies,  and  all 
puissant  in  etiquette,  having  received  the  neces- 
sary instructions^  retired.  His  Britannic  Ma- 
jesty passed  a  most  uncomfortable  night, 
dreaming  all  through  it,  that  he  had  been  me- 
tamcM'phosed  successively  into  the  comer  of 
every  street,  leading  in  the  line  from  the 
Royal  Exchange  to  Charing  Cross  inclusive,  of 
his  royal  cities  of  London  and  Westminster. 
Dreams  have  strange  associations,  and  Shak- 
speare  was  right  when  he  said. 
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'^  Uneasy  lies  the  head  that  wears  a  crown^*' 

notwithstanding  the  manifold  virtues  that  re- 
side in  a  linsey«woolsey  night-cap. 

Very  early  the  next  day,  the  king  of  all, 
and  the  king-at-arms,  were  closeted  together. 
The  former  very  much  annoyed,  the  latter  very 
much  elated,  for  the  herald  had  discovered  a 
charge,  of  at  least  three  hundred  years  old, 
upon  the  King's  manor  of  Falconditch,  of  forty 
shillings  annually,  paid  to  the  steward  of  the 
manor  of  Trestletree,  that  his  lord^  the  lord  of 
the  said  manor,  should  not,  for  the  space  of 
one  year,  claim  or  exert  his  right  of; — but  we 
will  quote  the  excellent  latin  in  which  the  right 
was  expressed — Intrandi  in  conspectu  regis, 
et  suae  reginse,  et  suae  regise,  dominis  proceribus 
presentibus,  sine  indusia,  braceis,  femoraliis, 
cuissibus  aut  ullis  vestibus  h  puppi. 

*^  By  my  three  kingdoms,**  said  his  Majesty, 
with  orb-like  eyes,  ^*  I  understand  only  the  two 
last  words,  *  a  puppy,' — yes,  yes,  yes — and 
a  most  impudent  puppy  he  must  be." 
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With  all  submission,  I  humbly  take  it,  may 
it  please  your  Majesty,  that  h  puppi  is  figu- 
ratively used  for  the  portica — hum  ! — that  is  to 
say,  for  some  eminent  service  rendered  to  Henry 
Y.  of  blessed  and  glorious  memory,  by  an  an- 
cestor of  Sir  Octavius  Bacuissart,  his  lineal  de- 
scendants have  a  right  of  entrance,  at  seasonable 
hours,  into  your  royal  presence,  palace,  and 
court,  without  any  of  that  part  of  the  dress 
of  a  gentleman  which  renders  knee-buckles 
needful.'' 

**  And  do  you  think  this  right  is  a  good 
right?" 

*•  Indubitably,  your  Majesty.  Your  Majesty 
and  your  royal  ancestors  have,  for  three  cen- 
turies, been  paying  yearly  forty  shillings,  that 
this  right  may  not  be  exercised ;  and  it  is  at 
the  option  of  Sir  Octavius  whether  he  will  next 

« 

year  take  his  forty  shillings  or  walk  into  your 
royal  presence  when  your  Majesty  is  at  dinner, 
drink  your  wine,  and  eat  your  bread,  as  naked 
from  the  waist  downwards  as  a  mermaid.^ 
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*«  Odd  fish  !  Old  Commodore !  We'll  talk  to 
my  Lord  Chancellor.'* 

**  Of  no  use,  your  Majesty.  The  right  stands 
upon  a  better  basis  than  the  law  of  the 
land." 

**  We'll  quash  it,  however,  by  an  order  in 
council." 

^^  With  all  submission,  your  Majesty,  it  is  a 
fundamental  part  of  the  constitution.'' 

"  We'll  suppress  it  by  our  royal  prerogative," 
said  the  King,  looking  magnificent 

^^  With  all  submission,  may  it  please  your 
Majesty/'  said  the  arbiter  of  precedent,  quite 
doggedly,  ^^  you  may  as  well  think  of  altering 
the  succession." 

"  We'll  get  us  an  act  of  parliament,  man-— 
we*ll  get  us  an  act  of  parliament" 

"  An  act  of  parliament.  Sire,  is — an  act  of 
parliament :  but  I  have  even  my  doubts  upon 
that" 

*^  Get  out  of  the  room  with  you  for  a  fool. 
An  act  of  parliament,  Sir  Mouldy,  can  do  any- 
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tbing^  especially  when  anything  more  than  com* 
inonly  ridiculous  is  to  be  done." 

An  hour  after,  the  King  said  to  the  Queen, 
^^  I  have  been  thinking,  madam,  that  Sir  Oc- 
tavius  Bacuissart  has  behaved  unlike  an  officer 
and  a  gentleman.  He  has  no  business  to  make 
a  breach  in  the  constitution  by  forcing  a  young 
nobleman,  one  of  the  pillars  of  the  state,  to  drown 
himself.     He  shall  be  superseded  immediately.*" 

"  Will  he  come  to  court  ?" 

"  If  he  dares  to  come  in  a  state  fit  for  the 
halberds,  by  this  thing  and  that,  I  solemnly 
swear  he  shall  be  tied  up  to  them,  and  receive 
six  dosen  himself.^ 

Nobly  said  for  the  head  of  a  limited  mo- 
narchy. 

Whether  this  resolve  was  communicated  to 
the  Commodore  or  not,  I  cannot  tell.  I  only 
know  that  he  was  immediately  superseded; 
that  he  never  put  the  threat  into  execution  that 
he  made  at  the  Admiralty ;  but,  ifith  feelings 
about  as  miserable  as  are  those  of  a  hackney* 
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coach-horse  that  has  been  out  all  day  in  the 
rain,  he  went  down  to  Trestletree  Hall,  con- 
tinued to  take  his  forty  shillings  from  the  king's 
manor  of  Falconditch,  and  never  once  seemed 
disposed  to  come  to  court,  with  or  without  his 
continuations. 

With  the  deepest  feelings  of  regret  I  must 
now  take  leave  of  my  life  as  a  courtier,  and 
shall  merely  say,  that  it  was  long  before  all  the 
old  women  in  and  about  St.  James's  could  fully 
recover  themselves  from  the  shock  that  the 
threatened  avatar  of  the  old  Commodore  in 
naturalibus  had  administered  to  them,  and  that, 
it  caused  quite  as  much  sensation  as  did  the 
universal  shaving  of  the  heads  of  the  household, 
consequent  upon  the  pedicufot^  intrusion  upon 
the  sacred  plate  of  Majesty. 

As,  by  this  time,  we  trust  that  everything 
relating  to  the  Commodore  has  become  interest- 
ing, and  as  we  did  not  wish  to  tax  the  prolixity 
of  Sir  Mouldy  Vertandor,  the  king-at-arms, 
for  his  version  of  the  affair,  we  will  briefly 
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record  by  what  means  the  male  representatives 
of  the  family  of  Bacuissart  became  possessed  of 
their  singular  right  of  emulating  the  High- 
landers in  their  kilts  and  philibegs. 

It  18  always  the  best,  after  you  have  beaten 
your  enemy,  to  take,  if  you  can  get  it,  his  own 
account  of  the  affair.  I  shall  not,  therefore, 
make  a  new  version  of  the  battle  of  Azincourt, 
but  only  detail  so  much  of  it  as  bears  upon  the 
history  of  theold  Commodore's  singular  privilege. 

Rapin  tells  us,  that  the  English,  **  malades, 
pour  laplupart  de  la  dyssenterie,  qui  lesn'avoit 
point  quittez  depuis  leur  depart  d^Harfleur,'' 
were  ^'laplupart  d'entre  eux  reduits  a  la  neces- 
sity de  combattre  fxms  nuda  de  la  ceinttire  en 
bos  a  la  cause  de  cette  maladie  qui  les  presse." 

So  much  for  the  general  state  of  the  com- 
batants; and  now  we  must  have  recourse  to  old 
Monstrelet  for  the  particular  part  that  the 
renowned  Thomas  Epinhen,  the  fighting  an- 
cestor of  the  fighting  old  Commodore  played 
in  this  immortal  fray  : 
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'^  Ct  la  se  tiudrent  tout  coyement  jusques  ^ 
tant  qu'il  fut  temps  de  traire,  et  tous  les  autres 
Anglois  demourerent  avec  leur  roy:  lequel 
tantost  feit  ordonner  sa  bataille  par  vn  chevalier 
chenii  de  vieillesse,  noram6  Thomas  Epinhen, 
mettant  les  archiers  au  front  deuant,  et  puis  les 
gensd^armes.  £t  apres  feit  ainsi  corome  deux 
esles  de  gensd^armes  et  archiers,  et  les  chevaulx 
et  bagages  furent  mis  dcrriere  Tost.  Lesquels 
archiers  fichercnt  deuant  eux  chacuD  un  pen- 
chon  aiguisc  a  deux  bouts;  iceluy  Thomas 
enhorta  k  tous  generallement  de  par  le  dit  roy 
d^Angleterre,  qu'ils  combattissent  vigoureuse- 
ment  pour  garantir  leurs  vies;  et  ainsi  cheuau- 
chant  luy  troisiesme  par  deuant  la  dicte  bataille, 
apres  qu^il  eut  fait  lesdictes  ordonnances  jetta 
en  hault  un  baston  qu'il  tenoit  en  sa  main,  en 
disant  ^  n^strocque,'  et  descendit  h  pied  comme 
estoit  le  roy«  tous  les  autres:  au  jetter,  le  dit 
baston  tous  les  Anglois  soubdainement  feirent 
une  tres  grand  cri^e^  dont  grandement  s'esmer- 
veillirent  les  Francois.     Et  quand  lesdict  An- 
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glois  vdrent  que  les  Francois  nc  les  approchoient, 
ils  allerent  devers  eux  tout  bellement  par  or- 
doonance,  et  derechef  feirent  un  tres  grand  cry 
en  arreataot  et  reprenant  leur  alaine.  £t  adonc 
les  dcasuadicts  archers  abscons  audit  pre,  tire- 
reot  vigoureusement  sur  les  Francois,  en  eslevant 
oomme  les  autres  grand  huee,  et  incontinent 
les  dits  Anglois  approchans  les  Francois,  pre* 
Bdiereinent  leurs  archiers,  dont  11  y*en  auoit  bien 
treise  mille,  commencerent  a  tirer  a  la  vol^ 
centre  iceux  Francois  d'aussi  loing  quUls  pou- 
voient  tirer  de  toute  leur  puissance,  desquels 
archiers  la  plus  grand  partie  estoient  sans  ar- 
meures  en  leurs  pourpointeaux,  leurs  chausses 
auallees  ayans  baches  pendues  h  leur  courroyes 
ou  espees  et  si  en  y'auoit  aucuns  tous  nuds  pieds, 
et  sans  chapperon. 

After  having  performed  this  good  service, 
our  truculent  Thomas,  when  the  action  bad 
become  more  general,  was  led  by  the  crush  of 
the  fight  to  where  Henry  liimself  was,  to  use 
the  phrase  historical,  ^*  performing  prodigies  of 
valour.** 
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Now  this  ancestor  of  the  Bacuissarts,  Sir 
Thomas  Epinhen,  was  a  rough  and  sterling  old 
English  knight,  who  had,  for  the  mere  love  of 
fighting  and  attachment  to  the  royal  person,  sold 
all  his  patrimony,  and  borne  himself  most  valor- 
ously  throughout  this  campaign.  He  had  suf- 
fered with  the  generality;  and,  with  them,  did 
his  best,  as  Monsieur  Voltaire  has  said,  to  sliock 
the  more  polished  French  into  a  precipitate  and 
disastrous  flight.  But  before  the  modesty  of  the 
Gauls  was  so  terribly  wrought  upon  as  to  make 
them  take  to  their  heels  at  the  indecency  of  their 
opponents,  the  gallant  Henry  was  himself  borne 
down,  and  surrounded  by  numbers.  His  po- 
sition was  perilous  in  the  extreme,  when  fortu- 
nately Sir  Thomas  Epinhen  rushed  into  the 
melee,  and,  cleaving  a  path  for  himself,  he 
bestrode  the  prostrate  king ;  and, 


t€ 


Though  gallantly  armed^  and  with  his  beaver  on^ 
Yet  had  he  not  hi?  cuUhet  on  his  thighs." 


Though   royalty   was    down,    yet    he    was 
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neither  so  much  hurt  nor  so  much  dispirited  as 
not  to  be  tickled  with  the  ridicule  of  his  situ- 
ation. After  the  rescue  was  complete,  and  he 
had  embraced  the  gallant  warrior,  he  asked  him 
jocosely  how  he  had  dared  to  treat  the  Majesty 
of  England  with  so  much  indignity.  When  the 
field  was  over,  and  all  further  danger  past,  the 
King  sent  for  his  deliverer,  again  embraced  him 
before  the  whole  court,  and  openly  avowed  him 
as  the  preserver  of  his  life,  and  thus,  in  all 
probability,  not  a  very  remote  cause  of  the 
splendid  victory.  This  took  place  so  soon  after 
the  action  that  Sir  Thomas  was  still  in  his  sans 
culottes  fashion,  and  began  stammering  out  his 
apologies,  when  the  King  swore  a  solemn  oath 
that  he  and  his  posterity  for  ever  should  be 
entitled,  whenever  they  thought  fit  to  claim  it, 
to  enter  the  royal  presence,  in  camp  or  in  field, 
in  city  or  in  court,  just  as  he  then  stood  :  and 
he  immediately  ordered  a  charter  to  be  granted 
him  to  that  eflect,  conveying  also  to  the  saviour 
of  the  King's  life,  and  his  heirs  for  ever,  sundry 
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broad  lands  and  rich  manors,  among  which  ^at 
of  Trestletrec  was  the  roost  important  At  the 
same  time  a  surname  was  added  to  that  which 
he  already  bore,  and  he  was  called,  during  life 
and  in  all  his  title-deeds.  Sir  Thomas  Epinhen 
Bascuissarts,  in  pointed  allusion  to  the  state  of 
his  apparelling  on  the  memorable  day  of  Agin- 
court.  He  was  also  permitted  to  place  on  the 
dexter  of  his  shield  three  batons,  and  to  add  for  a 
supporter  a  knight  fully  armed  down  to  the 
waist,  and  thence  terminating,  in  heraldic  lan- 
guage, in  a  man  proper,  with  this  motto, 
"  Ne'stroquk."* 

*  Ne'stroque— Cu^  ^our  itick.  The  origin  of  this 
phrase,  now  so  vulgarly  hawked  about  the  streets^ 
proceeds  from  this  command  of  the  ancestor  of  the  old 
Commodore.  When  the  archers  went  to  battle,  they 
were  in  the  habit  of  placing  before  them,  in  a  slanting 
direction,  long  sticks,  or  pointed  stakes^  to  keep  off 
the  incursions  of  the  horse;  whilst  they  discharged 
their  arrows  from  behind  them.  Sir  Thomas  Epinhen 
seeing  the  French  rather  too  ceremonious  about  ad- 
rancing,    cried  out  lo  his  men,  **  Cut  your  ttUkt" 
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Id  the  ooune  of  a  few  generations,  the  Epin- 
hen  was  dropped,  and  the  orthography  of  the 
word  was  altered  to  Bacuissart,  which,  at  sea, 
had  YC17  generally  deteriorated,  when  borne  by 
the  old  Coibinodore,  into  Backysquirt,  owing 
to  hie  predilection  for  chewing  the  weed,  and 
his  energy  of  ejecting  its  dark-coloured  ex- 
trae&m.  Whatever  changes  the  name  might 
hereafter  have  undergone,  had  there  been  heirs 
male,  and  those  been  seamen,  it  is  useless  to 
speculate  upon,  as  the  name  has  now  become 

extinct,  merging  in  that  of ;  never  mind, 

I  must  not  anticipate. 

I  have  now  taken  a  long  cruise,  after  Toby 
Lumpkin^s  fashion,  and  brought  the  reader 
back  to  the  very  point  from  whence  he  and  I 

Nk'stboql'b:  that  is  to  say,  throw  away  your  sticks, 
and  at  'em  at  once.  This  is  the  origin  of  the  sea 
phrase^  **  Cut  your  stick  ;"  and  not,  as  some  vainly 
pretend,  &c.  &c. — Smelfungua  Noddypate,  of  the  An- 
aquarian  Society, 

VOL.  II.  c 
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set  out  together,  when  the  old  Commodore  was 
delivered  of  his  stentorian  "  Zounds !" 

We  will  not  dwell  upon  those  years  of  in- 
activity and  illness  that  supervened  after  he  wa^ 
deprived  of  his  command.  We  will  merely  say 
that  he  travelled  from  watering-place  to  water- 
ing-place, a  martyr  to  remorse,  disappointed 
ambition,  ennui,  the  gout,  and  a  thousand  fan- 
ciful disorders, — that  he  fell  into  an  intempe- 
rance almost  habhual, — that  his  coarse  manners 
repelled  almost  all  visiters, — and  that  his  in- 
dulgences and  his  waywardness  had  made  his 
beautiful  daughter  the  spoiled  and  nearly  ruined 
creature  that  we  have  described  her  at  the  out- 
set of  this  excellent  history. 

We  have  now  only  to  detail  the  systematic, 
and  almost  insane  persecution  to  which  Lady 
Astell  subjected  her  brother. 

As  one  of  these  terrible  scenes  will  be  suffi- 
cient, we  shall  describe  it,  and  then  pass  on,  as 
rapidly  as  we  can,  to  more  agreeable  and  merrier 
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Mibjeets.  The  fortitude  of  the  widow  so  cruelly 
made  childleis  was,  by  this  last  infliction,  en- 
tirely broken  down;  her  equanimity  seemed 
utteriy  destroyed,  and  her  eccentricities  now 
might  ahnost  be  pronounced  to  extend  to  aber- 
ration of  intellect  The  feelings  that  she  enter- 
tained towards  Sir  Octavius  could  not  be  called 
deiire  of  revenge ;  had  »he  lieen  accused  of  it, 
she  would  have  denied,  nay  repelled  the  impu- 
tatioD  with  scorn.  She  named  her  acts  as  deeds 
of  expiation,  an  awakening  to  repentance,  a 
temporal  infliction  to  save  him  from  eternal 
punishment ;  she  knew  that  these  acts  gave  him 
unutterable  pain,  but  she  performed  them  as  a 
means  of  his  souFs  salvation.  Nobly  did  the 
old  Commodore  bear  them,  as  a  brotiier,  as  a 
man,  and  as  a  Christian. 

Lady  Astell  lived  in  the  deepest  seclusion. 
She  had  already  provided  for  Daniel  Danvers, 
by  settling  on  him,  for  life,  eighty  pounds  a-year, 
and  by  procuring  for  him  a  midshipman^s  rating 
in  the  frigate  commanded  by  her  nephew,  Cap* 

c  2 


28  THE    OLD    COMMODOBK. 

tain  Oliphant.  As  Daniel  was  the  orphan  son 
of  a  warrant  officer,  killed  in  Bridport's  action, 
this  provision  was  for  him  princely.  He  could 
now  dress  and  cope  with  his  messmates  in  those 
expenses  incidental  to  young  gentlemen  in  the 
naval  service.  Lady  Astell,  having  thus  pro- 
vided for  one,  whom  she  would  have  loved  for 
his  devotion  to  her  son,  if  then  she  could  liave 
loved  anything,  found  herself,  as  she  wished, 
totally  alone.  She  would  not  sec  the  rector 
of  the  parish;  and,  for  the  first  time  in  her 
life,  her  doors  were  closed  even  against  Mr. 
Underdown. 

She  placed  all  her  large  establishment  in  the 
deepest  mourning.  Her  carriages  were  black 
and  funereal,  and  void  of  all  heraldic  bearings. 
There  was  a  dismal  ostentation  in  her  woe. 
She  would  use  only  the  blackest  horses,  and 
never  did  she  emerge  from  her  tomb-like  se- 
clusion, excepting  when  she  went  to  church  to 
pray,  or  to  the  old  Commodore's  to  persecute. 
She  clothed  herself  in  the  deepest  weeda,  and  her 
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forebcttdy  bound  with  a  plain  band  of  white  lincn^ 
combing  her  hair,  was  the  only  thing  not 
blaek  upon  her.  She  seemed  like  one  dressed 
in  a  dark  shroud.  Thus  attired,  in  her  mourn- 
ing coach  with  four  horses  and  two  out-riders, 
the  horses  with  large  body-cloths  upon  them  of 
black  and  fringed  velvet,  all  the  servants  appear- 
ing more  like  mutes  than  the  attendants  of  a 
lady  of  immense  wealth,  she  would  pass  through 
the  county  to  the  only  two  places  she  ever 
stirred  abroad  to  visit— the  parish  church  and 
IVestletree  Hall. 

This  procession  was,  in  no  ways,  different  from 
a  funeral,  excepting  that  the  nodding  and  sable 
plumes  were  wanting,  and  that  the  pale  and 
still  spectre  in  the  hearse-like  carriage  breathed 
and  lived.  As  the  pace  of  this  singular  equipage 
was  always  slow  and  solemn,  whenever  it  passed, 
all  that  saw  it  stopped,  and  reverently  uncovered 
their  heads. 

It  was  but  the  third  day,  at  noon,  after  he 
had  arrived  at  his  family  mansion,  that  the  su- 
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perseded,  goiiUtortured,  and  remorse-stricken 
Commodore  was  startled  into  an  oath,  from  his 
second  glass  of  rum-and- water,  by  seeing  what 
he  thought  was  a  funeral  invading  the  privacy 
of  his  grounds. 

"  Hill — holloa !  Underdown,  hoy,  hoy  !  Fire 
and  fury — mark  you  that !  I'm  thunderstruck 
if  every  fool  caxi'i  get  to  windward  of  this  poor 
old  sheer  hulk  that  was  once  the  fighting  Com- 
modore.     May    I   be    most    notoriously    well 

d d,  if  that  canting  son  of  a  brass  tea-kettle, 

the  rector,  donH  want  to  establish  a  right  of 
way  through  my  own  grounds,  and  across  my 
very  window  !  O  this  gout,  this  infernal  gout ! 
I  can't  move.  Up,  Underdown,  up  with  ye; 
call  out  footmen,  grooms,  helpers,  stable-boys, 
broomsticks,  and  bludgeons;  bead  them,  and 
turn  them  back.  Quick,  or  there'll  be  a  legal 
high  road  made,  before  I  can  turn  my  quid.^^ 

*'  My  dear  sir,"  said  the  quiet  man,  in  the 
gentlest  tones,  ^^you  put  me  all  over  into  n 
tremble.     This  is  no  funeral,   my  good   sir. 
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Conmder  your  gout,  and  the  recent  calamity 
that  has  befallen  this  house.  My  dear  Coni- 
modore,  listen  to  your  old  friend;  do,  do  mo- 
derate this  violence,  for  my  sake — ^because — 
I  rather  think  that — that — this  may  be  your 
sister,  tlie  poor,  bereaved  Lady  Astcll,  coming 
to  visit  you." 

*'  Ah  r  and,  perhaps  for  the  first  time  in  his 
lifcy  the  hero  of  his  country's  battles  turned 
deadly  pale. 

^*  And  so  it  is^"  continued  Mr.  Underdown, 
as,  at  a  funereal  pace,  the  carriage  passed  the 
window. 

"  Take  me  away — my  crutclies— take  me 
away  !  Will  nobody  hoist  me  on  their  back, 
and  walk  off  with  me?  Where's  that  great, 
hulking  fellow,  William  Butler  ?  He  can  carry 
me*     I  won^t  see  her — I  can't — I  can'*t." 

^^  But  I  will,*'  shrieked  out  Miss  Rebecca. 
^^  I  will,  though ;  and  we'll  talk  about  poor 
Augustus.'' 

^*  Fiend !"  said  the  father,  seizing  a  phial  of 
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uotasted  mediciDe,  which  he  would  have  hurled 
at  his  daughter,  bad  not  the  interposing  hbiid 
of  his  quiet  friend  preTeoted  hina.  At  that 
instant  the  doors  were  flung  open,  and  into  the 
room  slowly  glided  the  shadowy  figure  of  his 
sister. 

"  It  is  nothing  living — it  is  a  spirit !  Are  we 
not  exempt  from  these  awful  visitations  in  broad 
sunshine?  O  God,  take  this  sight  from  me!*' 
And,  completely  terrified,  the  Commodore  hid 
his  face  in  his  hands. 

The  Rebecca,  who  was  just  so  eager  to  meet 
her  aunt,  ran  screaming  into  the  remotest  corner 
of  the  room,  and  there  crouched  down,  with  her 
face  to  the  wall. 

Mr.  Underdown  would  have  advanced  to  this 
awful  visiter,  but  she  impressively  waved  him 
back.  Miss  Matilda  sat  trembling  in  her  chair, 
unable  to  rise  from  terror,  and  too  much  horri- 
fied to  faint.  A  deep  silence  ensued,  brokea 
only  by  the  hysterical  sobbings  of  Rebeoca  in 
her  far  comer. 
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^4f[r;  Undepdown  was  the  first  who  spoke. 
^^jLadj^^AfCell/'  said  he,  in  his  mildest  tones, 
^Hiideed  this  is  not  well.  It  is  unkind  thus  to 
ag^ratAte  our  sorrows  by,  what  I  really  must 
tiidl,  vometliing  like  a  theatrical  display.  I 
would  not  offend  you  for  a  thousand  worlds: 
your  ijflrief  is  holy  in  our  eyes ;  pray,  pray,  do 
dor  nioek  ft,  and  humble  yourself  by  this 
parade.  You  are  pale — ^you  are  ill ;  your  coun- 
tl?D4nefr  is  ghastly.  Pray,  dear  lady,  does  your 
physician  know  of  this  ill-timed  visit  ?  By  my 
Uftf,''he  dMA  not !  Will  you  not  speak  to  me — 
mti  -your  old,  your  most  devoted  friend  ?  If 
yori  will  cast  me — all  of  us— from  you,  do  it 
more  humanely.  Will  you  not  be  seated  ?  O 
speak  to  me  !^ 

During  this  address.  Lady  Astell  remained 
as  motionless  as  if  she  had  been  then  and  there 
transmuted  into  marble.  There  was  "no  spe- 
culation in  her  eye."  Twice  her  soundless  lips 
moved ;  at  length  these  words  came  from  them, 
passionless,  emotionless. 

c5 
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^^  Bid  that  man  look  upon  my  face." 

The  Commodore  fixed  his  eye  fearfully  upon 
her,  and,  after  much  effort,  spoke  to  this  effect: 
"Sister,  I  have  wronged  you  dreadfully;  but 
I  call  God  to  witness,  that  I  am  innocent  of  the 
boy's  death.  I  did  all  that  a  weak  and  poor 
old  man  could  do  to  save  his  life.  That  I  was 
harsh  to  him — very  harsh,  brutally  harsh — 
with  shame,  with  all  the  bitterness  of  undying 
remorse,  I  confess ;  but  oh,  Agnes  !  is  this  the 
way  that  brother  and  sister  should  meet?" 

"  Give  me  my  child  !" 

"Why  would  you  thus  shorten  my  few  re- 
maining days?  Have  you  not  already  done 
vengeance  enough  on  the  offending  head  of  your 
own,  your  only  brother  ? — disgraced  me  before 
the  face  of  my  sovereign,  dishonoured  me  in 
my  profession,  cut  me  off  from  the  only  path  of 
usefulness  in  which  I  can  tread,  debarred  me  of 
the  only  means  by  which  I  might  make  repa* 
ration  for  my  offence,  by  sacrificing  what  re>- 
mains  of  my  wretched  life  in  the  service  of  my 
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country  ?  Is  not  tbis  eiu>ugh  P  O  Agnes,  my 
sister  !** 

**  Give  me  my  child  1*^ 

**  Would  that  I  could,  and  mine  with  it ! 
He  18  in  heaven — ^in  God's  holy  hands.  Au- 
gustus, look  down  upon  your  miserable  unck% 
and  judge  between  me  and  your  stony-hearted 
mother.*' 

"  My  child — my  child — my  child  !" 

** Agnes!  will  my  death  satisfy  you?  A 
thousand  deaths  were  happiness  to  this.  For- 
give me,  Agnes !  I  will  kneel  to  you — I,  who 
never  knelt  to  mortal.  Say  but  to  me,  in  the 
tone  of  past  times,  *  Brother,  brother  V  and  I 
will  crawl  to  you,  and  kiss  the  hem  of  your 
garment*" 

*<  Man  of  the  iron  heart,  I  come  to  demand 
my  child.  Lo  you !  here  is  my  warrant.** 
And  then,  taking  the  fatal  letter  from  her 
bosom,  she  read  its  contents. 

*^  You  see  that  I  do  but  obey  the  voice  from 
the  deep  and  stormy  grave  of  the  ocean.     I 
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demand  my  child.  The  destroyer  quails  before 
the  bereaved  mother.  I  will  come  to  you  again, 
and  again,  and  again.  I  have  but  one  demand — 
my  child.     Give  me  my  child,  Mukderkr  r 

She  turned,  and,  without  noticing  in  the 
least,  any  one  further,  slowly  departed. 

"  This  is  insanity,"  groaned  out  poor  Under- 
down. 

"  My  heart  is  broken — help  me  to  bed  !"  were 
the  only  words  that  the  wretched  old  Commo- 
dore uttered  for  many  days. 

Lady  Astell  came  again  and  again,  in  the 
same  dismal  pomp,  and  made  the  same  mono- 
tonous and  ghostly  demand.  She  would  never 
sit  down,  or  unbend  in  the  least  to  exchange 
the  slightest  courtesies  of  social  life.  She  would 
have  killed  any  one,  who  had  not  had  the 
seasoned,  oak-like  constitution  of  heir  brother. 
He  tried  many  ways  to  avoid  these  visitations ; 
but  without  efTect.  Once,  when  he  refused  to 
admit  the  sable  cortege  within  the  gates  of  the 
Ipdge,  she  remained  outside,  in  solemn  state. 
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for  eight  hours,  through  a  pitiless  storm.  All 
her  establishment  seemed  to  be  gifted  with  the 
same  enduring  spirit  as  herself.  The  postillions 
sat  upon  their  horses,  and  the  servants  remained 
io  their  places,  all  through  this  trial,  nearly 
motionless.  At  first  tens,  then  fifties,  and  at 
length  hundreds  assembled :  all  knew  her  errand, 
and  the  general  sympathy,  for  miles  round, 
was  with  her.  Her  passive  obstinacy  conquered. 
The  hootings  and  revilings  of  the  mob  reached 
the  mansion.  The  gates  were  at  length  thrown 
open;  and,  attended  by  nearly  a  thousand 
people,  she  alighted  as  usual  at  the  hall-door. 

The  mob  dispersed  quietly.  The  interview 
took  place  precisely  like  the  former.  Lady 
Astell  showed  not  the  slightest  traces  of  anger 
at  the  attempt  to  exclude  her;  she  confined 
herself  strictly  to  her  demand,  and  the  reading 
c^  her  son's  letter.  She  was  never  afterwards 
denied. 

The  old  Commodore  made  another  attempt  to 
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escape  thus  being  haunted  by  a  living  apparition, 
failed,  and  then  gave  it  up  in  despair. 

He  went  to  a  remote  watering-place.  The 
third  day,  the  eternal  funeral  equipage  was  at 
his  door :  he  received  his  sister  as  usual ;  and 
then  posted  back  to  Trestletree  Hall.  It  was 
best  to  confine  the  circulation  of  the  scandal  to 
the  narrowest  possible  limits.  These  visitations 
were  regulated  by  no  apparent  order,  perhaps 
only  by  the  state  of  his  sister's  mind.  Some- 
times the  Commodore  would  receive  two,  or 
even  three,  in  rapid  succession ;  and  sometimes 
months  would  elapse  between  them. 

We  must  mention  this,  to  the  honour  of  tiie 
old  Commodore,  that  when  he  was  urged,  as  the 
nearest  of  kin,  to  apply  for  a  writ  de  luntUico 
inquirendo,  as  to  the  state  of  his  sister^s  mind, 
that  he  rejected  the  suggestion  so  sternly  and 
so  decidedly,  that  no  one  ever  dared  again  to 
make  it  to  him.  Thus  years  passed  on,  until 
the  time  of  the  opening  of  our  story  in  the  first 
chapter. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

"  For  the  puppies  as  they  pass^ 
Cockiiig  up  a  squinting  glass^ 

Thus  run  down  the  old  Commodore. 

'  That's  the  old  Commodore, 

The  rum  old  Commodore, 
The  gouty  old  Commodore — he,  he,  he  ! 

Why  the  bullets  and  the  gout. 

Have  so  knock'd  his  hull  about, 
He*ll  never  more  be  fit  for  sea/  " 

*'  ZouKDB  r*  From  this  emphatic  word,  as  a 
starting  point,  we  shall  now  get  on  full  sail, 
with  a  fair  wind,  a  favouring  current,  and 
studding-sails  alow  and  aloft.  The  day  after 
that  Becky  had  so  ingeniously  contrived  that 
the  cat  should  draw  the  parrot  and  the  cage 
over  the  gouty  foot  of  her  father,  with  a  few 
incidental  scratches  from  Tabby,  the  old  Com- 
modore was  very  poorly.      His  sister  had  not 
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paid  him  a  visit  for  some  time — and  h^  wtis 
expecting  that ;  Doctor  Ginningham  had  piaid 
liim  visits  constantly  every  day — he  was  ex- 
pecting him ;  and,  with  him^  a  tremendous 
lecture,  for  pills  unbolted,  nauseous  draughts 
uns wallowed,  and  regimen  unobserved.  In 
fact,  when  the  Commodore  got  up,  he  was  full 
of  expectations  of  a  disagreeable  nature.  About 
eleven  o'clock,  a  low  volley  of  oaths  was  heard, 
like  the  distant  rattle  of  artillery,  rolling  dowh 
the  grand  staircase,  which  rapidly  grew  louder, 
until  the  door  of  the  lawn  drawing-room  was 
flung  open,  and  in  came  the  old  Commodore, 
supported,  on  either  side,  by  a  stout  footman. 
It  might  have  been  about  eleven  in  the  fore- 
noon :  the  day  was  inspiritingly  fine,  and  the 
sunbeams  danced  into  the  apartment,  as  if 
quivering  with  their  own  joy  through  the 
flowers  and  leaves  that  hung  about  the  win- 
dows. His  sister  Matilda  was  presiding  at 
the  breakfast-table,  and  Rebecca  was  boond- 
ing  about  the  room,  apparently  with  the  vain 
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al^jE^jingt^  h^.  the  mere  fatigue  of  exercise,  to 
hfjffg  vftp  8ome  subjection  the  exuberance  of 
h€;ir  .animal  spirits. 

The  old  Commodore  was,  in  due  form,  in- 
d>|f^^  uito  his  capacious  and  cushioned  easy 
cjbfiir;  :  his.  gout-pillows  duly  and  tenderly 
Pl^oeii.  beneath  the  offending  foot,  and  his  huge 
r^und/  tobacco-box  within  reach,  at  his  right 
hfpd... .  At  firsts  as  he  sank  into  his  seat,  his 
f^cse  wa^  screwed  up  into  that  expression  that 
tl\e  fei^tures^  will  assume  when  they  attempt  to 
coficeal  the  indications  of  great  physical  suffer- 
ing. A3  the  pains  upon  his  late  exertions  gra- 
dually subsided,  and  the  merry  sunshine  danced 
among  the  splendid  apparatus  for  the  first 
meal,  and  was  playfully  dodging  the  shadowed 
forms  of  the  leaves  and  flowers  on  the  carpet, 
as  the  fragrant  air  stole  in  fitfully  through  the 
half-opened  windows,  as  his  eye  fell  upon  the 
dielicate  and  help-beseeching  beauty  of  his 
sister  ;.and,  above  all,  upon  the  personation  of  ex- 
uberant health,  loveliness,  and  joy  of  his  spoiled 
child ; — when  all  these  he  saw  and   felt,   his 
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features  relaxed,  happiness  and  tenderness  began 
their  delightful  workings  upon  his  countenance, 
and  the  first  effusion  of  his  newly  born  felicity 
broke  out  thus  uncouthly. 

"  What  a  figure-head  for  the  Victory  !  If  I 
was  the  king,*"  (he  never  said  "  God  bless  him" 
since  he  was  superseded,)  ^^  I'd  build  the  finest 
first*rate  that  ever  swam  the  waters,  and  I'd 
call  her  the  '^  Angel  of  Beauty,*^  I  would ;  and 
rd  clap  the  full  length  figure  of  my  Becky 
under  her  bowsprit  Come  here  and  kiss  me, 
you  little  bewitching  vixen,  do— take  care  uf 
my  foot,  huzzy.  Get  astern  of  me;  you  may 
hold  on  by  my  tiller,*^  (meaning  bis  clubbed 
pigtail,)  '^  and  fling  your  arms  round  my  neck. 
There,  Vast  heaving;  d'^ye  think,  huzzy,  that 
the  old  man  has  no  feeling  in  the  roots  of  his 
hair !  Ah  !  you  wouldn't  hurt  your  father  for 
the  world ;  would  you,  Becky  ?^' 

^^  Only  a  little,  when  he's  naughty ;  but 
you'll  be  a  good  papa  to-day,  won't  you?  and 
mind  and  do  all  that  I  tell  you.  It*s  all  for 
your  good^we  will  be  so  happy."* 
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**  Very  well,  Becky ;  so  the  old  hulk  is  to  be 
towed  along  by  the  trim  little  yacht — very 
well" 

**  That^s  a  good  papa ;  that  is  so  proper  of 
you.  O  this  would  be  a  heaven  of  a  house,  if 
ererybody  did  as  I  told  them.  Well,  father, 
then  I  am  really  to  be  Commodore  all  day." 

**  With  all  my  heart,***  said  the  old  gentleman, 
benignantly*  ^*  What  do  you  say  to  it,  Ma- 
tilda r 

*^  Octavius,  she  has  been  the  tyrant  of  the 
house  these — I  don't  know  how  many  years.  If 
fthe'd  only  see  Mrs.  Carpue,  the  great  London 
dressmaker,  take  my  advice  about  the  corset, 
and  use  my  pimpernel  water — for  she  has  one 
monstrous  freckle  on  her  forehead,  and  another 
coming — then  I  should  ask  nothing  more  of 
her.*' 

*^And  I,^  said  Mr.  Underdo wn,  making  his 
appearance  with  the  rough  drafts  of  several 
leases,  ^'  would  ask  nothing  more  of  her  than 
that  she  would  read  two  hours  a-day,  study 
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two  more,  have  a  master  for  French,  one  for 
music,  one  for  dancing,  and  one  for  drawing; 
and  give  me  two  or  three  hours  every  evening, 
that  we  might  get  a  little  insight  into  the 
classics.*' 

"  O  you  monster !  O  you  tyrant !  But  I'm 
now  to  be  the  old  Commodore ;  and  everybody 
is  to  do  everything  that  I  choose,  in  every  way, 
everywhere — at  least,  everywhere  where  I  am. 
And  then  we  are  all  to  be  so  happy — all,  be- 
cause I  shall  order  it ;  and,  first,  father  is  not 
to  chew  any  more  pigtail;  and  so  here  that 
goes:"  and  out  of  the  window  the  tobacco-box 
was  jerked. 

"  Is  that  the  way  to  make  me  happy,  you — 
you — ?    Bring  it  back." 

"  I  won't ;  and  let  me  see  any  one  who  will. 
Fm   quite  sick  of  being  called   Miss  Backy- 

squirt,  all  because ^" 

*^  My  tobacco-box,  hussy  !^  with  something 
between  a  growl  and  a  roar.  *^  Come,  Under- 
down,   take  pty   upon  a  poor  water-logged, 
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dismasted  old  craft ;  make  a  board  out  on  tlie 
lawn,  and  tack  in  with  my  backy.'' 

^*  If  he  dare !"'  said  the  young  lady. 
/*  You  see,  Commodore,  how  I'm  situated. 
YouVe  given  up  the  command  for  the  day. 
Al^aya.jmust  obey  the  lawful  orders  of  the 
officer  in  command.  Besides,  I  must  confess 
that  I  really  should  like  to  see  you  make  the 
atten)pt  to  leave  off  chewing  the  weed,  and  con- 
fine yourself  to  smoking  it.'' 

**He  shaVt  smoke  either,''  said  the  con- 
sid^rate  daughter. 

*^  Nowy  Matty,  my  delicate  darling,"  said 
the  old  Commodore^  having  recourse  to  cajolery, 
**  step  out  on  the  lawn,  and  bring  me  my  box. 
It  does  my  heart  good  to  see  your  delicate  little 
feet  playing  at  pit-a-pat  along  the  floor,  in  those 
pretty  rose-coloured  satin  shoes.  You  have  a 
foot — as  Jack  said,  when  the  white  elephant  of 
Ceylon  trod  the  malefactor  to  death." 

'^  So  you  like  my  satin  slipper,  do  you, 
brother?     But  you  know  that  the  Bacuissarts 
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were  always  remarkable  for  their  hands  and 
feet." 

"  Those  of  the  head  of  the  family,  for  ex- 
ample," said  the  old  Commodore,  first  regarding 
wofully  the  iron  contrivance  at  the  end  of  his  left 
arm,  and  then  the  immense  wolding  of  flannel 
and  swathing  around  his  right  leg.  "  Well, 
Matty,  do  now  use  your  little  hands  and  feet  to 
get  my  box." 

"O  dear  no,  brother,  anything  but  that. 
You  know  I  wouldn't  handle  it  if  I  could  help 
it ;  the  perfume  of  it  is  so  disagreeable.  Be- 
sides, you  know,  Rebecca  would  not  let  me.^ 

'^  Ah !  I  forgot  that,"  said  the  Baronet,  sinking 
l)ack  resignedly  into  his  chair. 

With  a  similar  imperiousness  did  Miss  Re- 
becca refuse  her  father  his  thimbleful  of  rum 
after  his  breakfast ;  but,  though  she  was  thus 
all  potent  in  denying,  she  was  quite  unsuccess- 
ful in  giving ;  for  neither  her  coaxing  nor  her 
fury  could  prevail  on  him  to  take  his  medicine. 
However,  as  she  was  to  be  mistress  that  day. 
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th^  pipe  was  peremptorily  and  scornfully  re- 
fused. 

^  What  in  heaven  shall  I  do  to  get  through 
this  long,  blessed,  sunshiny  morning?"'  said  the 
old  gentleman,  in  direful  anticipation,  when  all 
the  breakfast  equipage  was  removed.  ^^  No 
quid,  no  pipe,  no  grog — ^it  is  dreadful." 

^  You  had  better  attentively  read  over  these 
leases  and  documents  before  you  sign  them,'* 
said  Mr.  Underdown,  pushing  over  to  him  a 
huge  pile  of  papers  and  parchments. 

**  I'd  sooner  be  keelhauled,  Downy.  Are 
you  in  a  conspiracy  to  murder  me  to-day,  with 
that  vixen  ?" 

"  We're  all  trying  to  make  you  happy,  father, 
for  one  day  at  least.  Now  do  be  good,  and 
you'll  be  so  comfortable." 

^^  Brother,  I  shall  be  very  happy  to  read  you 
the  sermon  against  drunkenness  that  Dr.  Job- 
dowderdem  preached  last  Sunday.  He  sent  me 
the  manuscript  yesterday,  with  his  best  com* 
pUments  to  you^  lisped  out  Matilda. 
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*^  I'd  sooner  work  the  bellows  with  my  gouty 
foot,  whilst  the  devil  played  the  rogue^t  inarch 
oil  the  organ.  What  business  has  the  spooney 
to  preach  against  drunkenness,  when  he  can't 
stand  his  fourth  bottle?  He  never  dines  here 
but  Vm  ashamed  of  him.*' 

*^  Don't  be  annoyed  about  want  of  amuse- 
ment, father.  There's  company  coming  this 
morning.  We  are  sure  of  Doctor  Gionioghani 
and  the  apothecary ;  and  I  hear  that  there  are 
three  fashionable  young  gentlemen  from  town 
on  a  visit  to  Mr.  Rubasore,  that  thin  old  gentle- 
man that  you  dislike  so  much.  They^re  ail 
coming ;  and  you'll  be  so  comfortable.'' 

"  May  I  be  flogged—" 

^'  Hush,  brother !  And  as  wc  shall  have  all 
this  nice  company,  I  must  make  myself  pre- 
sentable. Mr.  Rubasore,  last  time  he  called, 
ventured  to  insinuate  that  I  was  about  to  begin 
to  look  a  little  old.  I  think  he  meant  that, 
when  he  talked  of  matrbnlj  graces,  the  brute. 
Now,  my  dear  brother,  this  is  rather  a  strong 


Ijjlit  fiMliiii|F :  and  no  me»  withovit  it  ibight 
hhJBfboMMi  would,  in  their  lenseB,  and  out  erf 
4mk  litna»  ever  to  little,  like  myself,  venture 
tei4»l  iwrow  it." 

^^:WeUf  feoeit,  sister,  face  it — always  face  the 
Hght/' 

J?  li  is  better,  sometimes;  but  sit  with  your 
haek  la- k^— that  is  for  people  who  are  begin- 
qimtto  bffsak.  Now,  brother — ^now,  Mr.  Under^ 
dqwi^.hethiof  you  may  think  that  I  am  going 
1»^mk.yim  a.  Tery  silly  question;  but  it  is 
iMl?att^  if  you  knew  all — but  very,  very  im- 
partaot^  Do  you  remember  how  I  looked 
about  ten  days  ago  ?* 

**  Why,  much  of  a  muchness,  I  believe ;  a 
rum  little  vessel  for  smooth  water  and  fine 
weather — a^  little  the  worse  for  wear  or  so — 
rigging  always  in  fine  order — lots  of  bunting 
flying *-*a  little  craay  or  so  in  the  hull,  nothing 
to  signify— grants  fresh  caulking,  and  a  new 
coat  or  two  of  paint,  but  this  can't  be  done' 
upon  us   poor  devils,   when  the   complexion 

VOL.  II.  D 
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begins     to    fade,    and     the    seams    open     in 
wrinkles.**^ 

^'  What  in  the  name  of  wonder  are  you 
talking  about  P  What  have  faded  complexions 
and  wrinkles  to  do  with  met  or  with  my  ques- 
tion ?  You  are  a  learned  man,  Mr.  Under* 
down,  and  a  much  better  observer  than  my 
brother.  Do  you,  my  dear  sir,  remember  bow 
I  was  looking  ten  days  back  ?'* 

*^  Why  exactly,  as  far  as  I  can  judge,  as  you 
do  now — delicate,  good,  pretty,  and  amiable."* 

''  Thank  you ;  but,  now  speak  frankly, 
don't  you  think  that  I  am  looking  much,  very 
much  younger  than  I  was  at  that  time?* 

^*  Backstays  and  bilgewater !  how  should 
you  ?  Does  age  add  to  youth ;  and  are  we  to 
grow  younger  by  growing  older  P  Sister,  where 
have  you  picked  up  this  nonsense  1** 

*^  Nonsense  I — ^brother,  I  was  not  speaking 
to  you.  Mr.  Underdown,  do  answer  my  ques- 
tion,*' 

**  Why,  my  dear  madam,  I  really  see  no 


TRB   OLD   COMMODORE.  51 

difference ;  but  philosophically  speaking,  a  dif- 
ference must  have  taken  place,  even  in  ten  days, 
though  altogether  imperceptible  to  the  eye  of 
a  coiiBtaDt  associate ;  and  that  difference,  I  need 
not  tell  a  lady  of  your  good  sense  must  be, 
that  you  must  be  looking  now  just  ten  days 
oUer^  and  not  ten  days  younger,  than  you  did 
juat  ten  days  ago.^ 

**0  dearP  said  the  lady,  with  a  little 
scream,  *'  I  am  afraid,  then,  that  I  am  very 
wicked,  and  want  the  blessing  of  God." 

'  *^  Siddle,  riddle  me  ree/'  said  the  Commo- 
dore ;  ^^  what  crotchets  has  the  woman  got  in 
hernoddleP' 

^^  I  am  sorry  that  you  should  think  so^^'  said 
Mr.  Underdown,  gravely. 

*^  It  must  surely  arise  from  my  not  being 
able  to  find  out  where  Mary  Balnum  lives." 

^-  Mystery  od  mystery  !  what  balderdash  is 
tbb  ?— -what,  in  the  name  of  common  sense,  sis- 
ter, has  Mary  Balnum  got  to  do  with  your  grow- 
ing younger,  and  losing  the  grace  of  God  ?" 

d2 
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'^  I  don't  know/'  said  the  lady,  poutingly. 

"  Pray  who  is  Mary  Balnum  ?** 

"  I  don't  know.'' 

*^  Why  this  is  as  mystifying  as  false  signals. 
Can  you  explain  anything  about  the  matter  P" 

"  I  don't  know,  but  sister  Oliphant  does,** 

"  Well,  what  does  sister  Oliphant  know  ?" 

^*  O  it  is  a  great  secret ;  a  seci*et  how  to  make 
oneself  look  younger." 

*'  The  very  secret  for  me,  Matty ;  will  it 
put  an  odd  eye  in,  take  out  this  ugly  scar 
from  across  my  conk,  or  give  me  a  set  of  pliable 
fingers  to  my  fin  ?" 

*^  What  strange  names  you  do  give  things, 
brother.  No,  my  secret  don't  say  that  it  will 
do  all  that.'' 

*^  Well,  let's  hear  it,  and  then  we  can  judge 
what  it  will  do." 

*•  Why,  brother,  bow  you  talk  ! — did  I  not 
tell  you  it  was  a  secret  ?  I  gave  a  great  deal  of 
money  for  it.* 

"  So  I  thought.", 
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*VAild  well  worth  it  too.  A  German  prince 
had  it  from  the  descendant  in  a  right  line  from 
the  celebrated  lieauty,  Ninon  de  TEnclos.  He 
neyeff  imparted  it  to  any  one  but  me.  Not  that 
I  particularly  wanted  it ;  but  you  know  it  was 
just  as  well  to  try  it.  It  seems  to  have  failed 
somehow — I    wanted    to  know  in    what   man- 
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*^  How  can  we  tell  without  we  know  what  it 
ia?  Not  even  Underdown  there,  with  his  al- 
gveba  and  his  mathematics,  can  answer,  with- 
out you  give  him  some  data  to  go  upon." 

"  That's  true  enough — I  don't  tell  you  the 
s^ret-.as  a  secret,  but  I  only  read  it  to  you 
thai  I  may  understand  it"  So  producing  from 
the  inmost  recess  of  her  writing-desk,  a  small 
piece  of  highly-scented  paper,  she  read  as  fol- 
lows :  **  Madame  Ninon  de  TEnclos'  secret 
of  .how  to  give  the  face  a  younger  look.  Take 
^Iphur — "^ 

"  Good  for  the  Scotch  fiddle,^'  interrupted 
the  old  Commodore. 
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^^  Gumoliban  and  myrrh  two  ounces  each ;  of 
amber — " 

"  Good  mouth-pieces  for  tobacco-pipes.* 

**  Amber,  six  drachms — " 

"  Drachms  of  amber  ;  coloured  brandy  you 


mean/' 


*'  And  a  pint  and  a  half  of  rose-water.  Get 
a  Mary  Balnum  to  distil  this,  and  wash  with  it 
at  bed-time,  and,  in  the  morning,  with  barley- 
water,  and,  with  the  blessing  of  Godj  it  will 
assuredly  give  you  a  younger  look.** 

^^  And  how,  Matty,  you  simpleton,  do  you 
ever  think  you  can  obtain  the  blessing  of  God, 
whilst  you  are  smearing  over  your  face  with 
such  precious  nastiness  P'  This  speech  was,  I 
hardly  need  say,  the  brotherly  effusion  of  the 
old  sailor.  *^  You  have  been  sammyfooiled  by 
a  rascally  swindler.  You  met  this  cheat,  I  sup- 
pose, at  your  sister  Oliphanfs.  Ah,  I  thought 
so — and  how  many  guineas  did  you  give  fbr  it  P 
O  Matty,  Matty,  to  be  cheated  this  way,  you 
must  be  a  great  deal  younger  than  you  look."* 
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^'  I  shaVt  tell  you  what  I  gave  for  it,*  said 
the  gentle  lady,  almost  crying ;  ^*  and  it  may 
be  a  good  recipe  after  all.  I  should  have 
asked  my  sister  where  to  find  this  Mary  Bal- 
num ;  I  thought  that  I  could  have  distilled  it 
ai  well  as  she/' 

*'  Permit  me  to  read  the  recipe,''  said  Mr. 
Underdown ;  **  be  assured  that  I  shall  not 
avail  myself  of  the  inestimable  secret" 

**  You  may,  and  welcome.** 

**  I  thank  you,  heartily.  If  I  find  it  good, 
we  will  try  it  on  the  Commodore." 

« I  dotf  t  think  you  will." 
:  Mr*  Underdown  then  read  the  paper  over 
very  deliberately,  as  Lord  Ogilby  say?,  with 
^*  good  emphasis  and  good  discretion,*"  and 
kept  his  gravity  admirably  until  he  arrived  at 
the  words,  "  Get  a  Marise  Balneum  to  distil 
this.*"  He  kept,  however,  his  joke  to  himself: 
and,  writing  an  explanation  of  the  words  on  a 
sheet  of  paper,  he  gallantly  enclosed  the  recipe 
in  it,  and  handed  it  respectfully  to  the  lady. 


56  THR   OLD    COMMODORE. 

Slie,  all  agitation,  and  blushing  more  beau- 
tifully than  ever  cosmetic  produced,  conceiving 
that  her  old  friend  had,  at  length,  forgetting  his 
former  vows  to  her  sister  Agnes,  made  a  declara- 
tion, arose,  and  hurriedly  left  the  room. 

'*  Hallo,  there  she  scuds ;  that's  the  beauty- 
wash  for  you.  Oh,  Underdown,  you  old  rogue, 
you  do  more  towards  making  her  young — a/- 
waf/8  with  the  blessing  of  Godj  you  know — than 
any  Mary  Balnum,  whoever  she  may  be.  Win 
her  and  wear  her,  with  all  my  heart  and  soul — 
she  could  not  better  bestow  her  thousands ;  and 
I'll  add  a  few  myself,  and  this  little  romp  be  none 
the  worse,"  hooking  his  daughter  to  him,  and 
giving  her  a  lusty  smack  with  his  lips. 

"  Now,  father,  you  see  how  happy  you  are 
when  you  do  what  I  order  you.  You  must  let 
me  take  off  all  this  nasty  iron,  and  screw  on 
your  company  hand,  with  the  white  kid  glove 
on  ;  do,  there's  a  good  papa.^ 

^*  Anything  you  please,  Becky ;  only  give 
me  my  backy-box.*' 
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'iP^rtmr  dnicussion  on  this  very  delicate 
jmnV  w«s  how  prevented,  and  the  contemplated 
ciian^,  also,  of  the  extremity  of  the  left  arm, 
b^  ttiie~c«trance  of  Mr.  Rubasore,  and  three 
rather  yoiing,  and  very  much  over-dressed  gen- 
uemeiL 

'^iibl  Sir  Octavius,^  droned  out  the  guest, 
*^  1^  am' wretched  and  melancholy  at  perceiving 


tBere  is  truth  in  the  report  going  so  actively 
about.  You  are  breaking  fast — visibly  breaking 
up.** 

~^*  "whoever  told  you  so,  is  an  infamous,  im- 
puaent  liar ;  I  am  excellent  well,  bating  this 
d-^^  gout,  which  everybody  knows  is  a  very 
healthy  disease/' 

.  •  -  ■ 

*^  What,  in  the  stomach  ?"  said  one  of  the 
young  gentlemen,  eyeing  the  old  sailor  steadily 
through  his  glass. 

^^  Who's  talking  about  stomach,  young- 
ster ?" 

"  Youngster,  Sir  Octavius  !     I  have  a  name, 

d5 
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though,  perhaps,  not  known  here,  well  known 
in  good  society;  Mr.  TiiFany,  if  you  please.  Sir 
Octavius." 

'*  No  oiFence,  no  offence,  Mr.  Twopenny ; 
any  friend  of  Mr.  Rubasore's  is  as  welcome 
here  as — as  Mr.  Rubasore  himself.  Od'sblood  ! 
talking  of  my  stamina  ;  I'm  a  hale  man  yet.*^ 

'*  No,  no,  Commodore — phthisical,  phthi- 
sical :  believe  a  sincere  friend  ;  the  wheezing  in 
your  chest,  at  every  expiration  you  make,  goes 
to  the  hearts  of  your  friends.  We  shall  never 
get  you  afloat  again.  Commodore." 

^'  Mark  ye  me,  Rubasore :  this  may  be  all 
very  considerate  in  you — particularly  so ;  but, 
sir,  damn  me,  I  don't  like  it." 

'^  Wouldn't  offend  you  for  the  world,  Sir 
Octavius;  but  don't  you  find,  at  times,  a 
leetle — a  leetle  dizziness  in  the  head  ?  a  dread- 
ful blow,  that,  on  your  occiput  and  os  frontis, 
and  the  brain  comes  fearfully  near  the  region 
of  the  eye ;  the  sword  that  left  that  scar  cut 
deeply." 
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**  rU  just  trouble  you  to  heave  a  short  stay 
a^peak;  or>  mark  you  me        " 

*'  Not  for  the  world,  Commodore :  the 
French  have  marked  you  already  quite  entirely 
sufficiently.'' 

Whilst  this  thrusting  was  proceeding  with 
the  two  principals,  the  three  young  gentlemen 
bad  edged  on  the  blind  side  of  the  Commodore, 
and  were  displaying  as  many  antics  as  my 
lady's  pet  monkey,  principally  consisting  in 
mimioking  the  actions,  more  energetic  than 
graceful,  of  our  respectable  hero.  Mr.  Under- 
down,  as  if  the  conversation  was  wholly  un- 
worthy of  his  attention,  appeared  to  be  deeply 
buried  in  the  perusal  of  one  of  those  extensive 
spreads  of  parchment,  by  the  means  of  which 
lawyers  carpet  their  way  into  affluence ;  but, 
every  now  and  then,  he  might  be  observed 
glandng,  with  vigilant  eye,  over  the  black- 
lettered  composition. 

But  where  was  Miss  Rebecca  P  Extremely 
busy.     In  vain  had  the  three  young  coxcombs 
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tried  all  their  little  arts  to  inveigle  the  beautiful 
hoyden  into  their  proximity  or  into  anything 
resembling  a  continued  conversation.  All  her 
answers  were  abrupt ;  indeed,  attached  as  we 
are  to  her,  it  must  be  confessed  they  were  what 
is  vulgarly  called  saucy  ;  that  is  to  say,  half  a 
degree  worse  than  impertinent :  and,  had  they 
only  achieved  the  other  half  degree  of  offensive- 
ness,  she  would  have  been  just  as  witty  and 
piquant  as  is  a  little  author  who  hast  just 
earned  a  little  reputation,  by  the  means  of  a 
work,  of  very  little  merit,  fdted  by  a  little 
coterie. 

Rebecca  was  busy.  She  hated  Mr.  Ruba- 
sore,  with  all  that  frank  hatred  of  an  open,  in- 
genuous, and  violent  disposition,  which  made 
Dr.  Johnson  say^  that  he  loved  n  good  hater. 
She  hated  him  because  he  teazed  her  father, 
more  than  she  did  herself;  and  she  also  hated 
him  because  she  had  never  heard  him  utter  one 
good-natured  speech,  or  strive,  in  any  way,  to 
make  any  one  near  him  a  bit  happier  for  bia 
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Bhe  also  dreaded  bis  powers  of  Iftn- 
goage;  for  he  had  the  art  of  receiving  her  rude 
and  petulant  answers  with  a  sarcastic  suavity, 
and  of  armiDg  them  with  the  poison  of  his 
ridJeule,  and  thus  sending  them  back  to  her, 
like  80  many  barbed  darts.  Young  as  she  was, 
she  knew  that,  to  contend  with  him  success*- 
fuUjr,  the  tongue  was  not  the  weapon  she  ought 
toose. 

i-Nowy  Mr*  Rubasore  was  a  youngish  okt 
gettdeman  •  of  about  forty-eight ;  a  bachelor, 
yftry-  selfish,  and,  for  a  mere  country  gentle- 
man,  not  ill-informed.  He  was  as  much  the 
T€wr9e  of  the  Commodore  as  two  men  could 
almost  possibly  be.  I  have,  already,  described 
the  Commodore^s  person.  Mr.  Rubasore  was 
very  thin,  and  had  never  a  deeper  wound  upon 
any  part  of  his  body,  than  might  have  been  in- 
flicted by  the  scratch  of  a  pin ;  was  never 
known  to  be  in  a  rage,  and  never  known  to  be 
thoroughly  pleased.  At  this  period,  neat  gen« 
tleaaen,  after  thirty,  wore   cues,  vtUgice  pig- 
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tails.  Now,  in  no  respects,  did  Mr.  Rubatore 
and  the  old  Commodore  differ  more  than  in 
their  respective  cues.  That  of  the  old  fighting 
sailor  was  as  thick  as  a  man^s  wrist,  clubbed, 
and  short,  very  ungainly  tied,  or  rather  rolled 
round  with  broad,  and  generally  dirty,  black 
ribbon.  It  stuck  out  stiffly:  and,  if  any  of 
my  lady  readers  ever  saw  such  an  article — an 
article,  we  are  sure,  that  may  be  found  in  any 
European  kitchen — it  was  something  like  the 
blackened  handle  of  a  tin  saucepan,  thickest  at 
the  extremity;  yet  the  Commodore  had  an 
affection  for  his  tail. 

Now  the  cue  of  Mr.  Rubasore  was  a  long 
switchy  sort  of  an  affair,  not  very  thick  at  the 
root,  and  yet,  unlike  the  Commodore's,  as  it 
descended  down  the  lank  back,  it  grew  small 
by  degrees,  and  beautifully  less.  This  love  of 
a  tail  was  woulded,  with  studied  accuracy,  by 
brilliant,  black,  and  very  narrow  ribbon, 
which  terminated,  within  one  inch  of  the  ex- 
tremity, in  a  delicately  shaped  double  bow. 
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But  the  renMiiiiDg  inch  of  this  tail — that  was 
Mr.  Rubttsore^s  glory.  Of  all  his  feet  and 
inches — and,  being  a  tall  man,  he  had  many — 
that  was  the  inch  of  which  he  was  most  proud. 
The  white  hairs  fizzed  out  from  the  confining 
ribbon  wantonly,  this  way  and  that,  each  {mu*- 
ticular  hair  tAking  a  curve  of  its  own.  So 
skilfully  puiFed  out  was  it,  that  you  could 
hardly  think  it  was  a  tuft  of  curling  hair,  but 
rather  an  ebullition  of  glory,  conveyed  through 
an  ebony  tube,  evolving  in  spiracles  of  light 
There  was  a  tail  for  you  !  and  for  Mr.  Ruba- 
sore,  too :  and  thereupon  he  appended  much  of 
his  consequence.  That  such  a  tail  should  be 
victimized,  and  by  a  little  uneducated  huzzy 
like  Becky  Backy  ! 

So  soon  as  Miss  Rebecca  saw  the  lank  legs 
of  Mr.  Rubasore  swinging  one  way,  and  his 
tail  another,  as  he  alighted  from  his  horse, 
she  hastened  to  one  of  her  confederates,  (for 
she  had  previously  taken  counsel  on  this  tail,  in 
the  stable-yard  J  and  putting  on  a  pair  of  old 
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and  well-greased  gloves,  she  was  supplied  with 
a  most  tenacious  substance,  a  vile  mixture  of 
birdlime  and  cobbler's  wax.  The  instinct  of 
tormenting,  so  natural  to  the  female  breast, 
told  her  how  to  use  it. 

She  entered  this  memorable  lawn  drawing- 
room  in  the  midst  of  the  insidious  teasings  that 
Mr.  Rubasore  was  launching  at  our  old  friend. 
But  little  notice  was  taken  of  her  at  first,  in  the 
counterchange  of  the  covert  hostility  of  words.  ^ 
She,  therefore,  placed  herself  at  the  back  of 
Mr.  Rubasore's  chair:  and,  placing  her  face 
nearly  in  contact  with  that  of  the  skinny  tor- 
men  ter,  she  appeared  to  be  encouraging  him 
with  her  smiles.  The  old  gentleman,  proud  in 
the  proximity  of  so  much  youthful  loveliness, 
permitted  his  sallow  face,  from  time  to  time,  to 
touch,  as  if  by  accident,  the  downy  plumpness 
that  lay  so  temptingly  near.  The  little  traitress 
seemed  to  be  gratified  by  these  surreptitious 
caresses,  whilst,  all  the  while,  she  was 
thoroughly  kneading  the  tenacious  abomination 
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ivhich  she.  had  procured  in  the  stable-yard  into 

the  terminating  glory  of  that  tail,  which  was 

the  glory  of  the  head  of  the  stealthily  amorous 

old  bachelof.    When  this  was  fully  effected,  she 

let.  *  ••  J    -^ 
whispered  into  his  ear,  *'  Give  it  papa  well ;" 

and  then  quietly   slipping  out  of  the   room, 

divested  herself  of  her  gloves,  and  reappeared 

before  she  was  missed,  with,  considering  who  it 

was,  extraordinarily  clean  hands. 

This  may  be  thought  to  be  hard  usage  for 

Mr.  Rubasore ;  but  it  was  really  nothing  more 

•  • 

than  the  leaf  talionU ;  for  he  had  brought  the 

*  >  ■•  '    ■  • 
three    town-bred    gentlemen    with    him,    that 

\'-         ■ 
morning,  for  the  amiable  purpose  of  quizzing 

the  old  Commodore.     That  they  had  irritated 

him,  and  that  right  soon,  we  already  know ; 

how  they   succeeded  in  their   avowed  object, 

will   shortly  be  seen.      But  hark !    there  is  a 

carriage  and  pair  stopping  at  the  hall   door, 

with  an  emphatic  crash  ;  there  is  a  bustle  that 

announces  an  arrival  of  importance.     Truly, 

somebody  important  has  arrived  :  it  is  Doctor 


66 


THE   OLD    COMMODORE. 


Ginningham.  No,  my  dear  Doctor :  by  every 
curl  of  thine  elaborately  curled  wig,  we  will 
not  do  thee  the  disrespect  of  describing  thy 
physique  and  thy  morale  at  the  tail-end  of  a 
chapter. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

"  Here  am  I  distressed^  like  a  ship  water-logg'd. 
Not  a  tow-rope  at  hand^  or  an  oar ; 
I  am  left  by  my  crew^  and  may  I  be  flogged. 
But  the  doctor's  an  ass,  nothing  more. 
While  I'm  swallowing  his  slops. 
How  nimble  go  his  chops. 
Thus  quizzing  the  Old  Commodore. 
Bad  case,  Commodore, 
Can't  say.  Commodore, 
Mus'n't  flatter.  Commodore — ^he,  he,  he ! 
For  the  bullets  and  the  gout 
HaTe  so  knock'd  your  hull  about, 
That  you'U  never  more  be  fit  for  sea." 

DocTOB  Ginnifighani  was  a  man  of  great  prac- 
tice :    conseqaently,    he    practised    the    great 
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man.  He  had  a  great  soul,  as  well  as  a  great 
iKkiy ;  but  this  great  soul  was  filled  with  but 
one  permanent  idea — that  of  his  great  self,  soul 
and  body.  Now,  a  man  so  completely  pos- 
sessed of  one  single  idea  is  always  a  great 
talker;  indeed,  he  talked  so  rapidly  and  so 
incessantly,  that,  could  it  be  at  all  reconciled 
with  chronology,  it  might  have  been  safely  as- 
serted, that  some  one  had  thrown  a  brick  of 
the  tower  of  Babel  at  his  head,  and  cracked 
his  skull  with  the  blow.  Again,  it  is  rerj 
|x>s8ible  to  talk  endlessly,  without  any  ideas; 
but  everybody  knows  we  can't  without  words. 
Now,  the  words  in  the  English  language  are 
not  infinite:  Doctor  Ginningham's  oracular 
exhibitions  were.  He  was  thus  forced  into  an 
eternity  of  repetition,  and,  by  long  habit,  he 
came  to  love  it  so  well,  that  he  envied  and 
was  at  enmity  with  every  echo,  for  invading  one 
of  his  most  revered  rights — ^the  right  of  re- 
petition. It  was  from  the  eternal  alarum«bell 
that  he  carried   between    his  jaws,   that  the 
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w/^dboiaken  took  their  first  bint  of  the  infinite. 
BCU^w.  .  In.  fact,  if  you  were  to  listen  to  him 
pii(ientlyf  for  three  hours  at  a  sitting,  he  would 
iivoontineatly  claim  a  fourth,  upon  the  same 
Pfiiieiple  that  a  certain  beggar,  about  Norton 
I^plgate,  used  to  crave  the  assistance  of  the 
dl^table,  because  he  could  not  eat  less  than 
four  poMods  of  bread  at  a  meal. 
-i.A>d,jet,  the  learned  Doctor,  with  this  one 
ajyif-p^ssesspog  idea,  himself,  had  a  sort  of  in* 
yfa^n,  which  consisted  in  finding  a  way  tp 
spefdt:  nptbing  upon  anything,  and  yet  never 
make  an  ^nd  to  his  talking; — with  his  liberty 
of  speechy  he  was  a  wonderful  man. 

Jie  was  remarkably  tall,  and  loved  to  ha* 
ra,ii|gue  standing.  His  wig  was  always  pow« 
deped  into  a  whiteness  as  nearly  immaculate  as 
asytbiiig  can  pretend  to  be  in  this  fouUy 
spotted  world.  Its  curls  were  elaborately  sy^ 
temfitical«  He  eschewed  the  professional  sable, 
and  ufMaUy  went  clad,  at  home,  in  a  figured. 
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di*e8sing-gown,  of  rich  brocade;  abroad,  in  a 
court  dress,  generally  of  brown,  with  silver 
lace,  and  steel  buttons.  He  wore  very  chaste 
and  very  ample  ruffles,  and  carried  a  ponderous 
cane,  with  a  bulb  of  gold  on  its  head,  that 
made  it  look  almost  as  imposing  as  his  own. 
He  was  anxiously  careful  always  to  keep  that 
cane  in  the  perpendicular.  He  was  never  seen 
to  walk  with  it,  or  trail  it,  or  slant  it.  When 
he  was  silent,  which  was  only  on  rare  occasions, 
this  cane  seemed  to  hang  perpendicularly  from 
his  nose  ;  when  he  spoke,  it  was  advanced  with 
an  energetic  action,  and  grasped  firmly  by  the 
middle.  Besides  his  privilege  of  worrying  to 
death  all  the  diseased  gentry  for  a  circum- 
ference of  thirty  miles  around  his  private 
abode,  he  was  in  the  enjoyment  of  an  ample 
private  fortune,  and  of  a  parasite,  in  a  most  ob- 
sequious and  silent  apothecary. 

Protruding    his    cane  at  arm's    length,    he 
entered :  and,  followed  by  Mr.  Calumboi,  the 
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apothecary,  got  himself  as  nearly  in  the  centre 
of  the  room,  as  the  furniture,  and  those  present, 
would  permit  him  to  place  himself. 

^^  I  salute  all.  Commodore — don't  speak ; 
I  will  not  allow  thai — you  are  worse.  I  see 
it:  a  complioaticm  of  diseases;  an  access  of 
pyrexia  upon  our  patient,  at  this  moment, 
Cahirabo**-don't  speak :  listen !  Have  you 
thrown  in — did  you  throw  in,  last  night,  the 
acetate  of  ammonia,  with  the  tartarized  anti* 
mony,  and  the  tincture  of  opium  ? — silence ! — 
with  the  mint-wat»  ?  did  you  throw  these  in 
last  nigfat  ? — not  a  word  ! 

*•  YtB,  and  I  threw  them ^ 


*'  Commodore,  I  enjoin  silence.  Your  case 
is  bed,  yery  bad:  never  flatter;  why  should 
I?  No  more,  Commodore,  will  you  partake 
of  *  the  glorious  pomp  and  circumstance  of 
war ;'  '  Othello^s  occupation's  gone ' — silence. 
Commodore !  Am  I  not  your  medical  adviser? 
am  I  not.  Sir  Octavius  ? — go  to  sea  again  ? 
pooh  •  never !     Had  we  the  powders  for  the 
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rheumatism  ?  did  we  take  dnchoDa  and  nitrate 
of  potass  ?  not  that  I  think  that  it  will  do  us 
much  good^  or  anything  else ;  your  stamina's  all 
gone.  What  with  the  bullets  and  the  gout. 
Commodore,  you  have  had  your  time;  but 
we  have  a  reputation  to  maintain— -you  must  be 
treated  secundum  ariem.'** 

*^  If  I  could  be  permitted  humbly  to  insi* 
nuate  a  remark '^ 

'<  You  cannot  be  permitted,  Mr.  Rubasore. 
Time  is  valuable.  One  person  should  speak 
only  at  once;  your  turn  will  come.  I  shall 
keep  you  quiet,  then — ^your  turn  will  come, 
sir ;  you  will  talk  yourself  into  an  asthma,  you 
will,  sir,  if  you  thus  persist  in  continuous 
speech. '  How  do  we  get  on  with  our  podagra, 
Commodore  ? — no  occasion  for  saying  a  word— 
we  must  continue  the  colchicum.  Pro  re  naia 
mmendus*' 

*^  Mark  ye  me  !^  roared  out  the  Commo- 
dore, making,  at  the  same  time,  everything  re* 
bound  on  the  table,  by  striking  it  violendy : 
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iffii 'WJH' be lieflfd  in  my  own  house;  this' is 
««Dk  mutiny*  Rebecca,  come  from  behmd  Mr. 
■RubMcyne^s  chair.*" 

.:^'>^M  tbaVty  father:  such  a  pleasant, nice f^en- 
ikmanhe  if,  and  talks  so  good-naturedly,  all 
tke  t»e,  trying  to  amuse  you,  father.  Aiid 
those  nice  young  gentlemen  on  the  left — ^you 
dea^t*  aeevthem;  they  have  been  making  all 
manner  of  faces,  this  half-hour,  and  been  trying 
feobok  Hke  three  monkeys — they  almost  sue- 
ieadad»  You  don't  know,  papa,  how  much 
itciimproved  the  natural  expression  of  their 
AMtet;  doit  again,  gentlemen." 
.»  ^  Yea,  dear  Miss  Becky,  if  youll  come  and 
iitt'by  OS,*  said  the  most  conceited  ass  of  the 
threes  ^  we  have  something  so  funny  and 
drdU  to  show  you — ^hav*n*t  we,  Bob  ?** 
-^What,  anything  droller  than  your  squinf, 
or  funnier  than  your  friend's  crooked  legs? 
Ohi  then  Pll  come,  with  all  my  heart :"  and 
she  bounded  across  the  room,  and  stood  near 
thMi.^' 

▼OL.  II.  E 
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It  must  Dot  be  supposed  that,  during  all  this 
time,  Doctor  Ginningham  was  silent.  O  no! 
he  was  vociferously  explaining  to  Mr.  Under- 
down  the  merits  of  the  two  opposite  systems 
that  were  then  distracting  the  medical  world. 

"  *  Bleed,  bleed,  bleed,'  say  the  Clinests," 
bawled  out  the  Doctor,  pompously  caning  his 
words,  as  they  were  uttered ;  "  bleed,  until  the 
danger  of  bleeding  be  greater  than  the  danger 
of  the  disease.  '  Feed,  feed,  feed,^  say  the 
firownists:  man  is  a  fire-place — heap  on  the 
fuel,  that  the  fire  may  burn  the  more  brightly. 
Opium  and  brandy  for  ever  P 

^'  Doctor  Ginningham,  Doctor  Ginningham, 
may  I  be  allowed  to  speak  in  my  own  house  'f*^ 

'*  Yes,  in  moderation — and  when  I  have 
done.     Now,  the  merits  of  the  Clinests— " 

^*  When  he  has  done  I  then  there  is  no  hope. 
If  its  to  be  a  struggle  of  lungs,  let's  try:^  so, 
clapping  the  palm  of  his  right  hand  to  his 
mouth,  he  bellowed  forth,  in  a  voice  so  terri- 
fically loud  that  it  seemed  to  shake  the  house. 
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Turn  the  hands  up^  and  read  the  articles  of 


war.*' 


The  astounded  guests  were  silent  for  some 
seoondsy  and  then  all,  with  the  exception  of  the 
two  men  of  physic,  burst  into  laughter. 

'*  May  I  be  allowed  to  speak  now,  gentle- 
men ?  You  see  the  old  Commodore  has  some 
fight  in  him  yet.  Now,  Doctor,  tell  me  plainly, 
wiihout  any  of  your  Tom  Cox^s  traverse 
8|uling»  shall  you  ever  be  able  to  fit  me  out 
again^  in  a  serviceable  manner  ?*^ 

*^  Well  then,  frankly,  never.  You  have  not 
nine  months'  life  in  you.^ 

**  Then,  by  G— d,  I'll  die  afloat." 

*^  You  will  talk  so  much.  Now,  let  me 
ask  you  a  few  questions.  When  I  said  you 
had  not  nine  months'  life  in  you,  I  meant,  if 
you  persevere  in  your  defiance  of  all  the  rules 
I  lay  down  for  you,  and  refuse  all  the  medicine 
that  I  order  my  good  friend  here  to  send  in  to 
you." 

Well,    if    I    obey    you    implicitly,    how 
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much  longer  than  nine  months  may  I  hope  to 
hang  out?" 

Perhaps  ten." 

Thank  ye.     Becky,  ring  for  the  rum  and 
cold  water." 

^^  I  am  sole  mistress  to-day,  father ;  you 
sha'n't  have  it — do  you  hear  that  ?'* 

*'  Now,  Sir  Octavius,  what  mean  you  ? — You 
act  against  my  orders — you  drink  against  my 
orders—and  you  talk  against  my  orders.  Is 
this  the  way  to  treat  your  medical  adviser  ? — 
it  is  a  downright  insult ;  a  man  too,  like  myself, 
of  great  landed  property.  Let  us,  Calumbo, 
ask  this  injurious  old  gentleman  a  few  ques- 
tions, and  then  we*ll  depart — we  will  leave  him, 
Calumbo,  a  memorable  victim  to  his  own  ob- 
stinacy. Sir  Octavius,  you  reject  the  advice  I 
oifer  you  in  my  multiplied  visits?'' 

**  But  I  pay  for  it,**  said  the  old  Commodore, 
gruffly. 

'^  Good,  so  far  is  very  good ;  and  you  never 
take  the  medicine  that   I  direct    my   friend 
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here,  Cahimbo,    to  send  in   to  you   so  pro- 
fusely.* 

«  But  I  pay  for  it." 

^'  Good  again — but  only  good  in  part.    Now 
I  tell  you,  tbat  one  hundredth  portion  of  this 
medicine  would  have  done  you  more  good  than 
the   whole^    had  you   attended   to  my  orders 
at  tto  your  diet.     You  fuddle  yourself  with 
rum-ABd>water'--eat  salt  junk — and  you  pay  for 
that)  too.     Don't  say  a  word.    If  you  are  my 
patient  obey  and  hear;  if  not,  I  consign  you 
to  your  grog  and  your  grave, — I,  Doctor  Gin- 
niogham.^ 
/*  Wish  I  had  him  on  blue  water." 
^  Aa  speaking  was  absolutely  necessary  to  the 
Doctoi*)  and  a  listener,  though  not  such  a  Hne 
qtM  nani  most  acceptable,  he  turned  himself  to 
Mr.  Underdo^ivn,  and  continued  haranguing  the 
patient  recipient  of  his  pompous  absurdities, 
whilst  Mr.  Ilubasore,  seizing  the  opportunity, 
began  joyously  to  apply  the  mental  torture  to 
the  old  Gonraiodore. 
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My  dear  Sir  Octavius,  don*t  you  know 
the  news  ? — such  glorious  news !  It  will  give 
you  such  pleasure  to  hear  it — the  most  splendid 
naval  victory  yet  on  record  ?^ 

*'*  Hailstones  and  thunder ! — I  am  all  atten- 
tion .'* 

"  Pity  youVe  not  afloat  now,  Commodore; 
but  the  doctors  all  say  you  are  laid  up— -a  mere 
wreck-a  broken-up  body,  with  a  mind  par- 
taking  of  the  same  decay — ** 

"  The  liars !  how  dare  you,  sir — ** 

"  Remember,  my  dear  neighbour  and  Com- 
modore, /  don't  say  so." 

"  You  had  better  not."* 

**  But  they  do  say  that  you  will  never  get 
afloat — and  your  gout  seems  as  unconquerable 
as  your  relish  for  rum-and-water,  and  your  rheu- 
matism sticks  to  you  like  your  taste  for  tobacco. 
I  say  nothing,  out  of  great  regard  to  you,  about 
that  peculiarly  touch-and-go  wound  on  the 
head.  But,  under  all  the  circumstances,  do 
you  really  wish  for  another  command  ?^ 
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^'  Do  I  wish  it — just  heaven  knows  how  fer- 
vently !  The  sea,  the  blue,  the  open  sea,  would 
be  paradise  to  me.  Have  I  not  been  suspici- 
ously dismissed  from  the  service  ?  Am  I  not 
haunted  ashore  by  a  dearly-beloved  sister,  who 
is  running  about  the  country  but  a  little  better 
than  mad  ?  What  has  the  land  to  give  me  but 
ennui,  disgust,  and  misery?  The  sea,  sir, 
would  cure  me ;  it  is  the  want  of  it,  and  that 
alone,  that  has  made  me  the  poor,  sottish  beast 
that  I  appear  to  be.  The  blue,  open,  green  sea, 
ahnost  cradled  me ;  it  was  the  hunting-ground, 
the  sport,  the  happiness  of  my  manhood ;  from 
it,  I  require  the  only  solace  for  my  old  age ; 
the  grave  for  this  wounded  body  when  its  ha- 
rassed soul  shall  quit  it  joyfully.  And  yet  you 
ask  me  if  I  wish  another  command.  Be  a  man, 
sir,  and  mock  me  no  more.^ 

All  this  was  said  with  a  startling  energy, 
and  a  dignity  so  natural,  that  it  made  every 
one  in  the  room  mute,  not  excepting  the  loqua- 
cious Doctor,    Rebecca,  with  a  big  tear  in  each 
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eye,  stole  up  to  his  side,  and  stealthily  kissed 
his  brown  hand,  and  whispered  in  his  ear, 
^'  You  are  a  dear,  noble  father,  after  alL* 

This  unexpected  ebullition  of  feeling  on  the 
part  of  the  battle-scarred  and  weather-beaten 
sailor  produced  a  rather  awkward  pause,  which 
leisure,  Mr.  Rubasore  amiably  employed  in  col- 
lecting his  venom,  which  he  poured,  at  length, 
thus  into  the  ear  of  his  victim. 

'^  You  have  uttered  very  noble  sentiments, 
Commodore,  and  they  do  you  infinite  honour. 
But  what  are  words — actions  are  what  you  re- 
quire, to  set  you  right  with  your  king  and  your 
country  ?  I  am  afraid,  considering  the  debili- 
tated state  of  your  body,  and  other  cogent 
reasons,  that  the  opportunity  for  those  actions 
will  never  more  be  given  you.  I  regret  it — 
you  regret  it — we  all  regret  it;  but  is  it  not 
true?*' 

"  I  fear  me  *ti8  true."  -^ 

"  Well,  there  is  comfort  for  you  yet  That 
gallant  fellow  who  superseded  you  in  the  com- 
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vUnA  of  tibe  tfyiDg  squadron ;  that  gallant  fel- 
loW^'  whom  you  ao  much  admire,  and  ought  to 
love  so  much,  has  gained  this  splendid  victory 
wMi  whieh  all  London  is  resounding.  I  got  the 
Ontixtte  this  morning  by  express.  I  find  there 
#iB  be  a '  general  illumination  in  London ;  of 
odurse^  you  will  light  up  at  Trestletree  Hall, 
gloiiotisly.  The  county  will  expect  it.  Shall 
I  read  you  the  despatch  from  the  Gaeette?  I 
kaew  that  you  would  be  overcome  with  joy.*^ 

The  qufet  Uhderdown  rose  abruptly  from  his 
seat,  and  placing  himself  directly  before  the  tor- 
nientor)  looked  sternly  in  his  face.  There  was 
nothing  there  upon  which  the  most  punctilious 
duelUst  could  hang  a  quarrel.  All  was  smiling, 
courteous,  and  serene.  The  humble  and  de- 
voted fiiend  unclenched  his  fists,  and  turning  to 
the  Commodore,  placed  his  hand  upon  the  old 
gentleman's  shoulder,  and  looking  upon  him 
with  almost  woman^s  fondness,  touchingly  said, 
**  You  rejcrice  in  this  victory,  my  friend  ?" 
**  I  do,  most  sincerely.     Do  let  the  house  be,- 
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tc-niglit,  one  blaze  of  light.  Tell  my  steward 
to  spread  tables  on  the  lawn,  be  as  liberal  of 
my  ale  as  water.  Invite  my  tenants,  and  turn 
away  no  one  from  my  gates.  Now,  Mr.  Ru- 
basore,  PU  trouble  you  to  read  that  despatch." 

"  Glorious,   papa  !    glorious,   papa  I'*    said 
Beckey,  jumping  about  franticly  with  joy. 

The  utter  failure  of  this  stroke  of  malice 
caused  Mr.  Rubasore  to  look  in  the  face  as  if 
he  had  recently  swallowed  poison ;  he  did, 
however,  as  he  was  commanded. 

Now  this  day,  that  had  begun  so  quietly  and 
so  unimportantly,  and  almost  so  inauspiciously, 
was  fated  to  be  a  memorable  epoch  in  the  life 
of  the  old  Commodore. 

More  than  once  a  personal  fracas  has  hap- 
pened in  drawing-rooms  the  best  regulated 
and  most  rccherches.  We  have  already  shown 
the  state  of  disarrangement  in  which  the 
Commodore  suffered  everything  to  remain 
about  his  establishment,  and  the  wildness  of 
character  that  circumstances  had  given  to  his 
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only  and  spoiled  daughter.  Need  we  then  be 
surprised  that  something  like  a  personal  en- 
counter should  ensue,  even  in  the  drawing-room 
of  a  rich  English  baronet,  when  we  consider 
the  combustible  natures  of  some  of  the  persons 
ia  it,  the  want  of  knowledge  of  the  usages  of 
society  among  others,  and  the  total  absence  of 
amalgamation  in  the  dispositions  of  all. 

The  three  young  gentlemen  who  had  pead 
this  visit  to  the  Commodore,  under  the  kindly 
auspices  of  Mr.  Rubasore,  in  order  to  quiz, 
had,  as  yet,  no  great  triumph  to  record.  One 
of  them,  who  had  an  inferior  talent  for  draw- 
ing caricatures,  had  been,  for  the  most  part  of 
the  morning,  earnestly  employed  in  making  a 
very  outrageous  one  of  our  naval  friend ;  and 
not  only  outrageous,  but  also  offensive. 

It  was  just  completed  as  Mr.  Rubasore  had 
completed  the  reading  of  the  despatch.  The 
three  giggling  young  gentlemen,  too  much  en- 
couraged,  we  are  sorry  to  say,  by  the  levity  of 
Miss  Rebecca,  beckoned  her  to  them,  and,  in 
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exultation,  the  artist  showed  the  sketch  to  her 
slyly.  For  an  instant,  she  coloured  up  with  the 
deep  flush  of  indignation,  and  the  next,  applied, 
upon  the  face  of  the  designer  of  the  gouty 
Commodore,  one  of  the  most  unsophisticated, 
measureless  slaps  that  ever  echoed  in  chamber 
or  hall.  It  was  given  with  the  sturdy  strength 
of  a  milkmaid,  and  the  activity  of  a  Columbine. 
The  receiver  was  silent  from  the  excessive 
smarting  of  the  blow;  the  other  two  exclaimed, 
starting  up,  one  of  them,  **  Demnishion !  An 
insult  under  his  own  roof,  by  Ged  !" 

The  other.  ^^  We  caun't  retuliaut  upon  a 
femaull — dawmmee,  Commodoure,  thei*e^s  our 
caurds — dawmnaution  P 

^'  Knock  'em  down,  knock  'em  down,  father, 
with  your  crutch.  See  what  game  theyVe  been 
making  of  you  in  this  paper. '^ 

Demnishion  and  Dawmnaushion,  attended  by 
their  friend  Blisteredcheek,  began  moving  to- 
wards the  door,  out  of  the  expected  ^'wiff  and 

wind,"  as  Sliakspearc  has  it,  of  the  warrior^s 
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crutch,  when  they  were  aiTested  by  Underdown, 
saying, 

*^  I  am  excessively  agitated,  gentlemen ;  you 
see  that  I  am  all  of  a  tremble — these  scenes  un- 
man me  quite;  but  why  will  you  thus  make 
me  disfday  my  weakness,  and  put  this  necessity 
upon  me,  of  leading  you  one  by  one  by  the 
nooe  befbre  my  respectable  friend,  and  thus 
making  you  singly  and  severally  beg  his  par« 
don  fiir  the  unwarrantable  liberty  that  you 
have  taken  in  endeavouring  to  hold  him  up  to 
ridicule  to  his  own  daughter  ?  Doctor  Ginning* 
ham,  you'll  keep  the  door." 

**  Dawmnaushion !" 

"  Demnishion  !'* 

**  Come,  sir,  I  must  begin  with  you.^ 

"  Never  mind  the  puppies,"  said  our  friend, 
good-naturedly ;  ^^  there  is  really  some  talent 
in  the  sketch,  though  they  might  have  spai^ed 
me  the  lower  tail." 

*'  It  is  my  affair  now,  Commodore ;  so,  ut, 
are  you  ready  P"  said  the  meek  Underdown. 
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As  he  was  ready,  and  as  the  other  two  were 
also  ready,  they  made  their  apologies,  and  pro- 
tested upon  their  honours  that  they  meant  no 
offence ;  and  thus,  for  a  moment,  a  hollow  peace 
having  been  proclaimed,  all .  the  guests  were 
about  to  depart,  no  doubt  to  boast,  in  the  pro- 
vincial town,  bow  excellently  well  they  had 
quizzed  that  sea-brute,  the  fighting  old  Com- 
modore. 

Mr.  liubasore,  yet  unconscious  of  the  noxious 
addition  to  his  cue,  had  also  risen  with  his 
three  proteges  and  tyros  in  the  art  of  ingeni- 
ously tormenting,  when  they  were  all  suddenly 
stopped  by  curiosity  at  seeing  the  servant  bring 
in  an  immense  official  letter,  with  the  usual 
bountiful  display  of  sealing-wax,  made  gorgeous 
by  the  Admiralty  seal.  Curiosity  suspended 
their  movement.  Every  eye  was  fixed  upon 
the  old  Commodore. 

"  By  your  leave,  gentlemen,"  said  he,  a  little 
tremulously ;  tlien  pinning  down  the  document 
to   the    table    with    his  iron,  he  commenced 
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ploughing  up  the  envelope  with  but  little  re- 
spect to  the  clerkly  nicety  with  which  it  had 
been  folded.  The  enclosure  was  short  and  pithy. 
His  one  eye  sparkled,  his  brow  flushed,  his  iron 
fin  began  to  labour  in  the  air,  and  his  weather- 
beaten  cheeks  curdled  up  with  all  manner  of 
mysterious  twitches.  The  spectators  could  not 
decide,  as  yet,  whether  the  worthy  old  gentle- 
man was  under  the  influence  of  a  paroxysm  of 
pleasure  or  pain,  or  whether  the  letter  had 
brought  him  bad  or  good  news. 

He  slapped  the  letter  on  the  table,  and  his 
open  hand  strongly  upon  it ;  his  eye  twinkled 
round  the  room,  and  now  there  could  be  no 
mistaking  its  expression ;  it  was  fiercely  ecstatic: 
it  fell  u]X)n  Rebecca  who  had  approached  him  ; 
he  caught  her  to  his  bosom  with  a  jerk  of  his 
hook,  and  giving  her  a  kind,  warm  kiss,  said 
softly,  "  Bless  thee,  my  child  I**  Then  springing 
upon  his  legs,  regardless  of  gout,  unmindful  of 
rheumatism,  and  in  utter  contempt  for  lumbago, 
flinging  his  crutches  from  him,  and  thereby 
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breaking  the  shins  of  Mr.  Rubasore,  he  lifted 
up  his  voice  and  roared, 

*^  Hip,  hip,  hip,  hurrah !  I'm  a  whole  man 
again.  Well,  hearty,  young,  you  dogs,  young. 
Will  no  one  fling  the  liniment  at  Calumbo*s 
head  ?  Underdown,  Horace  Underdown,  I  say, 
shy  the  colchicum  at  the  doctor^s  nose.  Who 
wants  physic  ? — ^not  I — ^hurrah,  my  boys ;  the 
old  Commodore^s  out  of  dock  again,  rigged  out 
all  a  tanto — yards  square,  colours  flying,  every 
rope  hauled  taut.  Order  up  the  champagne  by 
dozens,  keep  the  doors,  not  a  soul  slips  his 
cable ;  we'll  get  drunk — only  a  very  little  drunk 
—upon  it — shall  we  not,  my  dear  friends? 
Now,  now,  now,  now,  for  one  huzza  more. — 
The  old  Commodorea  re-appointed  I** 

None  there,  though  there  were  envious  and 
evil-minded  ones  among  them,  could  refuse  the 
cheer.  Nine  times  was  it  repeated ;  the  grave 
Dr.  Ginningham,  for  once  laying  aside  hit 
gravity,  timed  the  shouts  by  the  motion  of  his 
gold-headed  cane.     The  news  spread  like  the 
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cIhiIb^  marbus;  ficst  the  servaDts,  and  then  the 
villagers  .caught  it,  and,  as  it  appeared  to  be 
a  day  of.  license,  the  lawn  befoie  the  drawing- 
room  windows  was  soon  filled  with  aU  the  jolly 
dog^  of  the  neighbourhood,  their  wives  and  chil- 
dly 4  and^  almost  as  soon  as  the  champagne  was 
cirmUting  in  the  apartment,  foaming  jugs  of 
id^.were  being  liberally  handed  out,  and  pass- 
ing frpm  mouth  to  mouth  among  the  unbidden 
gV^sU. 

.It  .wa3  a  droughty  summer'^s  morning,  and 
good  news  is  proverbially  thirsty.  Besides,  the 
poor  are  prudent,  and  apt  to  drink  to  provide 
for  the  time  when  they  will  be  thirsty  hereafter. 

It  was  now  in  vain  that  Dr.  Giuningham 
asked  for  leave  to  speak,  and  equally  in  vain 
that  he  bid  his  patient  be  silent.  Unregarded 
did  he  learnedly  harangue  about  a  deter- 
mination of  blood  to  the  head,  and  was  gloomily 
eloquent  upon  phrenitis,  mania,  and  synocha* 
The  old  Commodore  swore  he  was  quite  well 
again ;  and,  to  prove  it,  insisted  upon  dancing, 
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and  that  all  his  guests  should  dance  with  him. 
The  baronet  was  guilty  of  a  thousand  extrava- 
gances, often  growing  furiously  angry  when  any 
one  skulked  his  glass. 

Lunch  was  ordered  in  and  partaken  of. 
Bread,  cheese,  and  cold  meat  were  handed  out- 
side among  the  people.  Lunch  was  removed, 
and  still  Sir  Octavius  refused  to  part  with  his 
guests.  At  length,  this  wild  sederunt  was  con- 
cluded in  a  manner  the  most  ludicrous  in  the 
world.  Sterne,  for  thy  wit,  Rabelais,  for  thy 
humour  to  describe  it.  I,  the  ancient  mariner, 
saw  it ;  for  I  dropped  in,  in  the  midst  of  these 
orgies. 

A  roar  of  laughter,  and  a  shout  of  joy,  wel- 
comed my  entrance.  They  were  all  standing 
round  the  table,  the  old  Commodore  at  one  end, 
Mr.  Underdown  at  the  other.  Under  the  Com- 
modore's left  arm  was  nestled  the  head  and 
shoulders  of  his  lovely  daughter,  her  singu- 
larly beautiful  countenance  actually  burning 
with  the  intoxication  of  mirtby  and,  must  I  say 
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it? — a  little  with  that  of  champagne  also. 
The  madness  of  wine  seemed  to  be  ensouled  on 
her  features.  O  how  different  was  that  inspired 
look  of  the  spirit's  enthusiasm  from  the  vulgar 
excitement  of  ebriety !  She  seemed  a  bacchante, 
but  her  cup  flowed  not  with  the  gross  wine  of 
earth,  but  brimmed  with  the  pure  nectar  of  the 
heaTens. 

Thus  they  were  all  standing,  the  Doctor 
speaking,  and  pushing  his  cane  backwards  and 
forwards  perpendicularly  before  him,  as  usual. 
He  was  showing  cause  why  this  fifteenth  toast 
should  not  be  a  bumper,  inasmuch,  as  he  had  not 
dined,  moreover,  as  he  had  many  more  patients 
to  see,  and,  furthermore,  for  the  best  of  all  rea- 
sons, because  he  would  not.  Now,  as  this  par- 
ticular toast,  like  every  other  toast  that  had 
been  drunk,  was  the  most  particular  and  im- 
portant ever  yet  given,  or  that  ever  could  be 
given  hereafter,  and,  as  it  was  to  the  hero  of 
the  Nile,  the  old  Commodore  insisted  that  he 
should  drink  it  honestly  in  a  bumper,  every 
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drop,  without  either  mental  or  bodily  reserva- 
tion. 

The  Doctor  was  still  eloquently  hesitative. 

"  Now,  Becky,  my  darling,**  said  the  Baro- 
net, ^^you  see  that  Doctor,  and  you  see  that 
glass  in  his  hand  ;  you  .also  see  that  beautifully 
curled,  well-powdered  wig  on  the  bead  of  that 
Doctor.  Now,  mark  you  me,  darling ;  if,  before 
you  can  count  a  hundred,  you  don't  see  that 
glass  filled  to  the  brim  with  wine,  and  that  wine 
then  poured  through  the  lower  patt  of  that 
wig-crowned  vacuity  he  calls  a  bead,  pluck  me 
off  that  wig  and  fling  it  out  of  the  window." 

Mr.  Kubasore  very  condescendingly  went  and 
opened  the  French  window  that  gave  out  upon 
the  lawn.  How  kind  of  Mr.  Rubasore  to  for- 
ward the  nlischievous  frolics  of  other  people  ! 
Ah,  Mr.  Rubasore,  there^s  an  old  proverb,  that 
those  who  have  glass  windows  should  not  set 
the  fashion  of  flinging  stones.  At  that  moment, 
you  were  quite  unconscious  of  the  fearful  ride 
that  you  would,  before  many  more  minuteB  had 
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eioaped,  be  compelled  to  take ;  that  yoii  weti 
too  soon  to  emulate,  to  surpass  Tarn  o^-Shanter*! 
race. 

The  frolic4oving  Rebecca  bad,  for  these  oc* 
casiona,  a  method  of  counting  of  her  own. 
<•  ^^  VH  drink  no  more,  Calumbo ;  already  are 
mmcm  voUtantes  floating  in  my  vision.  Go 
home  directly,  good  Calumbo,  and  make  me  a 
saline  draught,  to  which  add  another,  musk 
nt^bture  one  ounce,  with  thirty  drops  of  suU 
pbtiric  edien  I  would  write  it,  but  verily  my 
hand  i8:unsteady.     Fll  drink  no  more.** 

*^  Ten,  twenty,  thirty,  forty,  fifty,  sixty, 
feeventyy  eighty,  ninety,  one  hundredy^  said 
Rebecca,  running  round  and  snatching  off  the 
wig. 

^'  Assuredly  my  wig  is  gone.  Calumbo, 
where  i»  my  wig  ?^' 

But  before  any  reply  could  be  made  to  this 
very  Mtural  question^  amidst  the  roars  of 
laughter  of  the  company,  Rebecca  flew  behind 
Mr.  Rubasore,  as  if  for  the  purpose  of  finding 
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there,  protection  from  the  rather  unsteady  pur- 
suit of  the  bald-headed  physician. 

"  Don't  let  him  touch  me,  Mr.  Rubasore ; 
pray  don't,  there's  a  dear,  good  man." 

'^  By  no  means,  my  dear  girl ;  he  must  take 
a  joke  as  well  as  the  rest  of  us.  Metbinks  he 
looks  marvellous  wise  without  his  wig,  yet  droll 
withal.'* 

In  the  meantime,  the  wicked  hoyden,  with 
her  hand  inside  the  wig,  was  kneading  very 
carefully  its  powdered  curls  into  a  union,  like 
marriage*  that  nothing  but  death  could  part, 
with  the  bird-lime  and  cobbler's  wax  at  the 
extremity  of  Mr.  Rubasore's  cue.  The  opera- 
tion was  short,  but  effectual.  The  gordian  knot 
was  inseparable. 

*^  Now,  Doctor,  there  hangs  your  wig ;  take 
it." 

Mr.  Rubasore  flung  himself  round  to  loqk 
for  it;  and  there  was  the  snowy  appendage 
waving  gracefully  to  and  fro,  across  his  own 
back. 
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The  mirth  of  the  company  grew  furious, 
whilst  the  Doctor,  spluttering  forth  bad  Latin, 
and  cursing  Mr.  Rubasore  with  all  manner  of 
nauseous  prescriptions,  began  to  tug  at  his  wig. 
Mr.  Rubasore  grew  pallid  with  anger,  and 
the  contention  was  mutual. 

However,  the  junction  was  too  complete.  As 
the  Doctor  was,  by  far,  the  more  powerful  man 
of  the  two,  he  determined  that,  however  soiled, 
his  wig  should  remain  intact;  he  therefore 
roared  lustily  for  a  pair  of  scissars,  in  order,  as 
he  openly  avowed,  to  cut  off  Mr.  Rubasore's  tail 
With  what  an  amiable  celerity  Miss  Rebecca 
Bacuissart  furnished  the  doctor  with  the  shear- 
ing implement !     Sweet  child  I 

This  was  enough  for  Mr.  Rubasore.  He, 
ooDsidenite  man,  had  opened  the  glass-door  for 
the  egress  of  the  doctor's  wig.  The  wig  passed 
through  it  with  an  astonishing  rapidity.  With 
the  glittering  forfex  extended  in  his  hand,  the 
doctor  gave  chase.  Both  the  pursued  and  the 
pursuer  ran  the  better  for  the  champagne. 
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All  the  party  followed,  the  view  halloo  was 
given,  and,  as  a  matter  of  course,  every  Eng- 
lishman, as  well  as  he  could  for  laughter,  com- 
menced betting. 

Little  regarding  his  gout,  the  Commodore 
got  upon  the  lawn  without  crutches,  and  sinking 
into  a  rustic  chair,  remained  convulsed  with 
laughter,  bawling  out  for  fair  play,  whenever 
he  could  speak.  A  large  party  of  ladies  and  gen- 
tlemen, who,  as  news  spreads  fast,  had  dropped 
in  to  congratulate,  now  appeared,  and  joined  the 
chase.    Never  was  a  hunt  better  attended. 

In  the  first  place,  the  hunted  and  the  hunter 
had  to  thread  their  way  through  the  groups 
of  men,  women,  and  boys,  that  had  been  as* 
sembled  on  the  lawn.  When  these  had  been 
passed,  of  course  they  fell  into  the  race.  The 
shouts  seemed  to  shake  the  very  skies.  ^'  Run 
it,  bare-pole  r  **  Go  it,  pig-tail !"  "  Two  to 
one  on  long-shanks !"  "  Done.''  **  Three  to 
four  on  pill-box;'  «  Taken."  ''  Turn  to  the 
left,  squire — there's  a  ditch  before  him."  ••  Cut 
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him  cfff  doctor,  he  must  make  a  bend  this  way ;" 
aiid  Buch-like  encouragementt  with  the  clapping 
of  bands,  added  to  the  exhilaration  of  the  scene. 
Droll  was  the  sight  at  seeing  the  bare-pated 
doctor  racing  in  his  court-dress,  but  still  more 
drpU  was  the  flying  wig-bearer.  Now  the  white 
encumbrance  streamed  forth  from  behind  him, 

« 

and  now  it  bobbed  against  his  hips,  covering  the 
rounded  extremity  of  his  back  with  powder. 
Now  they  were  lost  amongst  the  shrubberies ; 
now  they  issued  in  full  view  upon  the  grass- 
plat,  and  now  they  were  only  partially  seep 
gliding  swiftly  between  the  trunks  of  trees. 

They  were  M^ell  matched  for  a  lengthened 
chase.  If  Mr.  Rubasore  was  the  more  active, 
Dr.  Ginningham  was  the  more  athletic ;  and,  as 
bottom  seemed  to  be  likely  to  carry  it,  the  chase 
it  appeared,  in  all  probability,  would  end  in 
favour  of  the  pursuer.  But  a  lucky  thought 
inspired  the  pursued.  He  would  risk  his  life 
for  his  tail ;  for,  thought  he,  if  I  could  survive 
the  ignominy  of  losing  it^  and  could  bear  up 
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against  the  jeers  of  the  wliole  county,  yet  too 
little  would  remain  to  ine  of  this  life  ever  to 
hope  that  another  would  grow. 

The  doctor  also  was  committed  in  the  pur- 
suit. As  it  was,  the  ridicule  on  both  parties 
was  complete.  Nothing  worse  on  that  score 
could  happen.  The  only  way  to  come  out  of 
this  absurdity  at  all  with  honour  was  to  come 
out  of  it  triumphantly.  He  must  rescue  his 
wig.  He  must  commit  not  a  ^^rape  of  the 
lock/*  but  of  the  whole  of  Mr.  Rubasore^s  cue. 
Thus  actuated,  each  party  pursued  and  fled 
with  unabated  ardour. 

The  man  wrongfully,  yet  unintentionally, 
possessed  of  the  wig,  at  length  made  for  the 
lodge.  Standing  at  the  gate  were  three  or 
four  steeds,  each  held  by  a  little  l)oy.  No 
questions  were  asked,  Mr.  Rubasore  leaped 
upon  one,  whose  he  cared  not ;  the  doctor  upon 
another,  in  his  thin  satins,  and  away,  away  !    • 

Up  the  side  of  the  hill,  across  the  high  road^ 
through  the  meadow,  along  the  skirts  of  the 
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forest,  away  they  went — away,  away.  The 
pendant  wig  now  streamed  out  fairly,  like  the 
tail  of  a  boy's  kite  with  a  great  paper  tassel  at 
the  end  of  it.  All  of  the  pedestrians  were 
now  thrown  out,  and  but  two  of  the  horsemen 
can  keep  in  view.  They  are  mad  with  fear 
with  rage,  with  wine ; — yes,  certainly  with  the 
last,  for  now  it  has  begun  to  take  full  effect 
upon  them ;  both  parties  begin  to  feel  an  excite- 
ment that  is  wild  and  pleasing.  They  now  urge 
forward  their  failing  horses  by  the  loudest  and 
most  uncouth  cries.  They  are  again  on  the 
main  road.  The  horses  in  vain  attempt  to  cross 
it,  but  rush  onwards  towards  the  market-town ; 
it  is  market-day :  they  plunge  through  the  di- 
viding and  shouting  multitude — many  horse- 
men, not  knowing  the  cause  of  this  strange 
spectacle,  join  in  the  pursuit.  Gilpin's  race 
is  a  roost  remarkable  one — but  how  much  would 
it  have  been  surpassed  by  the  wig.race,  had  wp 
but  a  Cowper  to  sing  it ! 

At  last,  Mr.  Rubasore's  horse,  wearied  by  the 
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excessive  run,  and  maddened  by  the  noise  be- 
hind him,  no  longer  obeys  the  feeble  hand  of  his 
rider,  but  swerving  from  the  high-road,  runs 
up  to  the  saddle-bow  in  a  sloughy  and  muddy 
horse-pond.  The  doctor  and  his  posse  of  at- 
tendants pull  up  as  they  shoot  past ;  at  length, 
they  all  assemble  at  the  verge  of  the  muddy-pool, 
and  call  upon  Mr.  Rubasore  to  come  out.  The 
horse's  hoofs  are  embedded  in  the  stiff  bottom, 
and  the  unfortunate  equestrian,  up  to  his  hips 
in  mud  and  water,  is  left  to  cool  upon  his  ride. 
The  wig  is  now  one  mass  of  foetid  mud.  It  is 
irretrievably  spoiled. 

The  crowd  now  looked  to  the  doctor  for  some 
explanation.  He  sate  still  upon  his  panting 
steed.  He  then  looked  round  him  deliberately, 
and,  before  he  spoke,  he  took  from  his  pocket  a 
silk  handkerchief,  and  placed  it  over  his  bald 
head,  tying  it  under  his  chin.  He  took  snuff, 
and  then  condescended  to  speak. 

^^  Gentlemen,  I  am  Doctor  Ginningham,  of 
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Pharmacy  Close,  in  the  county  of  Hertford- 
shire.** 

At  this  solemn  announcement  many  of  the 
spectators  took  oiF  their  hats,  who  did  not,  till 
then,  recognise  in  the  heated,  bald,  and  dirt- 
bespattered  figure  before  them  the  renowned 
and  affluent  doctor. 

**  Gentlemen,**  he  continued,  *'  that  dirty, 
black  thing  attached  to  the  back  of  that  dirty 
man,  on  that  dirty  horse,  in  that  dirty  slough, 
is  my  wig.  Anybody  may  have  it  for  the 
trouble  of  fetching  it.  Silence  that  man,  he  is 
going  to  be  absurd.  Let  some  one  run  to  the 
Crown,  and  order  me  a  chais&>and-four — a 
chaise-and-four  for  Doctor  Ginningham,  of 
Pharmacy  Close.  That  individual  in  the  pond, 
and  without  the  hat,  will,  doubtless,  in  due  time, 
be  taken  from  his  present  predicament.  Let 
some  discreet  person  put  him  to  bed,  and  I  shall 
now  prescribe  for  him.*^ 

He  then,  not  at  all  moved  by  the  merriment 
of  the  mob,  took  out   his  pocket-book,  and 
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forthwith  wrote  a  prescription,  with  full  direc- 
tions for  treatment,  which  he  placed  in  the 
hand  of  the  most  respectable  looking  person 
near  him. 

"  Sec  to  it,  my  good  friend,"  he  continued, 
^'  but  don't  talk  ;  should  fever  supervene,  take 
care  that  that  dirty  individual  in  the  pond 
loses  at  least  fourteen  ounces  of  blood.  Where 
is  somebody  from  the  Crown  ? — Let  these 
horses,  mine  as  well  as  the  one  in  the  mud,  be 
properly  looked  to,  and  taken  care  of,  at  my 
expense,  —  mine.  Doctor  Ginningham  of  Phar- 
macy Close ;  and,  when  in  a  condition  to  travel, 
let  them  be  returned  to  my  very  good  friend, 
but  most  refractory  patient,  Sir  Octavius  Bacuis- 
sart,  of  Trestletree  Hall.  Gentlemen,  I  thank 
you  all  for  the  profound  attention  with  which 
you  have  heard  me ;  it  shows  a  discriminating 
and  an  enlightened  audience.  Let  the  chaise 
be  brought  here.  Good.  Having,  my  good 
friends,  so  kindly  attended  to  me,  pray  attend 
a  little  to  my  fellow-traveller.     I  wish  you  all 
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a  very  good  day.  Boys,^  stepping  into  the 
chaise,  ^'  an  extra  half-crown  for  good  speed. 
Home — Pharmacy  Hall.^ 

And  away  went  this  magnificent  talker,  hard 
rider,  and  imperturbable  stoic,  amidst  the 
laughter  and  the  cheers  of  the  audience,  to 
get  a  new  wig,  and  make  another  appearance 
about  the  time  of  dinner  at  Trestletree  Hall. 

As  to  Mr.  Rubasore,  we  shall  leave  him  in 
the  horse-pond,  as  black,  as  immovable,  and 
as  silent  as  the  equestrian  statue  at  Charing 
Cross.  We  shall  not  even  show  how  he  was 
extricated,  but  leave  him  in  his  dirty  plight  in 
disgust.  A  meet  fate  for  all  those  who  would 
attempt  to  quiz  the  old  Commodore. 

Yb  ceitics,  take  warning. 
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CHAPTER  V. 


"  The  fuel  that  feeds  a  vengeance,  oft  consumes 
Th'  altar  where  th'  unholy  fire  is  cherish'd  ; 
And  often,  too,  th'  officiating  priest.'* 

Old  Plat. 


So  good  a  despatch  did  the  Doctor  make,  that, 
cool  as  a  cucumber,  with  a  wig  whiter  and 
better  curled,  if  possible,  than  that  which  he 
had  chased  so  many  miles,  he  made  his  appear- 
ance a  full  half-hour  before  dinner,  among  the 
numerous  guests  that  the  old  Commodore  had 
hastily  collected,  to  commemorate  this  really 
happy  occasion  of  the  naval  victory,  and  his 


new  re-appointment.  All  was  heartiness,  good- 
will, and  hilarity.  The  Doctor's  entrance  was 
greeted  with  shouts. 

But,  all  of  a  sudden,  the  Doctor  was  (to  use, 
in  us,  so  pardonable  a  sea  phrase)  taken  aback 
by  a  vision  that  shocked  him  with  horror  and 
surprise.  The  ineffable  presumption  !  There 
stood  the  hitherto  silent  shadow,  the  apothecary 
Calumbo,  speaking,  and  not  only  speaking,  but 
speaking  energetically ;  not  only  speaking 
energetically,  but  enforcing  this  energy  by 
perpendicularly  pushing  backwards  and  for- 
wards the  very  gold-headed  cane— the  thrice- 
hallowed  medical  sceptre  of  the  Doctor  hini- 
aelC  He  was  acting  the  physician  in  petto. 
His  back  being  partially  turned  to  the  Doctor, 
h/e  saw  not  his  entrance. 

The  doctor  spoke  to  no  one ;  he  advanced — 
tbe  voluble  apothecary  nor  saw  nor  heard  him. 
^e  was  in  the  midst  of  a  dissertation  on  the  ^o- 
Itar  pleofM*  Great  was  the  eclipse  that  followed. 
The  man  with  the  diploma  plucked  the  golden 
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cane  from  the  orator.  He  was  instantaDeousIy 
muto.  The  virtue  of  science  and  the  beauty 
of  eloquence  had  gone  from  him.  He  was 
again  nothing  more  than  a  mere  silent  pestle, 
to  grind  up  drugs  at  the  bidding  of  one  greater 
than  he.  Doctor  Ginningham  was  once  more 
himself.  He  could  prescribe — heavens  !  how  he 
could  prescribe ! 

This  little  pantomime  heightened  the  general 
mirth.  It  was  in  vain  that  the  man  learned  in 
medicine  commanded  all  and  every  one,  on 
their  allegiance  as  patients,  to  be  silent.  Every 
one  was  too  happy  to  let  even  the  doctor  have 
all  the  talk  to  himself.  However,  amidst  all 
this  confusion  of  merriment,  the  Commodore 
did  contrive  to  get  one  pertinent  answer  from 
Doctor  Ginningham. 

^^  Boatswain'^s  mate  ahoy,^'  roared  the  Sten- 
torian voice  of  the  tar.  ^'  Pipe  all  hands  to 
silence  r*  then,  whistling  shrilly,  he  bawled  out 
still  more  loudly,  ^^  Silence,  fore  and  aft.'^  And 
silence  ensued,  accordingly. 
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**  Well,  where  did  you  leave  the  chase. 
Doctor  ?"  said  Sir  Octavius. 

**Up  to  the  middle  in  a  horse-pond/' 

«  And  the  wig?' 

*'  Hanging  at  the  end  of  the  disagreeable 
man's  tail.  Let  it  go — he  rode  hard  for  it. 
He  may  have  it:  the  wig  was  dirty.  What 
whig  is  there  that  will  not  hang  on  by  a 
tail?** 

We  need  not  dwell  upon  the  prolonged  fes- 
tivities of  that  evening,  nor  chronicle  the  claret 
that  was  drunk  in-doors,  and  the  ale  without 
The  illumination,  considering  the  shortness  of 
the  notice,  was  most  respectable :  and,  though 
the  number  of  variegated  lamps  might  have 
been  exceeded,  had  due  time  for  preparation 
been  permitted^  yet  the  defect  was  not  perceived, 
as,  when  they  were  lighted,  most  of  those  who 
looked  upon  them,  saw  double,  and  to  many 
were  the  powers  of  vision  so  beautifully  mul- 
tiplied, that  they  saw  the  lamps  reach  up  to 
the  skies,  and  mingle  with  the  stars ;  and  some 


108  THE    OLD    COMMODORE. 

of  them,  astonished  at  this  miracle,  fell  down 
before  it,  and  were  found  quietly  sleeping  in 
the  sunshine  on  the  following  morning. 

The  day  after  tins  fete,  the  old  Commodore 
descended  into  the  breakfast  parlour,  an  altered, 
a  very  altered  man.  The  old  placidity  was 
again  seen  upon  his  ample  and  manly  brow, 
the  pristine  fire  again  lighted  up  his  eye,  and 
all  his  features,  usually  so  relaxed  with  ennui, 
or  twisted  up  by  petulance,  regained  their 
natural  stamp  of  energy.  His  gout,  though 
not  actually  cured,  was  infinitely  better,  and 
his  other  ailments  had  disappeared,  with  that 
worst  of  all  diseases,  soul-corroding  apathy. 
The  alteration  of  the  outward  man  was  so 
visible,  that  Rebecca  burst  out,  the  moment  he 
entered,  with,  **  Bless  me,  papa,  what  have 
you  been  doing  with  yourself?" 

'^  Amending  myself,  in  many  things,  my 
dear  Becky,  and  I  will  strive  to  better  myself 
in  all.  My  dear  Horace,*'  speaking  to  Mr. 
Underdown,   ^*  we   have  been   like  fools  in  a 
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trance.  Look  at  this  beautiful  oreature,  the 
dioiceat  pulie  of  my  heart,  now  just  starting 
into  womanhood.  Oh,  Horace,  my  friend,  tell 
me— if  she  what  she  ought  to  be — what  she 
might  be  ?"" 

^^  What   is  the  matter  now   with   me,   fa- 
ther?" 

Mr.  Underdown  mournfully  shook  his  head. 

^*  The  fault  is  mine,  my  beloved  daughter — 
the  fault  is  mine.     My  dear  Underdown,  I  am 
tK>t  equal  to  it*— lecture  her  on  the  impropriety 
of  her  behaviour  yesterday*" 
.    ^*  By  no  means :  we  all  shared  in  the  offence. 
The  rancorous  provocation  of  Mr.  Rubasore 
was  but  rightly  served,  though  I  am  really  sorry 
that    our    little    beauty — Miss    Bacuissart,   I 
ought  to  have  said — was  made  so  actively  the 
instrument.     However,  it  was  an  hour  of  great 
exhilaration,  and  we  have  no  character  to  lose 
in  this  establishment,   as   far  as  regards  the 
proprieties.      We   must,   however,  gain   one; 
and  that  right   speedily.     In  the  first   place. 
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Sir   Bacuissart,    what   is   the  nature   of  your 
orders  ?" 

"  I  am  to  repair,  forthwith,  to  Plymouth, 
and  immediately  take  the  command  of  the  ships 
named  here  in  the  margin  :  a  gallant  squadron," 
— handing  over  the  official  letter  to  his  friend. 

"  Yes,  I  see  it  is,  indeed.  There  is  a  very 
laughable  postscript,  in  the  hand- writing  of  the 
first  lord.  It  is  couched  in  very  friendly  terms, 
however.**' 

"  Oh,  let  me  see,  let  me  see,"  said  the  eager 
young  lady. 

*'  You  will  not  understand  it,  if  you  do.  It 
is,  however,  to  inform  your  father,  that,  when- 
ever he  may  wait  upon  his  majesty,  or  come 
to  the  king's  court,  it  will  be  expected  of  him, 
that  he  come  in  full  uniform,  at  all  points." 

^^  I  am  sure  father  always  looks  best  in  his 
gold-laced  coat,  his  three-cornered  cocked-hat, 
and  his  large  sword  hanging  by  his  side ;  that 
is  to  say,  when  he  screws  on  his  visiting  hand, 
with  the  white  glove.     O  he's  a  braw-looking 
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mmn  then,  and  his  scars  seem  quite  beautiful. 
The  first  lord  needn't  have  taken  the  trouble 
to  tell  papa  how  to  dress.  That's  very  officious, 
I  should  think/' 

'*  Well,  Becky  dear,  if  youll  be  a  good  girl, 
and  try  to  be  a  lady,  I'll  dress  myself,  and  you 
too,  as  long  as  you  live,  as  fine  as  you  like/' 

*^  O  the  good  papa,''  said  she,  kissing  him 
again  and  again.  ^*  Now  I'm  going  to  ask 
you  such  a  favour :  I  do  so  wish  to  finish  my 
education;  I  see  so  little  society,  and  I  am 
afraid  I  am  rather  bold.  I  do  so  want  to 
break  myself  of  that  fault.     Will  you  ?** 

"  There's  a  dear  Becky — to  be  sure.  What 
can  1  deny  my  blooming,  my  bright-eyed 
girir 

*^  I  knew  you  would :  it  will  improve  me  so. 
Take  me  to  sea  with  you." 

Both  gentlemen  began  earnestly  whistling 
different  tunes.  Miss  Matilda,  who  had,  a 
little  before,  made  her  appearance,  flung  up  her 
arms  in  dismay,  and  rang  for   her    Hungary 
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water.     £au  de  Cologne  had  not  yei  found  its 
w^y  to  country  places,  in  England. 

^^  Take  you  to  sea  with  me  f*^  at  last  said 
the  father  ;  "  for  what,  my  sweet  child  ?** 

'^  In  order  to  complete  my  education/'  said 
she,  dropping  him  the  demurest  curtsey  that 
she  had  been  pleased  to  make  a  very,  very  long 
time. 

"  Arc  you  mad,  Becky  ?*' 

'*  O  no,  father.  But  I  remember  what  you 
said  about  poor  Augustus." 

All  the  Commodore's  hilarity  was  gone  in  a 
moment. 

^'  Hush,  hush,^'  said  the  well-intentioned 
Underdown.     But  the  young  lady  rattled  on. 

*'  Because,  papa,  I  want  to  take  care  of  you, 
and  hinder  you  from  flogging  the  midshipmen. 
How  could  you  have  the  heart  ?" 

*^  Come  here,  my  dear  child.  I  did  not 
think  that  you  could  make  me  so  miserable, 
on  a  day  that  ought  to  be  so  happy  to  me. 
It  is  all  for  the  best;  it  is  the  smiting  of  a 
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gttitle  hiori.  Hear  me,  Rebeeca :  I  will  never 
flog  a  youDg  geDtleman  again ;  nor  a  man 
either,  provided  that  any  other  alternative  is 
left  me.  I  am  now  a  wiser,  and  if  I  am  not  a 
better  man  for  the  dearly-bought  wisdom,  I 
shall  deserve  the  hate  of  my  own  child  ;  which, 
Odd,  in  his  mercy,  forefend.  I  love  you  most 
dearly,  Rebecca,  and  you  know  it.  I  cannot 
take  you  to  sea.  Little  would  be  my  regard  for 
you,,  had  I  the  power,  and  did  so." 

^^  You  won't  flog  the  midshipmen  any  more, 
father,  will  you  ?^ 

^^  No,  you  little  minx.  I  trust,  Underdown, 
that  I  am  an  altered  man.^ 

**  Of  course,  I  go  with  you  i^"^  said  the  friend, 
affectionately. 

^  I  hardly  know.  I  had  some  thoughts  of 
leaving  you  here,  to  watch  our  Becky.  But, 
Mrs.  Oliphant  is  what  the  world  calls  a  prudent 
woman.  We  must  really  think  of  making  a 
lady  of  this  spoiled  child."^ 

After  much  discussion  of  the  nature  of  the 
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above,  it  was  finally  arranged  that  Mr.  Under- 
down  should  join  the  Commodore,  in  a  few 
days,  at  Plymouth,  after  seeing  Mrs.  Oliphant 
fully  established  at  Trestletree  Hall. 

Towards  evening,  the  Commodore  took  a 
most  affectionate  leave  of  his  sobbing  daughter^ 
who  promised  all  manner  of  reforms. 

It  wa^  lucky  for  Sir  Octavius  that  he  made 
his  escape  as  he  did,  for,  the  very  next  day. 
Lady  Astell,  with  her  accustomed  parade  of 
woe,  came  to  ask  her  son  at  his  hands.  As 
usual,  every  deference  was  paid  to  her.  She 
was  received  by  Mr.  Underdown,  and  Rebecca 
also  was,  which  seldom  was  the  case,  present. 

She  stood,  according  to  her  custom,  in  the 
centre  of  the  room,  with  her  dead  impassive 
look.  From  all  approach  towards  the  U9ual  cour- 
tesies of  life,  she  shrank  with  apparent  horror. 
To  the  many  well-intentioned  inquiries  of  Mr, 
Underdown,  she  made  no  reply,  but  after  due 
lapses  of  silence,  she  asked  for  her  son^s  mur- 
derer.   It  was  in  vain   that  she  was  assured 
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that  he  bad  departed.  She  believed  the  asser- 
tion only  to  be  an  excuse,  and  that  her  brother 
feared  to  meet  her.  She  had  recourse  to  her 
usual  conduct  in  these  matters,  that  of  pa- 
tience. 

Now  Rebecca's  awe  of  iier  aunt  had  consi- 
derably decreased.  She  had  heard  her  conduct 
spoken  of  with  pity,  yet  condemnation,  and  that, 
viewed  in  the  best  light,  it  was,  she  knew,  held 
to  be  little  better  than  insanity.  Lady  AstelFs 
aspect  was  too  forbidding  to  warrant  any  ap- 
proach to  familiarity  on  the  part  of  the  niece. 
Indeed,  the  latter  was  too  high-spirited  to  at- 
tempt it.  But,  though  she  did  not  warm  to- 
wards the  gloomy  intruder  with  affection,  she 
grew  warm  with  indignation,  when  she  saw  her 
mild  and  gentle  friend  Underdown  treated, 
tacitly,  as  a  liar. 

At  length,  vexed  beyond  endurance,  she 
walked  up  abruptly  to  her  aunt,  and  said, 
*'  Pray,  Lady  Astell,  when  are  you  going  ?'" 
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"When,  miss,  I  have  seen  the— your 
father." 

"  Don't  you  hear  that  he  set  off  for  Ply- 
mouth yesterday  ?" 

"  So  young — so  beautiful — and  so  false  !" 

**  This  to  me,  Lady  Astell ! — how  dare  you, 
madam  ?  When  did  you  know  me  guilty  of 
falsehood  ?  What  you  would  say  to  my  father, 
say  to  me.  Make  your  speech,  madam,  and 
depart.  I  have  particular  occasion  for  the  use 
of  this  apartment." 

"  O  Rebecca,  do  not  thus  deport  yourself  to- 
wards your  aunt,"  said  Mr.  Underdown;  **  con- 
sider all  her  sufferings,  and  her  previous  kind- 
ness to  yourself.    Respect  and  pity  her.** 

**  I  do  pity  her.  Why  should  she  think  us 
liars  ?" 

"  I  wait  for  the  Commodore,**  was  the  only 
observation  that  Lady  Astell  condescended  to 
make. 

"  I  assure  you  solemnly,  that  your  brother 
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ia  OQw  more  than  a  hundred  miles  from  hence/' 
said  Mr.  Underdown. 

.  ^  This  is  what  you  term,  perhaps,  a  pious 
deceit." 

^*  I  take  my  God  to  witness  it  is  tTue,*^  said 
her  old  lover,  with  ail  the  solemnity  of  an  oath. 
*    ^^  Then  I  must  pursue  him.^' 

.  ^'  Stop  i"  screamed  out  Miss  Rebecca.  *'  Let 
me  tell  you,  madam,  it  is  useless.  He  has  es> 
eaped  from  your  barbarity.  He  is  again  where 
he  ought  to  be.  He,  at  least,  is  now  in  his 
right  station,  in  the  command  of  a  gallant 
ship.*" 

*'  What  I  can  this  be  true  ?— to  perpetrate 
other  murders. '^ 

'*  Lady  Astell,  I  do  not  like  to  hear  my 
father  stigmatized  as  a  murderer — I  tell  you 
this  quietly.  However,  I  must  not  much  mind 
this,  as  your  words  should  have  been  uttered  in 
a  madhouse." 

^^  For  shame,  for  shame,  Rebecca  P  said  Mr. 
Underdown,  rising  angrily  from  his  chair. 
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Now,  for  the  first  time,  even  for  years,  did 
Lady  Astell  betray  emotion.  The  blood  came 
rapidly  to  her  marble  cheek,  and  as  rapidly 
vanished.  Her  brow  next  became  suffused  with 
a  deep  flush,  wliilst  the  lower  part  of  her  face 
remained  of  a  deadly  white.  She  was  making 
threat  efforts  not  to  tremble.  Her  distress  was 
pitiable.  Slie  attempted  twice  to  speak,  but 
failed.  At  length,  her  words  were  audible, 
but  they  were  no  longer  the  cold  and  passion- 
less tones  with  which  she  was  wont  to  make  her 
stern  demand.  They  were  singularly  tremulous 
and  tender,  and  spoken  amidst  the  gushing  of 
her  tears. 

"  Horace,***  said  she,  addressing  Mr.  Under- 
down,  *'  do  the  world  believe  me  mad  ?" 

He  made  no  reply,  but  buried  his  face  in 
his  hands. 

''  Yesy  it  is  madness  in  this  world  of  cor- 
rupted hearts  to  have  the  feelings  of  a  mother. 
O  Augustus  i  how  soon  have  all  forgotten 
your 
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•'  We  hav'n't,"  screamed  out  Miss  Rebecca, 
ready  to  fling  herself  into  her  aunt's  arms,  and 
to  beg  her  pardon.  But  Lady  Astell,  finding 
all  her  resolution  fast  giving  way,  turned 
hastily  and  departed,  leaving  the  young  lady 
and  Mr.  Underdown  to  an  unexpected  tite-a- 
tete. 

There  was  a  pause  for  some  minutes.  At 
length  Mr-  Underdown  observed,  "  Rebecca, 
you  were  guilty  of  great  cruelty.  I  think, 
however,  that  you  have  done  good.  You  have 
given  to  Lady  AstelFs  mind  another  and  a  far 
healthier  train  of  thought.  May  it  work 
upon  her  to  happiness — or,  at  least,  produce 
some  approach  to  serenity.  When  she  next 
comes,  walk  up  to  her  at  once,  embrace  and 
kiss  her.     How  noble  a  soul  is  perverted  !'' 

"  You  know  that  I  am  to  be  a  good  girl 
jK>w;  to  learn  everything,  and  make  myself  a 
lady.  So  I  will  do  just  as  you  tell  me.  I 
love  her  dearly,  after  all ;  but  it  is  cruel  of  her 
to  say  that  nobody  thinks  about  Augustus  but 
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herself.  I  hope  she'll  come  again  soon,  and 
we'll  try  once  more  to  make  a  good  aunt  of 
her." 

But  she  came  not,  and  thus  all  her  desires 
of  improving  Lady  Astell  became  nugatory. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

8he  was  a  frigate  tight  and  gaj. 
As  erer  dash'd  aside  the  spraj^ 
Or  conqiier'd  in  a  well-fought  fray— 
The  saucy  Belladonna/' 


Ws  have  hitherto  kept  tolerably  close  to  the 
skirts  of  the  old  Commodore.  We  must  now 
beg  to  leave  him  for  a  little  while,  travelling 
post  to  Plymouth,  once  more  to  receive  his  ar- 
dently desired  command ;  and  let  us  repair  to  a 
quiet  bay,  on  the  south-western  coast  of  Eng- 
land, and  stopping  a  few  minutes  to  contemplate 
the  loveliness  of  the  scene,  we  must  then  in- 
troduce to  the  reader  another  naval  personage, 
in  the  character  of  a  very  young  captain  of  a 
very  fine  frigate. 

VOL.  II.  G 
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There  the  frigate  lies  at  single  anchor,  with 
her  head  down  channel,  riding,  on  account  of 
the  strength  of  the  tide,  with  a  taut  hawse, 
about  a  mile  and  a  half  from  the  shore.  She  is 
a  most  beautiful  craft ;  long,  and  sits  rather 
low  in  the  water,  and  yet  she  is  so  stiff  under 
sail,  that  it  must  blow  hard  indeed  when  she 
can  no  longer  use  her  lower-deck  guns.  Her 
captain,  and  all  on  board  of  her,  have  long 
wished  to  meet  a  French  two-decker  in  a  gale 
of  wind  that  would  oblige  the  enemy  to  close 
iier  lower-deck  ports.  There  is  no  doubt  but 
that  the  saucy  little  Belladonna  would  give  a 
good  account  of  her. 

Her  masts  are  very  taut,  and  rake,  perhaps, 
a  little  too  much  aft.  Her  sails  are  so  accu- 
rately and  neatly  furled,  that  they  seem  to  be 
only  streaks  of  white  paint  on  the  yards,  with 
a  dab  of  the  brush  in  the  middle  where  the 
bunt  is.  Blocks  you  can  see  none,  and  every 
rope  is  hauled  as  taut  as  a  harpstring.  She  is 
beautifully  painted.     Indeed,  she  has  the  ap- 
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pearanoe  of  a  nobleman^s  yacht;  and  were  it 
not  for  her  bristling  guns,  you  would  suppose 
her  to  be  tome  beautiful  pageant,  created  only 
to  convey  gorgeously  attired  ladies  across  some 
smooth  and  fresh-water  lake. 

She  reposes  in  stillness  and  beauty  upon  the 
unruffled  blue  that  seems  to  be  beneath  her, 
like  an  inverted  heaven.  Nor  is  the  scenery 
ashore  unworthy  of  this  marine  view.  The  two 
horns  of  the  long,  and  but  little  indented  bay^ 
melt  gently  away  into  the  azure  of  the  distance, 
on  one  of  which  can  be  descried  a  ruined  castle, 
with  the  warm  sun-rays  struggling  through 
many  a  rent,  where  once  was  window  and 
arched  portal.  The  other  horn  of  the  bay  is 
not  so  picturesque,  but  much  more  cheerful; 
It  is  loftier,  and  crowned  by  wood,  nestled 
among  which  is  a  large,  though  but  partially 
seen  white  mansion,  in  all  the  glory  of  excellent 
repair.  The  shingly  beach  along  the  whole  ex- 
tent of  this  bay,  is,  inshore,  bounded  by  fields 
and  orchards,   shrubberies  and  green  lawns, 
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crowded  together,  and  oil  rich  in  the  splendours 
of  a  verdant  English  June. 

We  may  well  ask  if  there  be  anything  of  life 
in  that  great  ship,  lying  there  so  majesticnlly  in 
her  stillness.  Hark  !  a  shrill  piping  is  wafted, 
not  unmusically,  over  the  waters,  followed  by 
the  sound  of  one  hoarse  voice — but  what  words 
they  arc,  tlie  distance  will  not  permit  us  to  dis- 
cover. Now  the  notes  of  the  shrilly  fife  are 
heard,  and,  moved  by  some  unseen  agency,  a 
large  boat  rises  from  out  the  frigate,  is  sus- 
])ended  a  half-minute  aloft,  and  a  moment  after, 
descends  with  a  gentle  splash  into  the  water 
alongside.  It  is  a  pleasure  to  watch  all  this  in 
a  calm  summer^s  afternoon. 

Now  thirteen  neatly  clad  figures  rattle  into 
the  barge.  In  a  moment,  the  coxswain  is  at 
the  helm,  and  the  oars  are  simultaneously  tossed 
up.  A  slighter  figure  now  steps  into  the  stem- 
sheets  with  a  gentle  jessamy  air,  and  spreads 
over  the  seat  the  ample  boat-cloak. 

There  is  more  piping.     And  now  a  fine  ath- 
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letic  young  man  appears  to  slide  between  the 
side-ropes,  and  is  down  in  the  barge  in  a  mo- 
ment ;  the  two  bowmen  shove  the  barge  off,  the 
oars,  at  a  signal,  fall  into  the  water,  and  the  boat 
rapidly  plunges  through  the  sea.  This  person, 
with  bis  gold-laced  hat  shipped  fore  and  aft,  is 
Oliver  Oliphant,  the  nephew  of  Sir  Octavius 
Bacuissart,  a  post-captain  in  the  navy,  and  the 
eldest  son  of  the  late  eminent  grocer  in  the 
Minories.  His  countenance  is  eminently  hand- 
some, though  there  is  little  of  the  elevation  of 
thought  in  its  expression.  You  see,  at  once, 
that  he  is  brave,  generous,  and  good-tempered, 
and  that  be  will  make  an  excellent,  if  not  a 
very  intellectual,  companion.  He  is  sure  to  be 
a  great  favourite  with  the  ladies.  He  is  a 
little^  very  little,  conscious  of  his  advantages. 
He  sometimes — when  he  looks  upon  the  grey- 
headed officers  under  him — is  himself  a  little 
stirprised  at  all  the  advantages  of  his  position. 
However,  he  is  a  good  fellow,  and,  therefore, 
should  not  be  scrutinised  too  narrowly. 
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He  leaps,  with  tlie  springy  bound  of  youth, 
from  his  barge,  followed  by  his  attendant,  a 
sort  of  mongrel  servitor,  between  a  sailor  and  a 
valet.  Now  this  valet  had  made  himself  a 
character,  by  trying  to  support  the  character 
of  a  wit.  His  master.  Captain  Oliphant,  liked 
him  hugely.  The  old  Commodore  hated  him 
in  the  same  proportion.  Whenever  Peter 
Drivel,  for  so  he  was  pleased  to  be  called,  came 
within  shot  of  the  old  sailor,  the  first  thing  he 
he  could  lay  his  hand  on  always  flew  at  his 
head.  This  did  not  often  happen;  as  Captain 
Oliphant,  as  I  have  before  stated,  generally 
gave  his  uncle  as  wide  a  berth  as  possible. 
However,  Peter  took  this  cannonading  always  in 
good  part ;  he  would  grin — for  the  Commodore 
always  missed  his  aim — hurl  some  vile  pun 
back,  by  way  of  returning  fire,  and  disap- 
pear. 

Now,  it  is  my  painful  duty  to  state,  that  nei* 
ther  Peter  Drivel,  nor  Captain  Oliver  Oliphant, 
nor  Captain  Oliver  Oliphant's  barge,  nor  his 
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frigate,  bad  any  business  to  be  just  where  they 
were,  on  that  beautiful  afternoon  in  June.  Al- 
together, they  ought  to  have  been  far,  far  at 
sea,  in  the  chops  of  the  channel.  The  day 
before.  Captain  Oliphant  had  most  urbanely 
aaked  the  master  of  the  ship  to  dine  with  him, 
out  of  his  turn ;  and  then  asked  him,  also,  with 
a  peculiar  intonation  of  the  voice,  whether  he 
did  not  think  that  the  frigate's  lower  rigging 
wanted  fresh  setting  up.  The  master  thought 
so  too.  So  they  ran  the  saucy  Belladonna  into 
her  present  anchorage,  for  this  express  purpose. 
Why  they  did  not  set  about  it  immediately,  I 
can't  tell. 

But  this  I  can  tell,  that,  up  at  Jaspar  Hall, 
there  resided  a  young  lady,-'  with  the  very  ro- 
mantic name  of  Rosa ;  and  Jaspar  Hall  was 
situated  but  a  short  half  mile  from  the  beach, 
where  the  barge  landed  the  Captain  and  his 
faithful  servitor. 

There  was  a  fine,  open,  wide,  high-road,  that 
led  up  to  Jaspar  Hall.     But  Captain  Oliphant 
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had  an  aversion  to  open  roads.  He  was  tired 
of  expansive  views —enough  of  them  at  sea. 
He  wanted  ruralities ;  and  so  he  took  a  green, 
little,  tortuous,  and  narrow  lane,  in  order  that 
he  might  get  near  the  mansion.  As  to  entering 
that  mansion,  he  would  leave  it  for  circumstances 
to  determine.  Other  parties  had  seen  the  arrival 
of  the  frigate — had,  we  fear,  expected  it. 

When  Captain  Oliphant  had  got  himself 
clear  of  the  beach,  and  both  he  and  his  servant 
were  buried  in  the  lane,  Peter,  who  was  exces- 
sively romantic,  had  fallen  considerably  in  the 
rear,  for  the  innocent  recreation  of  gathering 
for  himself  a  nosegay  of  wild  flowers.  This 
botanizing  did  not  then  exactly  meet  the  views 
of  his  master;  so  he  bawled  out,  at  the  top 
of  his  voice,  to  his  scholarly  servant,  "  You 
Peter  !  Peter  Drivel,  I  say  ; — ^lieave  a  head, 
man.  Though  it  may  be  right  for  you  to  keep 
in  my  wake,  you  should  always  lie  within 
hail." 

At  this    seasonable    and   nautical    reproof. 
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PeteTy^^ebsing  with  his  master^  pricked  up  his 
em.  Tbeflt  of  wishing  to  be  witty  came  upon 
fainiy  and  he  thus  shaped  his  reply — shaped,  I 
eall  it,  for  he  always  shaped  and  trimmed  what- 
ererhesaid. 

'^**  Yes>  sir,  yes,**  said  Peter,  aloud,  and  then 
ooBtinued^  to  himself,  thus,  **  Wake,  lie,  hail ; 
three  excelleqit  words,  and  I  dare  not — I 
irtlL* 

•t'No  longer  being  able  to  resist  mounting  his 
bobby,  he  was  on  its  back  in  a  moment,  and 
off  he  galloped,  the  fear  of  his  master's  cane 
bsiog  befiore  his  eyes,  notwithstanding.  Affect* 
ing,  after  the  manner  of  punsters,  not  to  have 
bcaid  the  Captain,  he  said,  ^*  Did  you  say, 
sir,  that  no  one  could  lie  awake,  when  you 

hmur 

This  brought  his  head  into  danger;  for  the 

cane  was  flourished  over  it. 

=  ^  You    rascal !     shall    neither   I    nor    the 

Commodore  ever  be  able  to  break  you  of  that 

detestable  habit  of  always  attempting  to  pun  ? 

G  5 
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Sirrah,  to  rig  out  your  discourse  with  puns,  is 
almost  as  bad  as  to  give  a  broadside  of  tech- 
nical terms  upon  every  trivial  occasion.  I  detest 
it.  However,  Peter,  Til  say  no  more  about  it 
now ;  we  must  think  of  other  things.  It  is 
quite  time  that  we  marked  how  the  land  liesy 
clap  our  tacks  o?i  boards  and  make  sail  for 
Jaspar  Hall." 

"  With  submission,  sir,'*  said  Peter,  looking 
very  droll,  "  when  you  talk  about  clapping 
your  tacks  on  board,  taoc  your ^ 

"  What !  at  it  again,  you  incorrigible  scoun- 
drel? If  you  don't  bring  your  tongue  to  an 
anchor,  and  clap  a  stopper  on  your  imperti- 
nence— Heavens  and  earth  !  when  shall  I  rid 
myself  of  this  nautical  habit  .^" 

Now,  the  amiable  Captain  was  much  ashamed 
of  his  practice  of  talking  quarter-deck  and  fore- 
castle language;  and,  as  he  had  often  been 
laughed  at  for  it  by  a  certain  lady,  he  did  all 
in  his  power  to  break  himself  of  it :  not  che- 
rishing his  failing,  like  his  servant  Peter. 
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«( 


When,''  he  exclaimed  energetically,  ^^  shall 
I  rid  myself  of  this  nautical  habit — '* 

*^  A  habit  I  call  naughty,"  said  the  perverse 
one,  half  aloud. 

** — This  habit/'  continued  the  Captain,  not 
overbearing  Peter,  '^  of  larding  my  conversation 
with  sea-phrases  ?^  Then,  turning  to  his  ser- 
vant, he  said  to  him,  impressively,  *^  Now, 
Peter»  my  good  fellow,  for  once  attend  to  the 
sense  of  what  I  would  convey,  more  than  to  the 
words  with  which  I  convey  it.  I  appoint 
you  a  sort  of  censor  •  •  .  ." 

*^  Yes,  sir,  to  mark  when  you  speak  sense  or 
only  galley-lingo.*^ 

"  Well/'  said  the  Captain  resignedly,  "  I 
suppose  that  it  is  a  sort  of  disease  that 
the  poor  fellow  cannot  rid  himself  of.  I 
make  you  a  sort  of  censor,  Peter,  over  my 
speech;  so  that,  when  you  find  that  I  am 
running  into  naval  embellishment,  you  will 
give  me  timely  notice,  by  crying  out,  very 
audibly,  ^'  Hem,  hem  V^   which  I  shall  regard 
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as  a  kind  of  signal  gun,  and  immediately  piU 
about  upon  the  other  tack,^ 

*'  Hem  !  hem  !  !  hem  !  ! !"  roared  out  Peter, 
with  due  unction. 

*'  Confound  it,"  said  the  vexed  master;  '*  I 
see  that  I  shall  give  the  poor  fellow  occasion  to 
keep  his  throat  clear,  and  his  pipe  will  soon 
emulate  the  boatswain's  call.*' 

"  Hem  !  hem  ! !  hem  !  !  P  again  ejaculated 
the  faithful  mentor,  much  pleased  with  his 
office. 

"  No,  Peter,"  said  the  young  officer,  in  a 
tone  of  earnest  expostulation  ;  "  there  you  are 
wrong :  I  did  but  make  a  complimentary  com- 
parison. But  who  is  it,  Peter,  that  is  coming 
this  way  ? — our  old  messenger,  farmer  Drag. 
We  shall  now  be  able  to  find  how  affairs  stand 
at  the  hall,  and  thus  be  able  to  shape  our  course 
accordingly.*' 

<*  Hem  !  hem  ! !  hem  ! ! !"  roared  out  Peter, 
vociferously ;  but  that  was  not  the  worst  of  it. 
Voices,  as  it  seemed,  close  to  their  right  and  from 
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bebipd  the  hedges  of  the  lane*  echoed  the  hems  I 
with  great  glee.  Master  and  man  looked  at  each 
other  for  some  time  in  silent  amazement,  and 
then  simultaneously  burst  into  loud  laughter* 
At  length  the  Captain  exclaimed : 

^'.Fetert  this  is  singular.  It  would  seem  that 
I  have  commissioned  not  only  you,  but  the  very 
bushes,  to  be  my  monitors.  If  I  am  overhatUed 
this  way,  I  shall  soon  be  able  to  pass  muster  J* 

**  Hem !  hem  ! !  hem ! !  !*^  again  roared  Peter, 
tickled  beyond  measure  at  his  office. 

'^  Hem !  hem ! !  hem  ! !  P  was  chorussed  from 
the  bushes.  Captain  Oliphant  b^an  not  quite 
to  like  it 

**  Jump  round,  Peter,  and  see  who  it  is  that 
dares  mock  us  in  this  manner.'" 

So,  whilst  Peter  was  looking  for  a  gap  or  a 
stile,  he  thus  soliloquized:  '*  Us  indeed!  that's 
good !  I  flatter  myself  that,  when  I  speak,  I 
excite  anything  but  mockery.  I  to  a?cite 
mockery  would  be  a  sight  indeed.  Grood  that ! 
but  nobody  hears  it" 
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Now,  whilst  the  servant  is  pricking  his  hands 
by  endeavouring  to  force  his  way  through  the 
hedge,  and  the  gallant  Captain  is  at  a  loss  to 
know  whether  it  would  be  more  prudent  to  go 
up  to  Jaspar  Hall  at  once,  or  to  send  up  a 
scout  to  reconnoitre,  we  will  let  the  reader  into 
the  mystery  of  the  echo,  and  into  some  other 
mysteries  that  it  is  needful  that  he  should  com- 
prehend. The  lady  with  the  romantic  name, 
Rosa  Belmont,  had  seen  the  saucy  Belladonna 
drop  her  anchor,  and,  being  induced  by  the 
fineness  of  the  weatlicr,  determined  to  walk 
down,  by  certain  green  lanes,  to  the  beach,  in 
order  that  she  might  have  a  better  view  of  the 
ship ;  at  least,  that  could  be  the  only  assignable 
motive.  She  took  with  her  her  maid,  Eleanor 
Dobson,  a  young  person,  whom  she  had  but 
recently  engaged.  Now,  as  the  footpaths  were 
better  known  to  them  than  to  the  naval  gentle- 
men— for  gentleman  Peter  Drivel  always 
accounted  himself — Miss  Rosa  and  her  attendant 
soon  met  them  advancing  up  the  lane.     They 
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turned  too,  and,  with  the  hedge  only  between 
tbnn — they  on  the  footpath  in  the  field— had 
the  advantage  of  hearing  all  the  discourse  upon 
cacology  that  we  have  just  narrated.  They, 
being  of  a  charitable  and  christian  nature,  hu- 
manely gave  Peter  their  assistance  in  amending 
his  maater^s  forms  of  speech. 

By  the  time  that  Captain  Oliphant  had  adr 
vanced  a  hundred  yards,  Peter  overtook  him ; 
and,  making  use  of  a  Latin  quotation  that  he 
had  picked  up  with  his  former  master,  and 
which  he  knew  he  could  palm  upon  his  present 
one,  he  assured  him  that  he  had  looked  about 
everywhere,  and  that  the  sounds  were  only 
"  vote  et  pretty  nelU^ 

This  was  rather  a  puzzler  to  the  Captain, 
who,  looking  grave  upon  it,  sagely  remarked, 
**Ah!  I  thought  there  were  two  of  them. 
Who  the  devil  can  Vox  and  pretty  Nell  be  ? 
Confound  their  impudence !" 

"O    the   ignorance    of    these    naval    com- 
manders!^' said  Peter,  speaking  softly  to  the 
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palm  of  his  hand,  and  then,  more  loudly,  to  his 
master,  ''  With  all  submission,  sir,  voa  et  pretty 
nell  is  a  Latin  quotation  from  Homer,  meaning 
that  the  interruption  we  experienced  was  a  voice 
and  nothing:  else." 

**  Oh,  I  beg  your  pardon.  Dr.  Peter  Drivel !" 
said  the  Captain  with  mock  humility.  ^^I  had 
quite  forgotten  your  classical  propensities ;  and 
I  think,  when  I  get  you  on  board  again,  I  shall 
help  you  to  forget  them  too." 

By  this  time,  a  rather  loutish-looking,  elderly 
farming-man  had  joined  them.  He  doffed  his 
]iat  and  scraped  his  leg  to  the  Captain,  and 
then,  walking  apart,  began  an  earnest  conver- 
sation, leaving  Peter,  at  some  distance,  to  con- 
coct as  good  a  pun  as  he  could. 


TJU-  OLJ>  COKM0DOB£. 
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CHAPTER  VIL 


'^  Ye  gods !  annihilate  space  and  time, 
And  make  two  lovers  happy !' 


i*> 


A3  it  is  apparent  that  we  are  now  in  an  in- 
cipient love  affair,  it  is  necessary  that  my  friends 
should  become  acquainted  with  all  the  interest- 
ing incidentals.  RosaBelmont  was  a  dark  beauty, 
with  a  complexion  so  clear  that  you  might  fancy 
you  saw  into  it  No  blonde  could  ever  boast 
o!  a  whiter  forehead.  Her  colour,  amidst  the 
downiness  of  her  cheeks,  was  exquisitely  rich ; 
and  we  might  also  grow  eloquent  on  classically 
shaped  cheeks,  which  were  continually  kindling 
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up  with  the  celestial  fire  that  flowed  from  the 
deep  light  of  her  intensely  black  eyes.  Upon 
those  eyes  it  was  almost  impossible  to  look 
philosophically.  They  were  rarely  fully  opened: 
the  long  eyelashes  veiled  their  brightness,  and 
kindly  tempered  their  fire  to  the  beholder. 
Her  hair  was  of  the  dee|>est  black,  glossy,  of 
the  most  delicate  texture,  and  exuberant  in  the 
extreme.  She  carried  about  her,  in  all  her 
motions,  the  dignity  of  thought.  She  used  her- 
self to  say,  that  she  was  all  soul ;  and  she  was 
not  aware,  at  the  time,  how  truly  she  spoke. 

At  this  time  she  was  just  of  age;  in  a  few 
months  the  guardianship  of  our  acquaintance, 
Mr.  Rubasore,  would  terminate.  She  would 
then  become  sole  mistress  of  Jaspar  Hall,  and  a 
somewhat  impoverished  estate ;  but  quite  suffi- 
cient for  a  genteel  independence^  and  which  a 
few  years  of  economy  would  render  unincum- 
bered, and  of  great  value. 

This  promising  estate  and  this  charming 
young  lady  it  was  the  intention  of  Mr.  Rubasore 
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to  appropriate  to  himself.  He  had,  to  e£Pect 
this  the  mcHre  easily,  brought  Rosa  up  in  great 
aedusioiii  and  did  all  in  his  power  to  foster  in 
her  a  romantic  spuit.  As  far  as  the  romance 
was  concerned,  he  had  succeeded  admirably ; 
and,  what  with  his  assiduities,  his  doctrines, 
and  his  not  suffering  her  to  have  many  oppor- 
tunities of  forming  comparisons,  the  young  lady 
had}  merely  in  order  to  supply  the  vacuum  in 
her  imagination,  accepted  the  elderly  gentleman 
as  her  lover.  This  was  a  profound  secret, 
known  but  to  the  two  concerned. 

Mr.Bubasore  was  clever,  insinuating,  and, 
tbou^  his  hair  was  grey,  had,  by  no  means,  a 
bad  person.  He  dreaded  the  world^s  opinion :  he 
seldom  spoke  of  his  ward ;  and  had  had  her  edu« 
cation  completed  in  France.  There  Rosa,  seeing 
in  what  manner  young  ladies  are  generally  dis- 
posed o^  and  flattered  by  the  quarterly  visits  of 
her  admirer,  and  fancying  that  in  him  was  oon- 
eentrated  all  of  goodness  of  which  human  nature 
can  boast,  she  was  well  content  with  her  future 
prospects. 
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As  for  Mr.  Rubasore,  every  one  said  what  an 
attentive  and  kind  guardian  he  was;  so  little 
intrusive,  yet  always  so  considerately  kind. 
None  knew,  when  he  was  thus  praised,  that  he 
had  shamefully  tampered  with  the  vanity  and 
inexperience  of  a  child  of  seventeen,  by  inveigling 
her  into  an  engagement  to  marry  him  shortly 
after  she  became  of  aga  He  would  not  marry 
her  as  a  minor ;  not  he.  There  was  danger  in 
that,  both  from  the  law  and  for  his  reputation. 
He  had  taken  every  means  in  his  power  to  cul- 
tivate in  his  ward  a  high  romantic  feeling :  he 
had  succeeded  wonderfully  well.  Could  one, 
whose  mind  was  crammed  ^ith  the  follies  of 
constant  love,  break  her  plighted  troth  ?  O  no ! 
thought  Mr.  Rubasore.  Romance  has,  how- 
ever, its  own  version  of  engagements  of  the 
heart,  and  sometimes  construes  them  unfavour- 
ably for  the  interests  of  old  age  and  duplicity. 

Mr.  Rubasore's  estate  and  mansion  were  in 
the  vicinity  of  Trestletree  Hall.  He  was  looked 
upon  by  all  his  neighbours  as  a  confirmed  old 
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bachelor ;  and  his  visits  to  France  were  always 
ascribed  to  bis  proper  attention  to  the  welfare 
of  his  ward.  Now  that  she  had  passed  her 
tweDtieth  year,  he  thought  it  quite  time  that 
she  was  placed  a  little  more  under  his  surveiU 
lance.  So  he  put  Jaspar  Hall  into  order,  fur« 
nisbed  himself  with  a  proper  chaperone  for  jftosa, 
in  the  shape  of  a  fat  and  dependant  female 
cousin,  and  then  brought  his  ward  pver  to 
England,  and  established  her  in  her  paternal 
mantioi)  on  the  coast  of  Cornwall,  isolated 
enough,  as  he  thought,  to  secure  him  from  all 
chance  of  rivalry.  When  Rosa  was  completely 
and  comfortably  established  with  Miss  Dredgely, 
Mr.Rubasorepaid  her  one  short  and  tender  visit* 
Poor  Rosa  found  that  she  liked  the  visit  more 
for  its  shortness  than  its  tenderness.  She  began 
to  think  that  her  lover  was  looking  shockingly 
old,  and  to  have  a  horror  for  long  switchy  pig- 
tails. She  was,  however,  of  a  high  principle ; 
and,  though  she  already  shuddered  at  the  idea 
of  the  contract  into  which  she  had  been  en- 
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trapped,  as  yet  she  had  no  idea  of  break- 
ing it. 

Mr.  Rubasore  was  too  prudent,  and  had  too 
much  respect  for  appearances,  to  stay  long. 
He  repaired  to  his  own  house  in  Herts,  and 
there  endangered  the  loss  of  his  tail.  From 
that  adventure  he  derived  no  physical  ill  conse- 
quences, but  the  moral  ones  were  most  annoying 
to  him.  The  neighbourhood  became  a  horror 
to  him.  He  longed  to  leave  it  for  ever,  and  to 
forget,  in  the  caresses  of  his  young  and  wonder- 
fully beautiful  bride,  all  remembrance  of  the 
chase  of  the  wig.  People  were  not  surprised 
to  find  that  his  house  and  grounds  were  adver- 
tised to  be  let. 

In  the  seclusion  of  the  convent  in  which 
Rosa  had  been  hitherto  confined,  she  had  hardly 
seen  anything  that  could  pretend  to  the  rank  or 
that  had  the  bearing  of  a  gentleman.  In  the 
luxurious  indolence  and  privacy  of  this  retreat, 
she  had  nourished  all  her  romance  into  a  feeling 
of  perfect  enthusiasm.     She  commanded  what 
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books  she  pleased;  and  the  wild  deeds  of 
chivalry,  and  the  exaggerated  morality,  and 
sometimes  the  immorality,  of  the  French  no- 
velists, supplied  the  food  for  the  dreams  of 
her  slumbers  and  the  thoughts  of  her  waking 
hours. 

Now,  Captain  Oliphant  had  seen  this  romantic 
beauty  but  twice  before.  At  once  he  pro- 
nounced her  to  be  the  finest  woman  on  the  face 
of  the  earth ;  as  he,  who  was  little  regardful  of 
his  fieelingB,  felt  this :  it  was  a  proof  that  he 
was  in  love.  He  met  her  thus  singularly. 
The  Belladonna  was  working,  about  a  month 
before  the  period  at  which  we  are  now  arrived, 
up  diannel.  It  fell  dead  calm ;  and,  the  tide 
being  against  her,  the  frigate  came  to  at  single 
anchor,  nearly  in  the  same  place  where  we  are 
now  to  suppose  that  she  is  lying.  Oliver  Oli- 
phant was  a  wag  in  his  way.  He  made  no 
pretensions  to  wit,  or  learning,  or  sentiment; 
but  he  Uked  a  joke.  The  afternoon  was  beau- 
tifully fine,  and  merry  England,  in  her  month 
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of  May  dress,  looked  most  bewitchingly  tempt- 
ing to  the  poor  brine-encrusted  midshipmen, 
who  were  well  salted,  both  inside  and  out. 

So  they  went  up  in  a  body,  and  asked  \e$:ve 
of  the  first-lieutenant  to  go  ashore,  merely  to 
stretch  their  legs,  and  eat  a  little  grass.  To 
this  the  First,  as  in  duty  bound,  demurred. 
There  was  some  urgency  that  required  them  to 
get  up  channel,  and  the  wind  might  get  up 
also,  and  thus  much  valuable  time  be  lost  in 
waiting  for  their  re-embarking,  and  hoisting  in 
the  boat.  Now  Daniel  Danvers,  who  was  a 
midshipman  still  with  Captain  Oliphant,  al- 
though he  had  passed  his  examination  more 
than  three  years,  begged  leave  humbly  to  state, 
that  ^^  he  knew,  of  his  own  knowledge,  that  the 
wind  would  not  get  up.^ 

This  assurance  not  being  quite  satisfactory, 
they  were  dismissed.  The  Captain  was  stand- 
ing by,  and  the  impudence  of  little  Danvers  had 
amused  him,  so  he  condescendingly  called  all 
the  applicants  to  him,  and  told  them  he  had  no 
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oibjectioD  to  their  going  on  shore  till  sunset, 
n^th  Mr.  Jackson's  leave,  in  order  to  play 
cricket  on  the  shingles,  provided  that  they 
wdald  pull  the  boat  themselves,  and  give  their 
hottours  not  to  go  higher  up  into  the  country 
than  high-water-mark,  and  keep  a  good  look-out 
for  the  recal  signal. 

This  was  much  better  than  they  expected. 
They  pledged  their  honours;  and  the  balls, 
hata^  and  stumps  were  handed  into  the  quarter- 
boat,  and  all  lowered  down  together.  Their 
merry  Captain,  being  desirous  to  know  how 
they  would  manage  cricket  upon  heavy  shingle, 
jumped  into  the  boat  with  them,  and  away  the 
middies  pulled  laughingly  to  the  shore. 

llie  stumps  were  pitched,  the  look-outs  ap- 
pointed, and  the  Captain  gratified  by  the  first 
innings.  Hard  work—- cricket  upon  shingles. 
The  players  stumbled  and  rolled  about,  cutting 
their  shoes,  tumbling  down,  shouting,  and 
laughing  like  so  many  wild  lads  of  the  wood. 
To  bowl  was  impossible ;  the  bowler  was  there- 

VOL.  II.  H 
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fore  obliged  to  pitch  home  at  the  wicket,  and 
very  often  tlie  batter  was  thus  enabled  to  send  it 
through  the  air  to  an  immense  distance.  When 
the  ball  was  struck  into  the  sea,  they  ran  in 
after  it  like  so  many  water-dogs.  The  exercise 
was  most  laborious. 

AVhilst  tliis  fun  was  most  furious,  and  the 
Captain  shouting  at  the  full  extent  of  his  lungs, 
Rosa  came  walking  that  way,  attended  by  her 
maid,  not  the  Nelly  whom  we  have  just  intro- 
duced to  the  reader.  She,  Rosa,  was,  with  La 
Nouvelle  Ileloise  in  her  hand,  immersed  in  sub- 
lime contemplation.  She  had  already  properly 
apostrophised  the  air,  and  the  earth,  and  the 
waters,  and  the  frail  bark  upon  the  waters,  and 
when  she  had  said  something  very  touching  about 
the  heroism  of  those  who  go  down  in  ships  upon 
the  deep  sea,  she  came  suddenly  upon  the  heroes 
themselves.  There  they  were,  with  nothing  but 
a  small  field  between  her  and  them,  bellowing 
and  laughing  like  so  many  madcaps.  The  scene 
was  very  joyous,  but  the  least  romantic  in  the 
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world*     Many  of  the  goers  down  in  ships  had 
unshipped  their  coats  and  waistcoats,  and,  now 
and  then,  an  expletive  would  break  forth,  that 
souoded  strangely  like  an  oath. 
'  ;  Captain  Oliphant  was  at  the  wicket,  his  coat 
and  waistcoat  off,  standing,  with  the  bat  up- 
raised in  his  hand,  in  the  finest  attitude  that 
man  could  assume  to  display  the  beautiful  pro- 
portions of  the  huraan  frame.     The  head  was  a 
little  thrown  back,  and  his  noble  and  ruddy 
countenance  smiled  in  all  the  fulness  of  good- 
bdmour  and  high  health.     Rosa  confessed  to 
herself  that  she  had  never  before  seen  anything 
so  beautiful,  and  her  horror  increased  at  long 
yellow  faces  and  switching  pigtails.      In   her 
silent  admiration,  slie  had  unconsciously  dropped 
her  H61oise.   • 

Little  dreaming  they  were  watched  with  so 
much  intensity  by  a  being  so  lovely,  the  sport 
went  on.  The  ball  is  pitched  home  at  the  wicket ; 
but  before  it  can  strike  the  stumps,  it  is  caught 

by  the  centre  of  the  bat ah  !  there  it  flies  I 

h2 
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high,  high  up  in  the  air,  and  far,  far  at  sea. 
It  was  impelled  with  a  vigour  almost  Sam* 
soiiian.  The  lads  watched  it  with  admiration 
tlirough  its  course,  and  then  rushing  into  the 
water  after  it,  were  soon  splashing  in  their  al- 
most natural  element. 

"  Could  Ruben  Rubasore  do  that?*'  said 
Rosa,  with  a  sigh. 

Now,  for  the  first  time,  Oliphant's  powerful, 
yet  very  melodious  voice,  came  like  the  sound 
of  a  trumpet  harmony  upon  her  delighted  ears. 

"  My  lads,  it  is  my  positive  orders  that 
those  who  cannot  swim  well  shall  keep  out  of 
the  water.'* 

The  benevolent  order  was  issued  too  late. 
One  of  the  younkers,  who  happened  to  be 
nearest  to  tlie  ball,  carried  away  by  his  ardour, 
had  waded  out  too  far.  The  ground-swell  had 
lifted  him  off  his  legs,  and  he  suddenly  disap- 
peared. The  boat  that  was  lying  at  a  grapnel  a 
little  way  off,  witli  one  midshipman  in  it,  as  her 
keeper,  immediately  hauled  up ;  but  befioore  be 
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coald  pacMle  to  the  spot,  Captain  Oliphant  had 
rushed'  into-  the  sea,  and,  making  a  long  dive, 
disappeared  also.  There  was  now  a  shriek 
fnmi  the  meadow,  which  no  one  regarded. 

Oliphant  soon  rose,  bearing  the  insensible 
boy  in  his  arms.  He  brought  him  to  the  shore 
immediately. 

"  We  must  run  up  to  the  nearest  house," 
said  the  Captain,  with  his  lifeless  burthen. 

» •*•  To  mine,  to  mine  r   said  Rosa  Belmont, 
coning  hastily  forward. 

'  ^^  Jump  into  the  cutter,  and  fetch  the  sur- 
geoD  immediately.^ 

Things  are  managed  admirably  in  a  man-of- 
war.  The  last  order  was  unnecessary.  The 
signalman  on  board  had  been  on  the  look-out, 
the  accident  was  reported,  the  gig  with  the 
surgeon  and  the  necessary  restoratives,  was  im- 
mediately lowered  down,  and  the  boat  foaming 
through  the  water  towards  the  shore. 

The  Captain,  still  carrying  the  inanimate 
younker  in  his  arms,  ran  at  a  speed  towards 


150  THE    OLD    COMMODORE. 

Miss  Belmont's  mansion,  that  soon  left  most 
of  tlic  party  behind,  among  whom  was  Rosa 
herself.  She  was  lost  in  admiration  at  all  she 
saw.  Such  devotion,  such  activity, — here  thefe 
was  actually  passing  before  her  eyes  more  ro- 
n)ance, — a  romance  that  she  liked  much  better 
than  all  that  Rousseau  liad  ever  ofTered  her. 

So  good  was  the  speed  made  by  the  surgeon, 
that  he  entered  the  house  with  Miss  Belmont 
and  her  servant.  The  young  gentleman  wtfs 
soon  recovered.  Refreshments  were  scattered 
about  profusely  ;  and,  after  a  grent  waste  of  the 
highest  flown  compliments,  the  naval  party  took 
their  leave  to  go  on  board,  as  most  of  them 
were  all  this  time  wet  to  the  skin. 

Miss  Dredgely  was  all  activity  and  complai- 
sance, and  was  very  nearly  committing  the  im- 
propriety of  asking  the  whole  party  to  remain 
and  dine  with  her  and  her  protegee,  a  solecism 
in  decorum  that  her  protegee  would  have  very 
readily  pardoned,  Mr.  Rubasore  never. 

Captain  Oliphant  lingered  to  the  last.     How 
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^nQecessar^y  long  he  retaiued  that  most  deli* 
cat^  aod  whitest  of  hands ! 
,  **  O  Captain  Oliphant,  shall  I  never  know 
whether  you  have  taken  cold,  in  performing  the 
most  heroic  of  actions  ?" 

"  Fll  come  and  tell  you  myself,*^ 

That  same  night,  by  the  merest  accident  in 
tb^  world,  Rosa  and  the  gallant  captain  were 
winking*  by  moonlight,  on  the  beach.  Mrs. 
J)fedgely  knew  nothing  of  this» 
i , .  When  there  is  a  great  deal  of  impudence  on 
fxie  side^  and  a  great  deal  of  romance  on  the 
ptber,  it  ia  wonderful  how  a  love  affair  prosper^. 
.This  is  all  the  fruit,  Mr.  Rubasore,  of  the  tree 
which  yourself  had  planted. 


•■•'  .  i  t 
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CHAPTER  VIIL 

**  Love  rules  the  court,  the  fleet,  the  grove. 
Rules  men  below,  and  saints  above, 
For  love  is  heav'n,  and  heav'n  is  love." 


AVe  must  still  leave  Captain  Oliphant  and 
Peter  in  the  lane, —  the  one  conversing  with 
Farmer  Drag,  and  the  other  ruminating  upon 
how  many  possible  puns  there  are  in  a  calPs 
head,  and  put  the  reader  still  a  little  more 
au  fait  as  to  the  state  of  affairs  at  Jaspar  Hall. 
Mrs.  Dredgely  wrote  a  flaming  account  of  Cap- 
tain Oliphant's  adventures  to  Mr.  Rubasore, 
for  which  she  got  unlimitedly  scolded,  and  re- 
ceived positive  orders  to  admit  no  one  upon 
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the  premises  until  he  should  make  his  appear- 
ance. This,  as  the  middle-aged  gentleman 
desired,  was  communicated  as  a  respectful  wish 
to  Miss  Belmont,  which  had  the  effect  of  in- 
creasing her  dislike  to  switch  pigtails.  About 
a  fortnight  after  the  first,  Captain  Oliphant 
contrived  to  have  another  short  meeting  with 
Rosa,  which  meeting  by  some  means  came  to 
the  knowledge  of  Mrs.  Dredgely.  A  third  is 
about  to  take  place  immediately.  We  will  now 
return  to  the  captain  and  Farmer  Drag. 

The  Captain  had  been  pumping  the  farmer, 
more  particularly  as  to  the  point,  if  any  other 
gentleman  besides  himself  was  ever  known  to 
be  attentive  to  Miss  Belmont, — Miss  Belmont 
and  her  maid  attentively  listening  all  the  while. 
It  wias  in  these  words  that  the  sprightly  sailor 
terminated  his  question. 

"  Now,  farmer,  just  give  us  some  notion 
whether  the  coast  is  quite  clear  at  the  Hall. 
Has  no  enemy  hove  in  sight — no  long  shore 
lubber  r 
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This  was  too  much  for  Peter.  •*  Hem  I  hem  ! 
hem  !*'  he  bawled  out. 

"  Hem,  hem,  hem  !^'  resounded  from  the 
foot-path  on  the  other  side  of  the  hedge. 

Captain  Oliphant  got  pettish  upon  the  sub- 
ject.    *'  D — n  your  hemming  !*"* 

But  Peter  was  nothing  daunted.  "  Ah,  sir," 
said  he,  "  I  see,  after  all,  you  cannot  liear  to 
have  your  conversation  hemmed  into  any  toler- 
able limits  of  propriety." 

This  speech  was  rather  a  dangerous  one. 
His  master  burst  out  anew.  "  The  devil  take 
the  rascal,"  he  exclaimed  ;  '*  the  scoundrel  will, 
at  last,  pun  me  out  of  all  patience,  and  himself 
out  of  a  good  place." 

This  speech  had  a  very  damp  effect  upon  the 
murderer  of  words.  He  touched  his  hat  ire- 
spectfully,  and  fell  back,  muttering  to  himself, 
"  If  master  means  tliat  for  wit,  it  is  bad — ^if 
for  fact,  worse." 

The  captain  then  continued  his  discourse 
with  Drag,  from  whom  he  learned  that  a  report 
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had  got  about  that  Mn  Rubasore  was  really 
getting  too  sweet  upon  his  ward,  aud  that  Mrs. 
.Uredgely  was  nothing  better  than  a  spy,  that 
he  had  placed  in  the  house  to  watch  all  her 
aotioos. 

**  Great  guns  and  small  arms  !  what  sits  the 
wind  in  that  quarter,  my  deep-sea-lead — " 

**  Hem,  hem,  hem !"  said  Peter  in  a  very 
moderate  voice.     . 

**  Hem,  hem,  hem!"  said  Hosa  and  her 
maid,  amidst  immoderate  laughter. 

**  Here  we  are.  Captain  Oliphant,''  continued 
Rosa^  f *  you  know  the  old  song  about  the  man 
who  was  wonderous  wise,  and  scratched  out  bis 
eyes  by  jumping  through  a  quick-set  hedge  ?" 

"  My  heart,  my  life  I — ray  compass,  my — 
this  hedge  is  most  particularly  thorny — my 
dearest  Rosa — ^ 

•*  Hem  I"  said  Peter,  "  there's  voof  et  pretty 
neU,  after  all.'' 

*^  I  will  finish  the  rhyme  to  your  comfort, 
captain/' 
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"  And  when  he  saw  his  eyes  were  out,  with  aU  his 
might  and  main. 
He  jump'd  back  through  the  quickset  hedge,  and 
scratch'd  them  in  again.*' 

The  Captain  got  through  the  hedge,  however, 
with  the  loss  only  of  his  hat  and  his  heart. 

"  You  Peter/'  said  the  Captain,  "  hand  my 
hat  over  here,  and  break  through  yourself.** 

'^  Indeed  I  canH,  sir  ;  the  reasons  against  it 
are  too  pointed." 

"  Go  round,  Nelly,  to  the  stile,  and  bring 
the  young  man  with  you  after  the  Captain.*' 

Locked  arm-in-arm,  Rosa  and  Oliphant 
walked  up  towards  the  Hall,  keeping,  however, 
tlie  footpath  under  the  hedge-row  elms. 

"  Here,  young  man,"  said  Nelly,  making 
her  appearance  in  turn ;  "  come  round  by  tlie 
stile.'* 

'^  Ah,  splendid  woman,  but  rustical !"  ejacu- 
lated Peter.  "  Pm  sure  you  must  be  pretty 
Nell,  though  voa  is  not  absent  when  you  are 
present.*' 
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•*  Yes,  my  name  do  happen  to  be  Nelly ;  and 
as  to  pretty,  thank'ye,  sir/'  said  the  girl, 
curtsying. 

"  Hast  got  a  sweetheart,  Nelly  ?"  continued 
Petefi  patronisingly. 

"  Tbaok  ye,  sir.  Yes ;  it's  no  secret,  all  the 
country  know  iu" 

"  You  are  blessed  in  the  extent  of  your  con- 
fidants. What  may  be  the  happy  youth's 
name  ?^ 

'^  0,i  they  call  him,  sir,  about  these  parts, 
Poaching  Jack.     All  malice,  you  know." 

"  Nell,  pretty  Nell,  as  you  love  a  poacher, 
you  can  have  no  objection  to  my  poaching  a 
little  on  Jack's  manor  ?*' 

"  What  do  you  mean,  Mr.  Saucychaps  ?*' 
said  the  lady,  bridling  up. 

"  Only  a  specimen  of  my  manner,''  and  with 
this  he  made  overt  demonstration  of  snatching  a 
kisS}  which  demonstration  was  met  on  Nelly's 
part,  by  a  severe  Cornish  slap  on  the  face,  that 
made  Peter's  eyes  see  double.     He  looked  a 


and  all  was  well  af]^ain. 

*•  A   smart   tiling  well  applies 
then  regarding  her  in  mock  hei 
his  heart  with  his  right  hand,  c 
I  ]  «  The  Knell  of  all  my  hopes," 

*^  Td  have  you  to  know  that 
your  roaster,*  cried  the  indignant 
low  your  ugly  nose  up  the  footp 
an  honest  girl  alone/' 

<*  Meat  for  my  master !  cat^s-n 
paw !" 

So  the  two  marched  up  also, 
bouse,  in  what  is  called,  in  roilitar 
order* 

For  some  most  urgent  reasons, 
and  Miss  Belmont  walked  round  fl 
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the^ydung  lady  rather  grave  in  her  deportment, 
exalted,  or  rather  stilted  in  her  sentiments,  and 
m^niloqaent  in  her  sentences.  This,  their 
*  third  meeting,  she  had  characterised  by  play- 
fully mocking  him,  and  commencing  her  address 
to  him  in  a  nursery  rhyme.  He  adverted  to 
tius  change  in  her  manner,  and  told  her  how 
much  mirth  became  her.  At  this  she  blushed 
deeply,  and  her  merry  humour  vanished  in  a 
moment  The  young  officer  was  heartily  sorry 
for  this :  he  knew  not  what  to  say.  As  yet,  he 
much  better  understood  the  training  of  his  guns, 
than  how  to  lead  a  falsely-educated,  and  over- 
refined  young  lady  to  discourse  of  those  things 
that  were  lying  heavily  upcm  her  heart,  for  the 
Captain,  notwithstanding  his  little  knowledge  of 
the  fair,  had  already  discovered  that  some  se- 
cret was  oppressing  Rosa. 

Captain  Oliphant  knew  that,  as  regards  the 
usages  of  the  world.  Miss  Belmont  was  acting 
with  great  impropriety.  The  poor  deceived 
young  lady  knew  it  not     There  was  something 
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exquisitely  romantic  in  the  whole  adventure,  and 
that  satisfied  her  conscience  that  nothing  in  it 
could  attach  blame  to  her  conduct.  She  had 
formed,  or  rather  Mr.  Rubasore  had,  for  his 
own  selfish  purposes,  assisted  her  to  form,  her 
code  of  right  and  wrong,  and  her  conscience 
pained  her  not  at  granting  almost  private  in? 
terviews,  to  a  remarkably  handsome  young 
officer,  almost  a  stranger. 

Mut  when  this  young  officer  strove  to  womi 
from  her  the  secret  of  her  infamous  engage- 
mont  with  Rubasore,  which  it  would  have  been 
a  merit  in  her  to  have  revealed,  she  shrank 
from  the  request  with  a  startled  sense  that  even 
to  hear  of  it  was  a  crime. 

When  the  poor  girl  talked  to  Captain  OH* 
phant  of  the  cerulean  blue,  of  the  canopied 
heavens,  of  the  exquisite  satisfaction  of  a  self- 
immolating  happiness,  whose  tortures  were  rap- 
tures, and  of  the  unfathomable  depth  of  the 
susceptibility  of  inexpressible  and  not  to-be-re- 
vealed feeling,    he  rather   thought,   upon  the 
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wbffle,  tbi^t  l^e  uoderstood  her ;  but  when  he 
P^x^)oaed  to  her  to  walk  up  to  her  own  house,  and 
she  frankly  declined,  saying,  ^^  she  liked  better 
the  arbour  in  which  they  were  sitting,  and 
thai  she  much  suspected  that  Mrs.  Dredgely 
was  her  insidious  enemy,  warmed  like  the  viper 
in  the  bpsom  of  trusting  innocence,"  he  was 
utterly  confounded. 

Ignorant  sea  captain  that  he  was,  he  knew 
no^.tb^t  clandestine  meetings,  and  recklessly 
rushing  into  temptations,  were  quite  en  regie  to 
the  disciples  of  romance,  though  to  reveal  a  vil- 
lajpoualy  imposed  secret  would  be  looked  upon 
with  horror. 

*^  But  why,  beautiful  Rosa,  do  you  think 
thut  this  lady  is  your  enemy  ?" 

.  '^  I  believe  she  has  a  secret  correspondence 
w^h  Mn  Rubasore.^' 

*^  Rubasore,  Rubasore — who  is  Mr.  Ruba- 

sore?'* 

"  My  guardian ;"  and  then  with  an  extremely 
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honest  sigh,  (all  sighs  are  not  honest,)  she  coo* 
tinued.     '*  And  may  be — *' 

*<  Be  what  ?" 

"  Ah,  the  fatal  secret ! — like  a  devouring 
vulture,  confined  within  this  heart,  that  it  is 
lacerating,  had  like  to  have  escaped." 

"  Then  let  the  secret  fly  at  once,  and  be 
well  rid  of  it." 

"  Never,  never!"  said  she,  crossing  her  beau- 
tiful hands  upon  her  heaving  bosom,  and  turn- 
ing the  full,  the  insupportable  lustre  of  her 
black  eyes  upon  the  poor  Captain,  the  effects  of 
which  look  he  afterwards  described  as  if  he  had 
been  shot  through  with  musket-balls  all  over 
his  body.  "  This  harpy  of  the  heart,  this 
fiery-fanged  secret,  shall  tear  its  prison  to  pieces 
and  die  with  it." 

The  metaphor  was  certainly  not  so  good  as 
the  language  was  strong.  The  unsophisticated 
seaman  could  not  understand  it;  but,  to  use  a 
vulgar  expression,  his  own   honest  heart. was 
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rising  into  his  mouthy  when  he  saw  those  be* 
witching  eyes  fast  filling  with  glistening  and 
uncontrollable  tears,  as  she  exclaimed,  *^  Alas  ! 
my  happiness  is  gone  for  ever ;  I  wish  I  may 
soon  die."  And  then  the  young  lady  burst  out 
into  a  most  romantic  gush  of  girlish  crying.  It 
was  by  no  means  a  lady-like,  hysterical  access 
of  anguish,  but  a  good,  hearty,  honest  fit  of 
sobbing. 

Who  can  see  a  woman  thus  weep  and  not 
feel  inclined  to  put  one's  arm  round  her  waist, 
and  pillow  the  drooping  head  upon  one's 
shoulder  ?  .  The  young  captain  obeyed,  uncoUi- 
sdously,  this  natural  impulse. 

♦*  Why,  Rosa?— my  Rosa !" 

•'  Never  Pr— and  the  fountains  at  the  eyes 
gushed  afresh. 

*^  Y^my  Rosa,  I  will  know  this  terrible, 
this  distressing  secret." 

•*  Never,  never,  never  T'  with  increased  sob* 
^ng« 

**  Your  guardian  is  concerned  in  it.'' 
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«  He  is  !^ 

"  He  is — your  lover?" 

"  He — he — he — is,"  sobbing  almost  convul- 
sively. 

"  He's  a  villain—'' 

'•  He— he— is." 

"  And  you  hate  him  ?^ 

"  Pro — found — ound — downdly,"  sobbed  out 
the  youthful  beauty. 

"  Now  then,  my  Rosa,  let  me  kiss  away  those 
diamonds  from  your  eyes — for  I  long  to  see  them 
again.  Now  this  Rubasore — I  know  the  rascal 
—  taking  advantage  of  your  inexperience  and 
extreme  youth,  has  inveigled  you  into  some 
engagement,  and  sworn  you  to  secrecy.  You 
are  to  marry  him  when  you  come  of  age.  That 
is  the  secret,  my  bright-eyed  angel  ?** 

"  That — is — the — se — cret  I — I  will  never — 
disclose  it,"  muttered  the  lady  at  intervals,  for 
the  sobbing  had  not  yet  quite  subsided. 

It  must  be  confessed  that  Captain  Oliphant, 
though  not  a  highly  educated  man,  had  a  talent 
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for  extracting  secrets,  that,  ^'  were  like  vultures 
eating  away  the « hearts  io  which  they  were 
iinpii^oned  T'  but  he  did  not  know  it,  or  he 
would,  perhaps,  have  plumed  himself  upon 
it. 

"  Of  course,   Rosa,"   he   said,   "  you   don't 

mean  to  keep  this  damnable  engagement?*' 

.  .Thijl'  apropos  question  rather  increased  the 

sobbing,  and  produced  that  sweetest  of  all  in- 

a|^tJ(ds  .fx^oi    a    beautiful    mouth,    ^*I    don't 

If.V  JBlut  I  do — and  remarkably  well  too.  You 
if^H*^  pitch^  the  old  monkey  to  the  deviL'" 

..Piie!.  Captain  Oliphant,  thus  to  address  so 
superfinely  a  refined  young  lady.  It  was  cer- 
tidnlf  wrong  in  morality,  but  right  as  to  the 
effect,  for  it  produced  the  first  faint  dawn  of  a 
smil^  upoD  the  young  lady's  countenance. 

.  **  P  Rosa !"  said  the  Captain,  tenderly,  "  you 
are  laughing  at  me  and  ray  uncouth  manners. 
Np,ipr,.  d^ar  Rosa — for  dear  you  ever  will  be -to 
uyf^^-trbear  me.     I  shall  speak  plainly  to  you.; 


I  <5 


1  otter  you  the  hand  of  a  frank 

'•  C)  Captain  Oliphant  I    this 
ip — pipitate.''     The  sobbing  ha 

«  Not  a  bit  of  it,  Rosa.  Wl 
fair,  ship  the  capstan-bars  at  on 

"  Hem  !  hem  ! !  hem  ! !  !**  vei 
Qounced  by  some  one  unseen,  h 
suddenly  startling  the  two  lo' 
reclining  position,  stifling  the  » 
by  something  very  like  a  giggl 
fully  exciting  the  bile  of  the  gai 

**  rU  break  every  bone  in  the  ] 
skin.  Was  there  ever  such  an 
such  a  moment  F" 

"Why,**  said  Rosa,  betweei 
crying,  **  since,  by  the  wonderfu 
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atnfilgamated  together  our  best  affections,  our 
dsareet  aspirations,  our  mortal  and  our  immor- 
tal hopes— "" 

^'  My  dear  Rosa !  I  can't  understand  a  word 
of  aU  this." 

ir^VOI — my  dear  Captain — it  is  a  sort  of  a 
sbipping  of  caps  and  bars,^  said  the  young 
lady,  archly  enough ;  *^  but  you  have  not  yet 
learned  properly  to  express  the  most  delicate 
shades  of  a  trembling  emotion,  and  to  shape  the 
dreamy  suggestions  of  the  heart  into  words  that 
breathe  of  the  soul.  Let  us  now  walk  up  to 
the  bouse." 

*^  With  all  my  heart  and  soul.  I  like  plain 
sailing.  Rosa,  I  have  declared  myself  your 
lover ;  and,  when  an  honest  man  has  made  that 
declaration  to  the  girl  of  his  choice,  he  is  never 
liappy  until  he  has  made  that  declaration  known 
to  all  the  world.  Rosa,  do  you  accept  me  as 
such?" 

My  engagement  to  my  guardian — " 

Was  a  fraud  and  a  villainy,  neither  good 


u 


4( 


168  THE   OLD    COMMODORE. 

in  law  nor  in  common  honesty.     Away  with 
it" 

^^  Would  La  Nouvelle  Heloise  have  broken 
it?" 

"What  new  ship's  that  just  launched? — 
Break  it  by  all  means." 

^'  If  I  keep  it,  I  shall  break  my  heart ;  and 
if  I  break  it,  I  shall  lose  all  the  glory  of  self- 
immolation  by  dying  at  the  foot  of  the  altar  of 
principle." 

*^  I  must  say,  my  beloved  Rosa,  that  you 
beat  the  parson  of  the  fleet  at  launching  high- 
sounding  words.  I  can  see  no  glory  in  dying, 
except  one  dies  for  one^s  country;  and  no 
glory,  but  a  d — d  deal  of  disgrace,  in  helping  a 
swindler  and  a  rascal  to  secure  the  advantages 
of  his  rascally  swindling.**' 

^^  You  put  this  in  a  fearfully  vivid  light, 
Captain  Oliphant;  but  proceed.'* 

**  Spoken  like  a  sensible  girl.  Now  I  offer 
you  my  hand  again.  I  will  just  tell  you  my 
good  and  my  bad.     I  have  a  clear  independent 
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income  of  one  thousand  per  annum,  which  may 
be  trebled  at  the  death  of  my  mother,  whom, 
may  God  spare  for  many  and  many  a  year !  My 
family  is  well  connected  on  the  female  side, 
and — what  I  look  upon  as  my  greatest  boast  — 
I  am,  what  in  my  heart  I  think  would  make 
me  a  match  for  a  duchess,  a  post-captain  in  his 
Majesty's  royal  navy." 

**  Of  all  the  declarations  that  I  ever  read  of, 
in  all  my  books,"  thought  Miss  Belmont,  ^^  this 
is  the  most  singular.  When  will  the  man  go 
upon  his  knees  ?  I'll  move  on  to  that  grass-plat ; 
there  is  not  a  soul  near,  and  the  turf  is  beauti- 
fully smooth."  She  only  thought,  but  spoke  not, 
and  bowed. 

"  Now,  my  dear  Rosa,  I  have  said  the  best  I 
can  for  myself,  it  is  but  fair  you  should  hear 
the  worst.  I  would  scorn  to  sail  under  false 
colours. '^ 

"What  is  coming  next?''  said  the  lady  to 
herself.  She  bowed  again,  and,  having  gained 
the  middle  of  the  grass-plat,  stood  still. 

VOL.  II.  I 


place,    I    am    only    the  son    of 
iiiavhap,  voii  iiiav  not   like   my 
it  is  nothing  more  than  Oliver 
hve  me  call  me  Noll  for  shortr 
mont,  will  you  call  me  Noll  ?^ 

"  Noll !"  said  she,  laughing,- 
meaning  it  as  a  token  of  accepti 
"  Thank  you,  from  the  botto 
sailor's  heart,"  said  he,  snatchi 
and  giving  her  a  hearty  kiss.  * 
— my  beloved !'' 

Though  they  stood  upon  th< 

j]  the  grass-plat,  Rosa,  by  some  s 

1^  quite   forgot   the  ceremony  of 

.  ^^  ,  placing  her  hand  affectionately  i 

j  \  "  Now  let  us  go  up  to  the  hous< 
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"  Yes,  Oliver — Noli,  I  mean — I  once  thought 


so." 


u 


Just  the  straightforward  answer  that  I  ex- 
pected,'' said  he,  drawing  her  fondly  to  him. 

Thus  was  Rosa  wooed  and  won  ! 

Rash  old  man  that  I  am  to  describe  the 
how  !  What  novelist  now  dares  detail  kt  length 
a  love-scene  ?  Do  we  not  always  find  the  author 
backing  out  of  the  difficulty  thus? — "What 
they  said,  though  highly  interesting  to  them- 
selves, would  not  be,*'  &c.  But  I,  with  the 
imbecility  of  senility,  have  detailed  all  that  they 
said,  merely  because  it  was  interesting  to  the 
parties  concerned,  foolishly  deeming  that,  if  it 
were  interesting  to  them,  it  might,  for  that 
very  reason,  be  interesting  also  to  others.  How 
prolix  1  am !  Lector,  pardon,  and  read  on. 


i2 


CHAPTER  I.N 

•  '  "A  man  who  would  commit  a  p 

j ,  pocket." 

\  I  '*  Those  only  hate  a  pun^  who  are  f 

I[ ;  or  too  stupid  to  understand^  one." 

I  ■■ 
I 

r: 


The  surmise  of  Miss  Belmont 
correct.  Mrs.DredgeIy  had  vi 
basore  all  that  she  knew  abou 
with  the  young  Captain,  and  a  gi 
j ;  j  not  that  she  wished  to  indulge  i 

ii 

to  keep  up  her  reputation  as  ; 
)i  writer.     How  else  could   she  h 
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pigtail,  and  endeavouring,  by  all  means,  to 
recover  his  lost  inches.  A  more  important  care 
now  occupied  bis  capacious  mind.  He  ordered 
post-horses,  and  travelled,  with  all  reasonable 
rapidity,  to  the  little  inn  at  the  little  fishing 
village,  near  Jaspar  HalL  He  did  not  like  to 
present  himself  before  his  future  wife  until  he 
had  called  in  all  the  assistance  art  could  afford 
to  cover  the  ravages  that  forty-eight  years  will 
make  upon  a  spare  habit  of  body.  As  he  was 
occupied  over  his  tedious  toilet,  he  observed 
the  frigate's  barge,  and  the  boat's  crew  standing 
near  her  on  the  shingly  beach.  He  cut  himself 
with  his  razor.  When  he  was  fully  dressed, 
and  trying  to  look  his  youngest,  whilst  his  ward 
and  the  Captain  were  astonishing  Mrs.  Dredgely 
by  their  communication  at  the  hall,  Mr.  Ruba- 
sore  walked  down  to  the  sea-side  to  see  how  the 
land  lay.     Inauspicious  journey ! 

There  were  two  hands  in  the  barge  keeping 
her  afloat.  The  rest  of  the  crew  and  the  cox- 
swain were  loitering  about  the  beach,  picking 


a' 


[]* 
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occupied    and     idle    too    at    oni 
A\'itiU'ss   the   tinu'   that   von    wci 
endeavouring    to   castigate    this 
Let  us,  for  the  want  of  some 
ment,  listen  to  the  conversation  < 

"  I  say,  BilU  d>e  think  as  Y 
will  drop  down  yet  awhile  ?* 

"  No,  Bob,  he  won't  heave 
three  glasses." 

The   trowsers   were   hitched 
turned,  and  there  was  again  silen< 

**  Cox'un,  my  hearty .^^  said  a  I 
faced  fellow,  "d'ye  think  there*! 
within  hail?" 

"  No,  there's  none  a-nigher  ths 
bledown  cribs  they  call  a  village. 
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to  those  houses  and  spell  for  a  can  of  grog,  just 
to  drink  his  healthy  and  show  him  how  we  re- 
spects his  orders." 

**  Now,"  said  the  coxswain,  looking  Portland 
stone — **  now  1*11  tell  ye  my  mind  kindly, 
messmates.  If  any  man  starts  from  this  boat, 
rU  just  knock  him  down  on  the  shingle,  so 
fling  me  out  one  of  the  stretchers.  Our  skipper 
never  sends  a  marine  in  the  barge  with  a  iixed 
bayonet  to  keep  us  from  desarting,  not  even  a 
petty  ofiicer  with  his  dirk,  so  I  stands  upon 
honour.  I  likes  honour,  and  I  detests  com- 
pulsion ;  I  can*t  abide  it.  So  devil  a  man  shall 
start,  say  I,  or  I'll  knock  him  over."' 

^*  But  what  shall  we  do  ?"  said  another. 

^'  Cox'un  shall  be  agreeable,  and  sing  us  a 
song." 

"  That  will  I,  my  fire-eaters."  Then,  placing 
the  stretcher  between  his  legs  in  the  manner 
that  little  boys  ride  a-cock-horse  upon  their 
grandpapas^  canes,  he  began  most  dolefully  to 
dole  out  the  following  ditty.    How  he  could  do 


Rolling  all  along  the  meadows 
1  chanc-otl  tor  to  im-ct  a  lair  yoiii 
And  thus  unto  nio  she  began  to 

'*  'Vast,    there.    Vast !"     sang 
broad-shouldered  fellow.     *^  I  sa* 

m 

the  downhawl  upon  that  sm\ 
There^s  no  gumption  in  it ;  soi 
bagpipes  with  the  belly-ache.^ 

"  Well,   if  so   be,   shipmate, 
doesn't  like  my  song,  why  whistle . 
What  more  this  most  worthy 
!  \  would  have  said,  we  must  leave 

''*-i  wise  to  conjecture;  for,  at  this  i 

V,  \  Rubasore  turned  the  corner  of  thi 

i 

{  boundary   that  divided    the  beai 

meadow,  and  stood  confessed  befoi 


Si 
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r 
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of  them  having  lots  of  wicked  fun  upon 
his  hard-featured  visage,  Mr.  Rubasore,  not- 
withstanding  his  wish  to  acquire  news,  hesitated 
to  advance.  No  better  quizzer,  or  more  crueK 
existed  than  Mr.  Rubasore  himself;  but  he  was 
masterly  in  the  art,  only  in  a  cool,  quiet  manner, 
and  must  have  gentlemanly  subjects  to  work 
upon.  He  despised,  whilst  he  much  feared, 
the  men  before  him. 

"Cox'un,"  said  one  of  the  crew,  "what  a 
spindleshanked  land  lubber  I  My  eyes !  he 
waddles  like  a  duck  crossing  the  main  grat- 
mgs. 

But  Mr.  Rubasore  had  a  generous  advocate. 
"  Now,  Bill,"  said  one  Oakley,  rolling  about 
like  a  Dutch  schuyt  on  the  Doggerbank,  as  he 
tramped  to  and  fro  on  the  shingles,  ^^  don't  be 
disparaging,  man.  He  can'^t  walk  like  we — for 
why — ^it's  his  misfortune,  man;  how  can  you 
^xpect  him  to  walk  properly  when  he  was  never 
at  sea?     Poor  wretch  !  I  pities  him." 

Oakley  said   this  loudly,   on   purpose  that 

i5 


thanks.      The  gentleman   was  cl( 

ritudu  :    he  advanced. 

"  True  enough,  Oakley,""  said  i 

see,  he's  ])icking  his  way  here,  lil 
j  stockings  walking  through  a  pigt 

;  "  Come,  come,"  said   the  co3 

see,  my  boys,  it's  our  skipper's  < 

H  should  always  be  civil  to  the  thii 

I 

f  we  may  pick  up  along  shore.'' 

]  "  Well,  well ;  but  he  does  loc 

J  ignorant  land-fish,  sartain-ly." 

■  _ 

"  There  it  is  again,'*  said  the  cc 
I  nisingly.     '*  So,  if  so  be  that  he  i 

fool  of  himself  in  his  speechifical 
ning  dog,  have  a  care  you  don 
how  could  he  have  frqt  any  eddici 
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himself,  oomments  so  full  of  honest  commisera- 
tion, with  none  of  that  thankfulness  of  feeling 
which  they  deserved.  Throwing  himself  into 
his  most  magnificent  attitude,  he  went  down  to 
them  boldly,  and,  standing  among  them,  took 
snuff  with  great  dignity.  Most  of  the  seamen 
touched  their  hats;  but  the  grimaces  they  made 
to  each  other  but  little  corresponded  with  this 
token  of  respect.  Mr.  Rubasore  wished  to  be 
gracious^  but  he  made  a  terrible  mistake  at  the 
very  commencement  of  his  address. 

^^  Common  sailor,"'  said  he,  turning  to  the 
burly  coxswain,  ^^pray  to  whom  does  this 
shallop  belong  ?'' 

This  was  almost  too  much  for  the  coxswain, 
the  more  especially  as  the  rest  of  the  boat's 
crew  began  to  laugh  more  than  ever. 

**  Don't  grin,  ye  dogs,  but  touch  your  hats  to 
him.  Here,  Oakley,  take  away  this  stretcher, 
or  1  shall  sartainly  be  knocking  the  gentleman 
down  with  it." 

Having  relieved  himself  of  this  temptation. 
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turning  to  Mr.  Rii])asore,  he  continued  :  "  Com- 
mon sailor,  sir !  Did  you  say  common  sailor f 
Frizzle  my  wig,  sir,  what  d*ye  mean  ?"  Then, 
turning  to  his  shipmates,  "  But,  poor  thing,  it's 
all  along  of  his  ignorance."  Then  again  to  the 
astounded  landsman,  with  an  enforced  respect, 
again  touching  his  hat,  "  Please  your  honour, 
sir,  there's  no  such  thing  as  a  vommoii  sailor  in 
the  British  navy.  We  are  all  uncommon  dogs, 
very  uncommon  dogs  indeed  !  D'ye  see  this 
boat's  crew — thirteen  of  us?  Well,  set  six-and- 
twenty  upon  us — French,  Dutch,  Danes,  Spa- 
nish, all  one  to  Jack — and  if  we  give  a  Flemish 
account  of  them,  I'll  undertake  to  be  uncom- 
monly well  d — d  !  Common  sailor !  There^s  a 
rig !" 

A  little  startled  by  this  burst  of  indignation, 
Rubasore  attempted  sternness,  and  said,  "What 
do  you  mean,  man,  by  putting  yourself  in  a 
passion  before  me  ?" 

"  Common  sailor  !  Why  there's  not  a  fore- 
mast man  in  the  channel  fleet  who  won't  be 
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made  an  officer  of — when  the  right  vacancy 
comes.  Common  sailor — you  ricketty  piece  of 
Brummagem — common  sailor  V^ 

Oakley,  much  amused  at  the  coxswain  thus 
working  himself  into  a  rage,  which  rage  was 
now  more  than  equalled  by  the  passion  of  Mr. 
Bubasore,  must  needs  now,  to  use  a  phrase  of 
bis  own,  shove  in  his  oar  thus.  ''  Don't  be 
angry,  cox'un ;  you  know  it's  all  sheer  ignorance 
of  him.  You  should  treat  the  gentleman  with 
respect  like/'  So  saying,  he  walked  up  impu- 
dently to  Mr.  Ilubasore,  touched  his  hat  to 
him,  and  then  surveyed  him  deliberately  from 
top  to  toe,  rolling  his  quid  about  from  the 
hollow  of  one  cheek  into  that  of  the  other. 
When  he  had  fullv  satisfied  himself  as  to  the 
dimensions  of  the  object  of  his  curiosity,  he 
swung  himself  round  upon  his  heel,  squirting, 
with  great  coolness,  the  contents  of  his  mouth 
upon  the  clean  white  silk  stockings  before  men- 
tioned, not  forgetting  to  touch  his  hat  at  the 
same  time. 
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prcincditatecl  insult,  and  insist 
liiiiiX  liiv  })ar(l(>n,  and  \\i|)inu;  in^ 
"  Wliy,  sir,    I  begs  your  pa 
how  a  stray  shot  has  dropped  atl 
ha  !  ha !  ha  ! — I  suppose  I  muc 


;  ij  and  then,  turning  to  his  nearest 

*  '  continued :  "  Eyes !  It's  for  all  t 


f^  {  like  a  marling-spike,  sanred  rou 

vice  of  white  silk." 

^^  This  is    insupportable,''    u 
^'  I  shall  report  your  insolence 
riors."     Pointing  to  the  frigate, 
who  superintends  in  that  vessel  ? 
)  has  she  to  anchor  under  my  vei 

may  almost  say  ?  Furnish  me  wit 


answer.'* 
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But  Oakley,  who  loved  fun,  did  his  best  to 
promote  a  quarrel,  seeing  that  the  honest  cox- 
swain was  totally  at  a  loss,  like  himself,  for 
Mr.  Rubasore's  meaning.  "  Why,  Tom,"  said 
he,  ^^  d'ye  take  that  ?  He's  availing  you  wicked 
names  in  his  outlandish  lingo." 

This  again  aroused  the  coxswain's  anger. 
He  had  been  already  called,  common  sailor,  a 
very  great  insult  to  a  man-of-war's-man,  and  it 
therefore  required  but  little  provocation  to  make 
him  break  out  afresh,  which  he  did  in  the 
foUowing  philippic  :— 

"  O,  by  the  pipers,  you  are  at  that-^are  you, 
you  peaked-nose,  parchment-f^ced,  goggle-eyed 
villain !  Why,  you  walking  distemper — you 
ghost  of  six-upon-four — ^you  loblolly-boy's  bye- 
blow—" 

^*  How  dare  you  thus  abuse  a  gentleman  and 
a  magistrate?  Know  you  who  I  am?  I  am 
Mr.  Rubasore,  and,  in  right  of  my  ward,  the 
lord  of  this  manor.  Yes,  you  vituperating  man, 
I  am  the  proprietor  of  the  very  stones  you 


peace,  I  take  you  into  custody  o 

for  attem|)tiiif^  to  create  a  bread 

1  do — you,  you,  you  calumniatii 

Very   unluckily,   he   had   sei 

<  sturdy  fellow  of  the  batch,  who 

i  i  sively  and  as  immovable  as  th 

'  :  imbedded  in   the  sand.      All   . 

r'l 

i  r  attempts  to  shake,  or  even  to 

perfectly  futile.  However,  anno 
as  a  magistrate  made  a  considera 
on  the  seamen,  ^ho  have  gener 
undefined  awe  as  they  have  anti 
the  law. 

At  length,  the  seized  sailor  sa 
shall  I  strike  him  down  ?" 

"No;  'ware  the  law." 
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sailof ..  Come^  I  say^  and  I'll  make  out  your 
inittiiiiust""  And  Mr.  Rubasore  tugged  and 
tugged ;  but  he  moved  nothing  but  himself. 

"  No,  Mr.  Rubbishashore,"'  said  the  coxswain^ 
touching  bis  hat.  ^'  That  man's  the  stroke  oar 
starboard,  and  mustn't,  by  no  means,  leave  the 
boat.  Must  obey  orders.  But  that's  no  reason, 
sir,  why  you  slioudn't  try  to  move  him,  if  it 
will  amuse  you.  Jack,  don't  let  the  gentleman 
get  the  law  of  ye.  Stand  quiet.  He  can't  hurt 
you,  poor  thing !" 

"  But  will  he  get  the  law  of  me  if  I  smoke  ?" 
**  No;  it's  my  notion  as  he  won't." 
^*  Then  bear  a  hand,  Frank  Funnel,  and  lend 
us  your  pipe." 

The  pipe,  well  replenished,  was  immediately 
handed  to  the  prisoner  by  the  said  Frank  Fun- 
nel, and  then  the  other  began  smoking  away 
most  furiously,  and  puffing  out  the  stringent 
vapour  in  thick  volumes,  full  into  the  eyes, 
nostrils,  and  mouth  of  the  magistrate.  There 
was  no  resisting  this :  he  let  go  his  feeble  grasp 


of  the  men,  whoever  he  ini<;ht 
son  whom   he  had   most   to  drt 
cerned    him   nearest,    gave   vei 
thus: — 

"  Most   horrible  insolence ! 
lious  spirit  of  the  lower  orders 
shall  avenge   me,  and  flog  ev* 
within  an  inch  of  death/^ 

*^  Pooh,  pooh  t   all  slush  !    C 
will  never  flog  a  real  seaman  fo 
paper  case."     Mr*  Bubasore  wa 
^  i  this  assurance  by  the  coxswain. 


•i 


<:  jt  ^*  Then  he's  as  great  a  rascal 

I  3 

This  was  a  very  improper  s 

Rubasore,  and   not  at  all  con 


n 
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him  into  custody.  Mr.  Rubbishandmore,  you 
are  our  prisoner.'^ 

He  was  soon  seized,  and  held  in  such  a  man- 
ner that  all  motion  was  denied  to  him.  All  his 
attempts  to  plunge  were  useless.  He  was  fixed 
as  in  a  vice. 

"  Ah,  Mr.  Rubarore,"  said  his  former  pri- 
soner to  the  unhappy  gentleman,  ^'  it  will  go 
hard  with  you  now.  Downright  mutiny,  by 
Jove  !'• 

Though  Mr.  Rubasore  was  motionless,  yet 
was  he  not  speechless.  He  made  the  beach  ring 
again  with  cries  for  help,  and  for  ^^  John  Tring, 
the  constable,  Thomas  Prout,  the  headborough,^ 
and  with  shouts  of  "  Murder  !^ 

We  must  now  leave  him,  for  a  short  space,  in 
his  unpleasant  predicament,  and  return  to  Cap- 
tain Oliphant  and  Miss  Belmont.  They  had, 
as  they  proposed  doing,  gone  up  to  the  Hall 
and  plainly  told  Mrs.  Dredgely  of  their  engage- 
ment. The  wily  lady  was  all  astonishment. 
She  could  make  nothing  of  it — at  least  for  her 


^  ^  ^«  «^ 


i'i 


L'XjK'Cted  liourlv — talked  nine 
delicacv  of  such  speed,  and  ll 
clandestine  meetings ;  and  con( 
hysterical  harangue  by  saying, 

J  I  her  hands  of  the  whole  affair. 

i  To  all  this,  Rosa  was  very  m 

syllabic,  the  Captain  very  joe 
at  length,  full  of  a  great  deal 
indignation,  left  the  lovers  to| 
with  herself  whether  she  ought 
defeating  the  person  who  had  p 

.;  present  very  comfortable  situati 

•:  ,\  This  hour's  conversation  had 

:*  J- 

'\  {!  ful  efi^ect  upon  the  young  officer. 

'  L  loved  Rosa  Belmont  for  her  su 
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n/^ted  with  Davigation,  as  it  i-egarda  the  philo 
$ppby  of  astronomy,  he  found  her  infinitely  his 
superior,  She  spoke  the  French,  Italian,  and 
English  languages,  each  in  its  perfection.  She 
9ould  read  the  German,  and  was  well  versed  in 
^be  Latin,  the  eiFocts  of  her  conventual  edu- 
caltion.  She  had  also  the  command  of  several 
musical  instruments,  and  her  drawings  were 
such  that  would  have  made  many  a  drawing- 
master  sigh  with  despair.  She  was  highly  ao- 
Cptnplished;  the  instructions  which  she  had 
received  were  genuine —it  had  been  the  sole 
business  of  her  life  to  become,  under  the  most 
^ble  instructors,  what  she  then  was ;  in  nothing 
was  she  superficial  except  in  the  morale  of  her 
e^upation. 

But  is  not  that  morale  almost  everything? 

: Assuredly.  But  in  one  with  the  virtuous 
tendencies  of  Rosa,  her  character  would  soon, 
nay,  it  already  had  begun,  to  cast  off  the  false 
varnish  of  romance,  and  the  sickliness  of  a  mor<- 
bid  sensibility.     Her  guardian  had,  for  years, 


"""  <-'""'i'Pn<-al  noiions  of 
""'"''''-■  'oiMamv.     Sin.  ,„ 
»"""'  II"--  Wu.ic,„s  he  had 
>nd  to  comprehenj  ihe  bUck 
Ihal  created  them. 

''"or  Captain  Olipha,,  w 
litaKlf  aa  boori.h,  e.en  [.nit 
■ol-er.  H.watebedh«,„ 
«nd.h™e,er,be.poke,hei™, 

»o..th,the.„„He„de.™ur 
to  make  hi„„,f  „„„  ^^^ 

"'"•  ""■■  f^U-g  of  „,f.|,„^ 
"■""'•  I""  ■■"Agnation  ,h.'„, 
''"•P^'«>"»8"ardi.n,,h„h. 
"°°  ""J  >»  pe^itted,  „enu 
'"'■     ^""^Ij-did  he  burn  for 
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knew  that  his  obedient  men  would  be  found, 
for  they  were  much  attached  to  him,  but  he 
little  dreamt  how  they  were  then  employed. 

We  have  too  long  lost  sight  of  Peter  Drivel, 
who  80  soon  lost  sight  of  Nelly.  The  honest 
youth  had  formerly  lived  as  man  of  all  work 
with  a  wit,  who  had  almost  starved  him  ;  but, 
before  that  consummation  had  quite  taken  place, 
the  booksellers  quite  starved  the  wit,  and  thus 
saved  Peter's  life.  He  was,  however,  in  so  bad 
a  predicament,  that  he  was  compelled  to  go  on 
board  the  Tender,  lying  off  the  Tower  stairs, 
his  heart  full  of  grief  for  his  late  master,  and 
his  stomach  all  emptiness.  The  king  soon  re- 
medied the  latter  misfortune,  with  ample  sup- 
plies of  burgoo  and  dog^s  body.  The  former, 
time  alleviated,  assisted  by  the  blessed  idea  that 
tbe  mantle  of  inspiration  that  had  famished  his 
master  when  living,  had  descended  upon  his, 
Peter%  shoulders. 

Peter  Drivel  was  soon  drafted  into  the  saucy 
Belladonna ;  but,  as  on  board  of  a  man-of-war, 


(     ' 


(lead-cvcs,  he  tried    to  be  dn 
wliich  he  iienerallv  i^ot  a  startii 
end,  or  the  boats wain^s  cane, 
witnessing  one  of  these,  savec 
preaching  thrashing,  and^  que 
discovered  that  he  was  more 
than  a  mizen-topman.     He  t 
into  his  service,  and  gave  him 
meut  by  making  him  an  idler, 
servant,    and  bone-polisher  N 
tain's  steward  is  always  faoiM 
and  is  generally  called  Mister. 
Now  this  Peter  of  our^s,  am 
phant,  went  roving  about  the 
upon  all  manner  of  words,  and 
anon,  from  mif  hii»  r/>at-rMw»lro«> 
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ramiMiring  how  to  plan  three  opportunities  that 
■Mgfat  enable  him  to  let  them  off  with  effect, 
when  the  small  farmer  Drag  crossed  his  path. 
On  him  he  fastened,  and  him  it  was  that  he 
was  now  ambitious  to  astound. 

He  led  the  productive  rustic  about,  with  one 
hand  holding  open  the  universal  spelling-book, 
with  the  other  fastened  to  the  collar  of  his 
smock-frock,  lest  he  should  escape.  How  is  it 
that  professed  wits  have  so  strongly  upon  them 
the  power  of  repulsion  ? 

In  this  wise,  and  much  discoursing,  at  least 
on  the  part  of  Peter,  they  came  down,  uncon- 
sciously, within  sight  and  hearing  of  Mr.  Ru- 
basore,  who,  still  in  custody  of  the  barge's  crew, 
continued  to  shout  fi*om  time  to  time  for  John 
Tring,  the  constable,  Thomas  Prout,  the  head- 
borough,  and  ^^  murder  l^ 

"  Murder  !  murder !  Farmer  Drag.*'  Now 
the  farmer  was  the  tenant  of  Rubasore,  or  at 
least  of  Bubasore^s  ward.  Miss  Belmont.     He 

VOL.    If.  K 
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was  eager  to  run  to  him,  but  Peter  held  him  by 
the  collar. 

"  Now  pray,  farmer,  do  attend — the  whole 
science  of  wit,  as  natv  practised  in  the  best  cir- 
cles, and  the  only  species  now  existing  among 
literary  men,  consists  in — " 

"  Let  I  go — doan't  a  zee  'squire  a  scuffling 
wie  sailor-men.  Bless  un,  how  un  squalls 
murder.** 

"  Stand  still — plenty  of  time,  farmer.  When 
a  man  cries  out  *  murder,'  you  may  take  his  own 
word  for  it,  he's  not  murdered.  The  whole 
science  of  wit  lies  in  this  blessed  little  book. 
My  master,  now  in  heaven,  taught  me  the  in* 
estimable  secret.*" 

*'  Drag,  you  rascal,  —  here  you  see  your 
landlord  being  murdered, — run  for  the  constable 
— murder,  murder  T 

Lecturers  don^t  like  interruptions.  Peter 
turned  for  a  moment  towards  Mr.  Rubaaore, 
and  shaking  his  fist  at  him,  said,  "  An  asthma 
to  your  lungs!— can't  you   be  quiet?      You 
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have  explained  yourself  to  the  farmer,  now  let 
me  do  the  same.  Drag,  attend.  B — o,  bo  I  a 
word  of  terror.  B — o— w,  bow,  to  shoot  with. 
B — e — a— u,  beau,  a  fop ;  here  you  see  are  three 
words,  the  same  sound,  different  sense — watch  ! 
get  these  columns  by  heart,  containing  all  the 
words  in  th^language^  Drag,  of  similar  sounds 
— sure  to  catch  somebody  in  two  minutes — 
that's  the  fashionable  wit ;  and  thus  you  elevate 
your  trophies  upon  the  columns  of  the  universal 
spelling  book.  Buy  one,  then  you'll  always  have 
one  by  you — twig  ? — not  good,  though.  But, 
farmer,  your  eyes  goggle  so,  that  I''m  afraid 
you  are  but  a  numskull,  after  all.** 

^*  Whoy,  hast  almost  throatled  I,  let  un  go 
my  collar,  do  ye  ?* 

••Certainly — why  didn't  you  say  you  were 
choking  before — crammed  him  like  a  Norfolk 
turkey  ;**  and  then  turning  to  Mr.  Rubasore, 
whom  this  incomparable  pair  had  now  approach^ 
ed,  "Now,  sir,  I  have  explained  myself — go 
on — what  can  we  do  for  you  V* 

k2 
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It  was  some  moments  before  Mr.  Rubasore 
could  speak  from  exasperation ;  at  length,  he 
spluttered  forth,  **  Farmer  Drag,  bear  you 
witness  to  this  forcible  detention  of  me,  a  ma- 
gistrate ;  you  witnessed  the  assault — you  now 
witness  the  imprisonment.  When  you  saw  my 
life  endangered,  and  heard  my  callsof  *  murder,* 
why,  sirrah,  did  you  stand  loitering  there  with 
that  booby  with  a  book  ?" 

*'  Whoy,  'squire, — and  my  sarvice  to  ye — 
I  believes  as  how  it  were,  that  whoile  thou 
was  talking  about  one  sort  of  murder,  this  chap 
was  talking  of  another — and  learning  I  how 
to  murder  words." 

"Well  said,  farmer,  you  improve  vastly; 
and  all,  sir,  owing  to  the  booby  with  the  book. 
Gridirons !  farmer,  but  there  may  be  boobies 
without  books !" 

How  much  smarter  Peter  would  have  become 
on  this  occasion  it  is  impossible  to  say,  for  Mr. 
Rubasore  was  too  choleric  to  remain  quietly  a 
butt  for  the  student  in  the  universal  spelling- 
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book.  Every  one  commenced  talking  at  once — 
with  the  exception  of  those  who  were  swearing, 
and  those  who  were  laughing.  The  confusion 
was  horrible;  and)  when  it  had  just  become 
most  interestingly  violent,  arm-in-arm,  Captain 
Oliphant  and  Miss  Belmont  made  the  turn  of 
the  low  stone-wall,  and  thus  found  themselves, 
at  once,  in  the  midst  of  the  scene  of  contention. 

This  unexpected  arrival  did  but,  for  some 
time^  increase  the  confusion.  Rosa,  a  good  deal 
embarrassed,  at  length  said,  between  a  laugh 
and  a  tremble,  turning  to  her  lover,  *^  Permit 
me  to  introduce  to  you  my  guardian  for  a  few 
short  months  to  come — Mr.  Rubasore." 

'*  I  Kad  some  slight  knowledge  of  the  gentle- 
man before.  My  men,  take  your  hands  oflT. 
Mr.  Rubasore,  I  perceive." 

^^  You  have  the  advantage  of  me,  sir.  If,  as 
by  your  uniform  I  conceive,  you  are  the  com- 
macnding  officer  of  these  men,  I  have  to  com- 
plain of  one  of  the  greatest  outrages  that  was 
ever  perpetrated  upon  the  liberty  of  the  sub- 


J t,  sii, — wiiicli    would 

t(.  lio  no  jii>lico  to  inc.  1 
Iiad  you  not  bt'tler  rtlirL" 
ought,  not  to  witness  insults 
your  guardian.  Your  own 
RosB,  must  urge  you  to  retii 

"  Do  80,  my    love,   but 
Ptter  shall  wait  upon  you." 

Miss  Belmont,  and  Peter 
about  a  hundred  yards  from 
mained,  though  not  hearers,  i 
was  transacting. 

"  My  love  I"  repeated  Mi 
great  indignation,  "  I  see  thi 
to  be  rectified  here — I  have  b< 
in  my  duty  as  this  young  lodj 
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^^  I  am  only  too  eager  that  you  should  know 
it  I  am  Captain  Oliver  Oliphant,  of  his 
Majesty's  frigate,  Belladonna,  and  nephew  to 
your  neighbour  of  Trestletree  Hall,  Sir  Octa- 
vius  Bacuissart** 

*^  O,  you  are  the  grocer's  son.''  And  this 
was  said  with  an  emphatic  sneer,  and  pointedly 
towards  the  boat's  crew. 

"  Exactly,  sir ;  the  grocer's  son.  Now,  sir, 
what  have  you  to  say  to  me  ?" 

^^  That,  as  a  magistrate,  I  enjoin  you  to  aid 
me  in  detaining  these  men,  until  I  get  the  assist- 
ance of  the  constable  and  the  head  borough  of 
the  hamlet  to  lock  them  up  for  the  night  in  the 
cage,  for  various  breaches  of  the  peace,  a  riot, 
and  assault  upon  my  person ;  this  I  will  do 
upon  my  own  view,  legally.  As  his  Majesty's 
officer^  you  are  bound  to  assist  the  civil  power. 
I  shall  make  out  the  necessary  mittimuses  to- 
manoWf  and  send  them  to  the  county  gaol  for 
trial." 

"  What  next  ?" 


liowevt'r   .iv.>r ■ 

'  ""-r-anxiDus  to  snt 

"  'i'liiis  umcii,  sir,  as  a 
repnae»taliveofl,i.MaJE, 


f  the  King', 


ajesty, 
s  peace.     Now, 
■^n  Oliphmi,   i„    ibe  d,„ 
man." 

•■LetusMeho,jou,u,„„ 

"  Sir,  it  is  M  Msumpaon. 

■nyfalber.    Cm  ,ou  „j  „  ^ 

"  More,  infinitely  more.    I 

"J-  king,  and  have  never  fe 

"■''i-o.     C.„gou„j^„^, 

"  A«  a  gentleman,  .ir,  I  y 

arediri,on„„red,i„de«rtingy„ 

'■'"•'"''*">«  ""ion  pay,  ,„„  I 
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thrust.  That  Rubasore  had  an  arrowy  tongue. 
The  gallant  Captain,  for  a  moment,  felt  rather 
uncomfortable. 

**  The  setting  up  of  the  lower  rigging," — he 
began^  but  instantly  stopped,  feeling  the  full 
force  of  the  ridicule  of  attempting  a  nautical 
defence  for  his.  appearance  on  that  particular 
part  of  the  coast. 

*^  I  know  not  what  you  mean  by  the  apology 
which  you  were  going  to  offer ;  and  of  which 
you  are  evidently  ashamed.'' 

^^  I  am  ashamed  of  nothing,  sir, — and  was 
going  to  offer  you  no  apology." 

**  It  matters  not — but  there  lies  yon  vessel 
in  perfect  idleness — I  cannot  see  a  man  stirring 
about  her — ^ 

"  He  would  be  punished  if  you  could." 

"  And  thus  the  service  of  your  country  is 
neglected^  in  order  that  innocence  may  be  se- 
duced." 

"  Have  you  done  ?"     Something  else   the 

k5 


202  THE    OLD    COMMODORE. 

Captain  then  muttered  between  his  teeth,  which 
was  unintelligible. 

''  I  have  addressed  you  as  a  magistrate  and 
as  a  gentleman.  It  is  now  my  office  to  address 
you  as  the  guardian  of  Miss  Belmont.  I  warn 
you  off  these  premises.  If  you  are  seen  here 
again,  I  will  get  an  injunction  from  the  Lord 
Chancellor,  and  throw  you,  if  you  approach 
here  again,  into  the  Fleet  Prison,  for  contempt 
of  court.  I  have  done.  Now,  Drag,  go  up  to 
the  village  for  Tring  and  Prout,  and  then  we'll 
convey  these  malefactors  to  prison,*^ 

Captain  Oliphant  had,  hitherto,  borne  him- 
self with  a  tolerable  degree  of  self-possession. 
He  had,  as  yet,  prevented  the  ebullition  of  his 
rage,  and  was  just  about  replying  to  him, 
seriatim^  when  the  coxswain  stepped  up  to  him, 
and  twisting  his  hat,  said,  "  Please  sir,  when 
you  were  away,  this  person  said  you  were 
a  rascal,  and  we  only  civilly  took  hiip  into 
custody.'' 
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This  was  the  one  drop  of  irritation  too  much. 
The  bitter  philippic  that  he  had  prepared  for 
his  opponent  was  forgotten  1  for,  clenching  his 
fists,  he  advanced  close  upon  him,  and  said, 
with  a  voice  of  thunder,  ".  Did  you,  sir,  dare 
to  call  me  rascal  ?'" 

*'  I  dar^  do  anything  a  gentleman  dare ; 
and  what  I  dare  do,  I  dare  avow.  However, 
I  did  not  say  that  you  actually  were  a  rascal. 
I  said,  sir,  that  if  you  did  not  flog  these  men 
for  their  contempt  of  me,  you  were  a  rascal. 
I  repeat  it." 

*^  I  will  not  Aog  these  men,  nor  any  of  them, 
for  their  contempt  of  you." 

'^  I  will  not  be  bullied,  sir.  I  thank  God 
that  I  am  not  one  of  your  crew.*^ 

*^  And  so  do  I.  I  will  not  flog  the 
men.  Recal  the  words,  or  take  the  alterna- 
tive." 

^*  Fight  you,  I  suppose,"  said  Mr.  Rubasore, 
with  the  most  insulting  sneer ;  ^^  give  you  an 
opportunity  of  exercising  a  profession  that  you 


204  THE    OLD    COMMODOBK. 

have  been  brought  up  ta  What,  sir  !  do  you 
think  that  I  will  play  the  fool,  because  you 
are  disposed  to  play  the  bravo?  Keep  your 
courage  for  the  enemies  of  your  country. 
Perhaps,  when  it  comes  to  the  trial,  you  may 
find  that  you  have  not  any  to  spare." 

*^  Insolent  worm  !  You  compel  me  to  kick 
you." 

^'  Stand  back.  You  dare  not,  Captain 
Oliphant.  What,  surrounded  by  your  own 
crew,  and  under  the  very  guns  of  your  own 
ship,  assault  an  unarmed,  elderly  gentleman, 
like  myself !  Do  it,  sir — ^and  who  would  be 
the  coward  then  ?" 

At  this,  the  murmuring  of  the  seamen  grew 
into  a  perfect  clamour ;  and,  almost  with  tears 
in  their  eyes,  they  begged  leave  to  duck  him  of 
the  cankerous  tongue. 

The  noise  of  this  renewed  riot  reached  the 
spot  to  which  Rosa  and  Peter  had  retired. 
They  were,  however,  too  far  away  to  distinguish 
the   words.     Peter  Drivel  had  been  painfully 
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silent  too  long;  so,  stepping  forward,  and 
taking  off  his  bat  to  the  young  lady,  he 
humbly  begged  leave  to  make  a  remark.  The 
permission  was  graciously  given. 

**  Why  then,  ma'am,  by  the  row  they  are 
making  down  there,  would  it  not  be  natural  to 
suppose  that  the  captain,  crew,  and  ship  had 
just  arrived  from  the  Straits  of  Babelm^del  ?^ 

**  I  see,  by  the  freedom  of  your  remarks 
upon  your  master,  you  do  not  know  what 
straits  are.  What  can  be  the  meaning  of  this 
long  wordy  contention  ?" 

As  this  reproof  was  given  in  a  good-natured 
tone,  Peter  felt  it  to  be  no  reproof  at  all ;  but, 
giving  vent  to  a  fresh  impertinence,  continued, 
^^  As,  ma'am,  I  am  never  straitened  for  an 
answer ^ 

'^  Stop,  sir ;  let  me  undeceive  you.  I  have 
no  time  to  listen  to  your  wit ;  I  am  too  much 
alarmed  at  what  is  going  forward  about  the 
boat.     Let  us  approach." 

They  did  so,  and  found  that  the  gallant  cap- 
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tain  had  calmed  himself  down  to  a  state  that 
enabled  him  to  make  a  set  speech. 

"  I  was  wrong  to  feel  angry,''  said  he,  **  at 
an  object  so  far  beneath  the  notice  of  an  honest 
man.  In  justice  to  myself,  I  will,  however, 
answer  you  in  the  three  capacities  that  you  have 
assumed — as  a  magistrate,  a  gentleman,  and  a 
guardian.  I  have  not,  like  yourself,  the  gift 
of  the  gab — the  powers  of  language,  I  should 
have  said — to  spin  a  yam — that  is,  to  plead  a 
case  like  a  lawyer.  As  a  magistrate,  I  tell  you, 
that,  by  virtue  of  my  commission,  I  am  a  ma^ 
gistrate ;  and,  therefore,  will  not  concur  in 
your  arbitrary  proceedings.  They  would,  even 
if  they  were  just  in  themselves,  be  so  great  an 
impediment  to  his  Majesty's  service,  that  you 
could  not  persist  in  them.  It  appears  that  it 
was  yourself  who  was  guilty  of  the  first  assault. 
You  may  indict  them,  and  me,  and  all  my 
ship's  company,  if  you  like,  at  the  quarter-ses- 
sions, and  thus  cover  yourself  with  eternal  ridi- 
cule.     So  vast   heaving,  and  clap  down  the 
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panl  there." — ^We  omit  the  hems  of  the  atten- 
tive  Peter. — ^^As  a  gentleman,  I  shall  only 
say,  that  if  you  insult,  you  should  be  prepared 
to  take  the  consequences.  But»  as  a  guardian, 
stand  forth,  man  of  the  false  heart  and  design* 
ing  villany,  and  know  yourself.  Would  an 
upright  guardian  work  upon  the  imagination  of 
his  ward,  whilst  yet  a  child  ;  talk  to  her  of  a 
passion  she  was  all  too  young  to  comprehend ; 
and  inveigle  her  into  an  engagement,  before 
she  could  know  properly  the  meaning  of  the 

words  in  which  it  was  embodied.     Would  an 

* 

upright  guardian  send  his  ward  away  to  the 
solitude  and  isolation  of  foreign  convents; 
places  where  there  was  no  moral  instruction, 
and  where  the  religious  dogmas  were  alien  to  her 
family  and  her  country  ?  Would  an  upright 
guardian  surround  his  ward  with  the  poisonous 
trash  of  French  romances  ?     Would — — " 

But,  by  this  time,  the  gentleman,  for  whose 
benefit  all  this  eloquence  was  produced,  had 
ungratefully  taken  himself  too  far  off  to  hear 


•  i 


resumed    his    travelling    dress, 
l)urrowid     himself    in     some    ( 
in    London,    in    order   to    im] 
and,  if  both  proved  unsuccessfu 
Everything  was  now  sunshim 
crew    cheered,    as  Mr.   Rubas 
Peter  hemmed  and  punned  by 
Captain    and    Miss    Belmont   ' 
Jaspar  Hall,  to  a  dinner  that  i 
was  compelled  to  provide  for  tl 
which  she  was  compelled  also  t 
play    propriety.       The    boat's 
money  given  them,  went  up  to 
from  which  Mr.  Rubasore  had 
to  take  a  hearty  meal  of  bear 
and  whiskey  ^ro^,  which  lattei 


THS   OLD   COMMODORE. 


209 


CHAPTER  X. 


t€ 


A  Tery  good  song^  and  very  well  sung^ 
Jolly  companions  every  one. 

We  are  the  boys^ 

For  mirth  and  noise. 
We  are  the  boys,  that  tipple  the  can. 
Jolly  companions  every  one. ' 

Old  Sea-Chaukt. 


How  they  got  on  with  the  setting  up  of  the 
lower  rigging,  on  board  the  saucy  Belladonna, 
it  is  not  necessary  to  state ;  and,  if  stated,  would 
not  be  found  very  satisfactory.  On  shore,  every- 
thing went  on  as  happily  as  could  be  desired. 

For  once,  we  will  dispense  with  etiquette, 
and  attend  to  the  barge's  crew,  rather  than  the 
Captain's  party.  They  are  but  humble  heroes, 
certainly,  but  honest  and  most  worthy  ones. 
May  England  never  see  the  noble  race  extinct! 
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Hearing  that  the  seamen  were  assembled  at 
the  Plough,  in  the  little  fishing  hamlet,  all  the 
idle  fellows  about  the  neighbourhood  found  it 
convenient  to  drop  in ;  not,  certainly,  to  drink, 
for  it  was  found  that  but  few  of  them  had  any 
money.  Now  your  really  idle  dog  is  generally 
a  hard-working  fellow  at  every  thing  that 
is  utterly  profitless,  and  a  merry  companion 
to  boot.  The  Diomede  dinner  was  scarcely 
eaten,  than  the  one  room  of  the  alehouse  was 
completely  filled.  At  the  top  of  a  long  open 
table,  sat  Peter :  at  the  lx>ttom,  the  coxswain. 
There  was  plenty  of  whiskey  on  the  table,  and 
no  scarcity  of  pipes  and  tobacco ;  and  every- 
thing promised  well  for  a  carouse. 

The  benches  round  the  table  were  just  suf- 
ficient to  accommodate  the  seamen  ;  but,  when 
the  village  schoolmaster  dropped  in,  Peter 
edged  a  little,  and  made  room  for  him.  Then 
came  the  blacksmith,  and  he  found  the  like 
favour  near  the  coxswain.  The  barber  wrig^ 
gled  in  his  little  and  snake-Iike  body  without 


V      ■% 
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ceremony.  Then  a  louting,  lounging  fellow -» 
Nelly^s  sweetheart  as  he  afterwards  proved  to 
be,  and  a  most  desperate  poacher — got  a  place 
in  the  centre.  An  old  soldier,  with  a  license  to 
b^  was  next  welcomed,  with  a  cheer.  In 
fact,  not  only,  as  Macbeth  exclaimed,  was 
**  the  table  full,*'  but  the  room  also. 

Before  the  mirth  had  yet  settled  into  its  full 
summer  shower,  Peter  Drivel  and  the  village 
pedagogue  got  into  some  very  learned  conver- 
sation. This  schoolmaster,  who  was  named 
Rickets,  had  not  much  learning,  but  more  than 
sufficient  for  the  sphere  in  which  he  found  him- 
self placed.  He  was  always  ready  to  pour  this 
excess  upon  any  one  who  would  be  kind  enough 
to  receive  it — the  very  line  of  conduct  that 
Peter  was  pleased  to  follow  with  his  puns. 
"  For,"  as  he  would  feelingly  observe,  "  of 
what  use  is  it  popping  off  your  bullets  of  the 
brain  without  a  target  P" 

Already  had  he  discharged  several  of  them, 
point  blank,  into  the  schoolmaster.     He  swaU 


one  fairly  stuck  by  the  way  :  he 
wry  face  at  it,  and,  when  Pet 
usual,  "  Do  you  take?"  he  beg^ 
to  be  excused. 

**  It  may  be  good,  master,  bi: 
certain  in  it     Get  into  duod( 
there  you'll  discover  wonders, 
what's  your  other  name  ?" 
"  Drivel." 

**  I  have  no  objection.     No  c 
Master  Drivel.     I  have  seen  th 
don't  think  that  there's  any  ma 
that  can  say  that  be  has  worn 
Duodecimals  for  me." 
**  So  you  don't  like  wit  ?" 
'*  Yes,  when  I  can  get  it    N 
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master  Peter,  I  think  you  want  several  essen- 
tials to  make  you  a  wit.*" 

**  You  alarm  me,  my  friend,  learned  in  the 
duodecimals,  you  quite  frighten  me.  What 
can  they  possibly  be  ?'* 

^'  In  the  first  place,  you  have  too  much  pre- 
sumption.^ 

^*  O  friend  Duo !  but  you  know  that  wit  was 
never  modest** 

*'  Nor  impudence — with  no  offence.  I  have 
seen  the  world,  and  flogged  little  boys.  But, 
good  sir — mark,  I  say  not  that  yours  is  the  pre- 
sumption of  wit — ^it  is  only  the  presumption  of 
a  false  calculation,  which  would  never  happen 
if  you  worked  by  duodecimals ;  for  know,  that 
no  man  can  afford  to  be  witty  under  a  thousand 
a-year,  sir.  I  have  flogged  boys,  and  *cute 
ones,  too,  and  know  it.  I  think  a  man  of  five 
hundred  a-year  may  pretend  to  be  humorous, 
bat  then  he  must  spend  too  much  of  his  income 
in  giving  dinners.  From  five  hundred  down- 
wards, a  man  may  be  accounted  droll,  provided 


aiiempt  at  wit  mav  be  lega 
l>y  mi_v  ""'•  ricluT  than  the  * 
thu  calculation  myself." 

Peter  looked  hard  at  the 
gogue.  "  Why,  you're  a  r 
make  mc  all  of  a  tremble. 
the  wittiest  persoD  hereaboui 

«  Why.  why,  Mr.  Rubuc 
it-  And  if  he  marries  hia  wi 
say  he  will,  he'll  be  so  all  bta 
all  this  place  about  here  belt 
Hall  estate." 

"  So,  '«hen  he  called  me, 
the  *  booby  with  the  book,'  aix 
for  a  childish  expression,  that 

"Can  you  doubt  it?    If 
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''  Well,  wet  it,  old  A  B  C.  You  have  some 
Dotiona-^you,  with  your  duodecimals." 

*^I  hare  seen  the  world.  I  have  flogged 
boys-" 

«« Never  mind  all  that — ^you  have  flogged  me. 
You  have  plucked  the  best  feather  out  of  my 
cap.  I  used  to  think  that  wit  procured  riches, 
and  I  now  find  that  it  is  riches  that  must  pro- 
cure wit*" 

^*  Exactly.    A  poor  man  with  wit,  sir,  is  like 

one  walking  with  his  head  in  his  own  lantern. 

dazzling  nobody  but  himself,  and  is  sure  to 

stumble  into  the  bargain.    I  know  it ;  therefore 

'  I  say  it— I,  who  have  flogged — " 

*'  Belay  that !  I  like  your  lantern  well,  old 
chap;  a  man  with  his  head  in  it  must  always 
stand  in  his  own  light  I'll  leave  off  wit,  and 
save  money.'' 

Here  this  learned  discussion  was  suddenly 
interrupted  by  the  joyous  uproariousness  of  the 
party,  which  had,  by  this  time,  greatly  in- 
creased.     More  tables  and  more  seats  were 
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shouted  for,  and,  what  with  inverted  wheel- 
barrows and  other  rural  expedients,  in  a  short 
time,  every  one  found  himself  tolerably  com- 
fortable, as  Jack  paid  for  all. 

At  length,  every  one  having  grown  tired  with 
unmeaning  noise,  the  shouts  for  a  song  became 
nearly  unanimous. 

The  coxswain,  constituted  by  his  dignity  as 
master  of  the  revels,  was  requested  to  set  the 
example.  He  very  modestly  said,  he  did  not 
know  that  he  could  sing,  but  he  would  try,  and 
he  hoped  the  genTm^n  would  back  bim  in  the 
chorus.  He  was  rather  dubious  if  he  should 
make  himself  heard ;  but,  if  his  voice  was  rather 
low,  he  trusted  that  the  company  would  help 
him  out  a  little.  As  he  and  his  shipmates  be- 
longed to  a  frigate,  and  the  sarciest  in  the 
sarvice,  he  would  give  them  the  frigate  song,  if 
he  had  sufficient  voice. 

The  company  very  politely  agreeing  to  par- 
don all  deficiencies,  and  the  coxswain's  quid 
having  been  duly  removed  and  laid  on  one  side 
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for  future  mastication,  and  the  silence  being 
complete,  he  roared  out  ^^All  proudly,  all 
proudly,"  so  terrifically,  that  all,  except  his 
own  messmates,  started,  and  there  was  a  general 
laugh  at  the  man  with  the  small  voice.  Silence 
being  again  restored,  the  song  proceeded  thus : 


ft 


All  proudly^  all  proudly,  sails  on  the  beateous  swan. 
As  she  breasts  the  wave  that  gently  ripples  by  her ; 

80  our  gallant  frigate  glides  as  proudly,  proudly  on. 
For  no  milk-white  swan  in  beauty  can  come  nigh 
her. 

^*  Now  chorus,  my  lads. 

Then  sing  hip !  he,  yo,  yo,  yo ! 
He,  yo,  yo,  yo ! 

The  lads  who  have  got  a  frigate  for  their  home 
In  comfort  will  live,  wherever  they  may  go. 
And  honour  will  gain,  wherever  they  may  roam, 

Yo,  yo,  yo ! 


All  swiftly,  all  swiftly,  the  royal  eagle  darts 
The  dark  sky  through,  and  the  cloud  that's  swellM 
with  thunder ; 

VOL.  II.  L 


lie,  yo,  j-o. 

The  lads  who  h&ve  got  a  fri 

In  comfort  will  live,  wbei 

And  honour  will  gain,  when 

Y o,  yo,  f o  1 


All  granillj,  all  grandlj,  the  ' 

The  arrows  of  death  throu| 

roariDg; 

But  grander,  far  grander,  ii  tl 

Our  double- Bhottrd  guna  wl 

pouring. 

Then  sing  hip !  he 

He,  yo,  JO,  yo 

The  ladi  who  have  got  s  trip 
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cognoscenti  assembled,  that  it  was  twice  encored, 
and  even  the  coxswain^s  voice  was  a  little  shaken 
as  he  led  the  last  chorus  the  last  time.  The 
^^  double- shotted  guns'*  was  a  fine  mouthful  for 
them  all,  and  they  made  the  most  of  it 

Indeed,  several  idle  fellows  liked  the  asong 
and  the  grog  that  accompanied  it  so  well,  that 
they  were  much  inclined  to  enter,  and,  perhaps, 
would  so  have  done,  had  it  not  been  for  "  these 
vile  guns." 

The  sage  man  in  black  rags,  who  had 
fathomed  the  mysteries  of  duodecimals  and 
flogged  boys,  was  in  the  midst  of  a  critical  dis- 
sertation on  the  merits  of  this  song,  and  direct- 
ing his  discourse  to  Peter,  when  Peter  himself 
was  called  upon  to  oblige  the  gentlemen. 

Peter  hemmed,  and  was  amiably  diffident; 
but,  as  he  still  thought,  notwithstanding  the 
mental  eye-salve  administered  to  him  by  the 
pedagogue,  that  he  was  a  wit,  and  as,  under 
that  impression  he  had  composed  a  song,  under 
that  impression,  also,    he  was  determined   to 

l2 


.Kicauy  lo  nave  a  very  win 
llu's,.  vv.mis  in  a  mincing' ii 
'lavo  bLvri  sft  to  music 
trumpet. 

"  As  life,  we  know,  is  but . 

Yet  pumting  slwafg  ]i 

As  punning  is  of  jeiU  thi 

So  who  puna  best,  the 

For  punning  rita  upon  ■  ; 

At  leatt  he  oft  enthrom 

And  if  with  tjranU  saldo] 

Yet  rules  he  with  the  k 

'*  Chorus ! 

Then  pun  ttway. 
Pan,  pun  all  dmj. 
At  nitrht  with  nn. 


THE   OLD   COMMODOBE.  221 

I  freely  state,  in  thii  free  state. 

Punning  has  state  and  honour  much. 
And  that  both  Houses  gaping  wait. 
To  rouse  them  at  his  magic  touch. 
The    ar  is  found  no  bar  to  it ; 

And  counsel  seek  it  like  a  fee ; 
It  on  the  Bench  will  try  to  sit. 
And  grin  with  wiggy  gravity. 
Then  pun  away. 
Pun,  pun  all  day. 

At  night  with  puns  be  busy  ; 
Pun,  pun  all  round, 
Mix  sense  with  sound. 
Till  sense  itself  grow  dizzy. 

When  in  our  graves  at  length  we  lie. 

We  there  engrave  a  lie  above. 
And  on  our  very  tombstones  try 

A  pun — or  worse — for  hate  put  love. 
Thus  all  through  life  we  lose  the  sense 
In  seeking  sound.    When  all  is  done. 
Without  a  pun,  I  judge  from  hence. 
Life's  either  punishment  or  pun. 
Then  pun  away. 
Pun,  pun  all  day, 
At  night  with  puns  be  busy ; 


!V)i-  I'elcr,  at  (he  coik 
looked  around  for  applausi 
t)ic  threadbare  Mr.  Ricke 
head  very  ominously.  It 
natives,  and  sometbing  as  i 
the  tars. 

"  Yaw,  aw,  gaw,"  sud 
which  was  a  comment  upon 
the  text. 

"  It  is  too  gumptious  for 
men. 

So  Peter  Drivel  turned  u 
his  nose,  and  pronounced  the 
thereupon  issue  was  joined 
master,  and  much   ex'v>IW>* 
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words  of  which,  as  they  are  generally  known, 
and  each  may  be  bought  for  the  fraction  of  a 
farthing,  we  will  generously  omit.  Hitherto, 
those  of  the  frigate  had  borne  all  the  expense, 
both  of  the  singing  and  the  drink.  At  length, 
the  coxswain  cried,  "  Spell  ho  !^ 

^^  Spell  ho  r  said  all  the  seamen. 

*^  Will  none  of  you  shore-going  chaps  tail  on 
to  the  song  halliards,  and  aloft  with  it  ?  Not  a 
song  from  any  of  you  ?" 

Here  there  was  much  awing  and  guffawing 
from  the  countrymen  ;  and,  at  last,  a  most  sus- 
picious-looking fellow,  with  long  shanks,  covered 
with  leathern  gaiters  of  the  stoutest,  said  as 
how  he  would  try  to  oblige  the  gentlemen. 

When  asked,  "  What  ship  ?"— that  is,  "  Who 
are  you  ?" — he  candidly  confessed  that  he  was 
called  Poaching  Philip,  but  he  was  not  a 
poacher — not  he — only  a  nocturnal  sportsman  ; 
indeed,  he  was  altogether  a  sporting  character, 
and,  as  such,  he  would  sing  them  a  sporting 
song ;  and  he  begged  the  gentlemen  of  the  sea 


" •"  (""iHisefl;  and  o 

followins  h„hl  l,„„,i„g  ,„„ 

■'5ir  Kory -8  across  his  Blue 

Sir  Hickory  Grub's  iu  th 

The  huntsmen  are  up  ftom 

Then  ,hr  do  >.  sund  li 

■"'•rllee  cast  off  the  honndi 

'■'''••«""  Is  ns  strong  as 

This  morning,  my  lads,  !'„ 

Some  wUlUnd  of  what  na 
"Now,  mylada,  ^i  ,^  , 
"'  yot"  whip,  maatj,  „„^| 
ihe  whip,  he  sang  out— 

Ride  away,  ride  awi 

0«r  hill,  oyer  dal 

Hedge  or  ditch  be  no 

And  the  ma„  ,i._. 


Si 
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The  Reverend  George  Dumper  is  down^  sirs, 

Him^  his  curate  rides  carefiill j  over ; 
The  uquin^B  racer  has  just  touched  his  crown,  sirs. 

No  harm  I  A  thick  scull't  a  good  cover ! 
Three  fops  from  St.  James's  lie  sprawling ; 
Lord  Whiffling  is  crying> ''  O  lor !"  sirs. 
O  stop  roe !"  a  cockney  is  hawling. 
And  the  doctor  is  hunting  his  horse,  sirs. 
Ride  away,  ride  away. 
Over  hill,  over  dale. 
Hedge  or  .ditch  be  no  stay. 

And  the  man  that  shall  quail 
Or  crane  at  a  fence, 
Let  him  take  himself  hence. 
He  shall  not  ride  with  us  to-day,  to-day, 
He  shall  not  ride  with  us  to-day ! 


The  game  ones  push  on  like  the  lightning. 

They  measure  no  distance  by  miles,  sirs. 
The  reins  not  a  soul  is  seen  tightening. 

And  Reynard  is  at  his  last  wiles,  sirs. 
We  are  in  at  the  death  like  true  heroes. 

And  O,  'twas  a  glorious  run,  sirs ! 
We've  ended,  in  style,  what  th'  "  O  dear  O's  ! 

And  milksops  had  only  begun,  sirs. 

L    5 


$f 


AiiJ  ihf  man  that 

Let  him  take  liimselt' 

He  ahall  not  ride  irith  i 

He  ahall  not  ride  wit! 

The  poacher  succeeded  mi 
Peter.  All  present  declared 
song,  aDd,  as  they  had  a1^  joim 
that  it  was  well  sung.  Now, 
schoolmaster  had,  during  the 
made  himself  very  conspicuous 
with  his  stick.  He  was,  on  thi 
Bumed  to  have  an  ear  for  mus 
was  demanded.  The  demand  f 
was  then  enforced  by  the  altema 
salt-watpr-      At  't-i '      - 
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English  Channel  a  sufficiency  of  fluid.  Mr. 
Pedagogue  Ricketts,  seeing  things  beginning  to 
look  rather  desperate^  shook  his  tattered  and 
sable  habiliments,  threw  an  additional  quantity 
of  pomp  and  gravity  into  his  countenance,  took 
off  his  well-worn  and  browned  hat,  that  age  had 
made  pliable,  and  squeezing  it  into  a  three- 
cornered  shape,  clapped  it  under  his  arm,  and 
in  a  strong,  but  rather  melodious  voice,  sang 
very  slowly : 


n 


Here  am  I,  ass  in  presently 

Great  Doctor  Birch ! 
Master  of  scholars  nine-and-twenty. 

Oh !  Doctor  Birch ! 
Learn-ed — ^yes — and  very  grave  I 
Am^  yet  when^  in  mirth^  a  stave  I 
Sing^  'tis  amas^  amat^  amavi ! 

Great  Doctor  Birch ! 


•  You  see  this  hat— three-comer'd — ^loop-ed 

Of  Doctor  Birch, 
Was  once  oft  doflTd  in  court  of  Cupid 
By  Doctor  Birch. 


Meek  Dock 

This  short  song  was  liono 
judging  company  with  an  entx 
found  it  very  relishing  and  at 
were  quite  sure  they  did  not  u 

There  was  no  occasioo  for 
The  scene  was  becoming  glorioi 
had,  by  this  time,  become  ct 
cation ;  still,  the  mirth  and  t. 
ceeded. 

I  might  record  many  more  Km 
in  their  way,  and  which,  pi 
ancient  mariner,  alone  know;  : 
those  jovial  fellows  tiwt  w«ie  • 
June  afternoon  at  the  Plough, 
there   one? — probably   not.      1 
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merry  men  are  all  singing  and  shouting.  I  will 
record  but  one  more  of  their  songs — the  loudest 
and  the  last- 
There  was  still  an  hour  of  daylight  left, 
wbeo  the  report  of  a  gun  from  the  frigate 
rebounded  along  the  peaceful  shores.  None 
just  then  were  thinking  about  their  wave-borne 
home«  There  was  the  signal  flying  at  the  peak 
for  the  bargees  return ;  and,  in  the  offing,  six 
noble  line-of-battle  ships  sailing  majestically  in 
a  line,  with  a  Commodore's  broad  pennant  flying 
at  the  main  of  the  largest.  The  breeze  had 
sprung  up,  the  frigate  had  shown  her  number, 
and  signal  was  made  for  her  to  weigh  and  join 
immediately. 

One  of  the  swiftest-footed  lads  who  had 
shared  the  seamen's  generosity  at  the  Plough, 
was  despatched  to  Jaspar  Hall  to  acquaint 
Captain  Oliphant  with  the  news.  It  was  well 
that  this  prudent  step  had  been  taken,  for  he 
was  just  then  in  that  happy  state  of  oblivion  to 
all  maritime  affairs,  that  he  had  utterly  forgot- 


Durin;!  this  tin; 


'l-'i'-i;!^'-''^ ,-'  •■ 

tliL'  litaltli  of  their  Captaii 
tlidr  festivities  by  singii 
which  must  be  regarded 
Jack'x  Bong,  sDd  was,  I  i 
the  production  of  punning 

"SheiiafrigaU  tighta 

Ai  mt  dath'd  aitde  ti 

Or  conquer*!!  in  a  weU< 

The  aaucy  Be 

There's  not  a  ihipmatt 

Who  has  not  at  all  dai 

We're  tried  and  true,  I 

Onboard  the 

Our  fkii>~"  ••-'-  ■ 
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Our  first  leeftenant's  a  jolly  dog, 
Though  now  and  then  he'll  stop  our  grog. 
But  that*8  all  right — for  we  never  flog 
On  board  the  Belladonna. 

Agin'  the  second,  third,  and  fourth. 
We  nothing  says — they're  men  of  worth ; 
We  wish  'em  all  soon  a  better  berth 
On  board  the  Belladonna 

Our  master,  with  his  deep  sea-lead. 
His  compass,  and  his  chart  outspread. 
Blessings  be  on  his  old  grey  head 

From  the  lads  of  the  Belladonna. 

With  his  dips,  and  his  backy,  and  cheeses 

Dutch, 
Our  jolly  purser  don*t  cheat  us  much  ; 
Of  course,  we  expects  a  little  touch 
On  board  the  Belladonna. 

Then  there's  our  waggish  midshipmites. 
Who  knocks  up  rows  and  douses  lights. 
Eyes !  how  they  loves,  and  drinks,  and  fights 
On  board  the  Belladonna. 


Ihti  gunner's  good,  ai 

Alay  they  ne'er  want 

And  of  wear  and  tear 

On  board  the 

Look  at  the  manl;,  fin 

In  dangers,  atonna,  in 

England'a  pride  ia  her. 

On  board  the } 

The  last  verse  was  boistei 
when  word  was  brought  thi 
walking  with  Miss  BelmoDt 
which  had  been  l«ft  with 
who  had  been  relieved  every 

There  was  a  hurrah,   ai 
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in  the  boat,  the  oars  were  tossed  up,  and  ^^  Give 
way  together,  my  lads,^  was  the  word ;  and  off 
she  flew  towards  the  frigate,  Captain  Oliphant 
standing  in  the  stem-sheets,  conspicuously  in 
the  last  rays  of  the  setting  sun,  and  kissing 
his  hand  to  a  lady  on  shore,  who,  of  course, 
according  to  the  prescribed  laws  for  such  mat- 
ters made  and  provided,  kept  waving,  in  return, 
her  white  handkerchief.  It  was  a  very  pretty 
sight,  altogether,  though  a  little  common-place. 
There  were  some  forty  of  the  countrymen 
attended  the  crew  to  the  beach,  full  of  admi- 
ration, who  yawed,  and  guffawed  in  style,  and 
pronounced  the  Belladonnas  as  **  moighty  foine 
folk." 

And  so  they  were  in  truth  ! 

Now  this  is  a  faithful  description  of  what  we, 
men-of-war^s-men,  call  a  spree  on  shore. 


What  discordE  are  to  a  we 
music,  ehadowB  to  a  beaut 
lure,  and  a  short,  a  very  sh 
a  lovely  woman,  is  a  little  d 
Some  repose  is  necessary, 
pensable.     The  difficulty  i 
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culiar  facility  of  being  muddily  metaphysical ; 
others,  immeasurably  moral. 

The  sinfulness  of  sin  is  a  very  good  thing  to 
discourse  upon,  but  tedious.  The  sorrowful* 
ness  of  sorrow,  or,  in  stronger  terms  still,  the 
woefulness  of  woe,  might  serve  the  purpose ;« 
but  as  I  am,  for  one  so  aged,  of  rather  a  cheer- 
ful disposition,  I  cannot  make  up  my  mind  to 
use  either  of  these  subjects,  so  precious  unto 
dulness. 

Indeed,  I  have  a  very  consoling  view  of 
everything.  I  think  that  the  world  has  already 
been  at  its  worst — ^that  the  stream  of  improve- 
ment runs  with  a  current  so  wide  and  so  resist- 
lesfly  that  it  must  carry  mankind  forward  into 
the  still  and  blessed  lake  of  happiness  that  Chris- 
tianity has,  for  nearly  two  thousand  years,  been 
preparing  for  wearied  and  persecuted  humanity. 
What  are  now  the  impediments  that  lie  in  its 
onward  course?  A  few  old  turretted  preju- 
dices, in  which  despotism  still  contrives  to  find 
strong  holds,  and  a  few  principles  of  levelling 


in  its  only  secure  course. 
can  discover  to  jtievenl  thi; 
I  shall  not  live  to  see  it 
live  immediately  after  me 
mil  be  the  lime  when  me 
with  the  diviDe  tpirH  of  C 
get  to  hate  each  other  or  i 
and  universal  humanitj,  i 
with  B  mantle  of  rigfateoui 
rejoicing,  seeing  in  eveij 
meeting  on  every  brow  the  « 
love. 

I  have  propheaied— I  ba 
dulness  ia  past,  at  least  of 
I  meant  to  be,  after  the  a 
A.,n  ->• — 
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donna,  the  command  to  let  fall,  and  sheet  home 
the  topsails,  had  just  been  given.  The  boat  was 
soon  haisted  in,  and  all  sail  made  to  join  the 
sqaadion,  which  was  now  nearly  half  hull  down. 

Captain  Oliphant,  not  hoping  to  come  up 
with  hiB  superior  officer — who  he  was,  he  was 
at  a  loss  to  conjecture — that  evening,  ordered 
the  best  look-outs  to  be  kept,  and  retired  to  his 
cabin,  in  a  very  unusual  state  of  mind,  a  deeply 
reflecting  man.  His  glaring  deficiencies,  now 
for  the  first  time  perceived,  startled  him  into  a 
real  and  wholesome  humility.  We  will  leave 
him  in  deep  rumination,  now  on  the  mental, 
now  on  the  corporeal  excellencies  of  Rosa  Bel- 
mont, and  debating  whether  he  should  not,  for 
a  time^  beg  to  be  superseded  in  his  command, 
and  go  to  Oxford  or  to  Cambridge  for  three  or 
four  years.  Rosa  would  not  have  liked  him  so 
well  if  he  had  done  so. 

Mr.  Rubasore,  replete  with  the  worst  passions 
that  d^rade  our  common  nature,  immediately 
that  be  found  himself  in  London,  repaired  to 


M  * 


his  client  in  theaccomplishmen 
however  nefarious  it  nn^lit  he. 
To  move  the  Court  of  Cha 
|j  j  junction  upon  Captain  Oliphai 

his  attorney  with  a  notice  so 
answer  was  necessary,  in  ord 
Captain  into  contempt  of  coui 
the  only  feasible  plan.  This, '. 
ready  to  do  at  once;  but  Mr.  1 
he  commenced  the  character  c 
termined,  once  more,  to  attemp 
and  thus  make  one  grand  effc 
lost  ground.  This  he  determii 
by  an  epistle — a  love-letter ;  yc 
Mr.  Rubasore  sat  him  down,  in 
room,  to  write  a  love-letter. 
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three  loves  of  my  younger  days — when  I  used 

to  sit  down  to  write  to  any  of  these,  the  glowing 

thoughts  rose  in  crowds,  million-like,as  the  gnats 

dance  in  the  rays  of  the  setting  sun;  and  the 

slow,  the  tedious  pen  hobbled  after  them  like  a 

cripple  on  crutches.    For  one  sentiment  written, 

five  hundred  were  soliloquized  away  to  the  un- 

replying  walls.     Those  were  the  glorious  times 

for  love  compositions ;  but  alas !  after  my  Sera- 

phina,  who  was  a  governess  in  a  nobleman^s 

family,  had  united  herself  to  poverty  and  his 

third  son ;  after  Adeline,  who  was  an  heiress, 

had  married  her  own  too  handsome  land  agent; 

and,  after  all  this,  when,  at  forty-two,  I  had  to 

write  a  letter  of  congratulation  to  Adelgunda, 

who  was  about  to  be  married  to  a  German  baron 

— at  that  age,  I  know  how  horrible  it  was  to  sit 

down  to  write  on  love.     I   did   it,   however, 

making,  in  the  midst  of  my  congratulations,  a 

last  appeal  for  mercy  to  my  breaking  heart.     I 

was  not  consoled ;  for  the  baroness  had  to  go  and 

look  for  the  chateau  of  her  husband  en  Eapagne^ 


Iioart  ttiat  he  once,  but  fool 
l.;ui  st-cui-L-a.  The  rL.a.ior  sha 
i|uittvd  tiimself,  for  1  hav 
letter. 

"  Rosa, 

"  I  seem  like  one  standing  < 
Whilst  the  tempest  is  howlinj 
whilst  OD  my  right-haad  and 
vaves  come  rushing  around  nn 
the  deep,  in  order  to  devour  t 
hold  on  the  earth  seems  slippi 
me,  and  an  inevitable,  a  crud, 
end  awaits  me. 

"  And  I  suffer  this — I,  who 
foolishly   (daced  my  all  of  I: 


H'  '» 
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deluaon :  the  customs  of  the  world,  the  very 
▼mce  of  nature  dictate,  that  some  years  more 
experience  should  be  on  the  side  of  the  hus- 
band. Youth  is  proverbially  blind  ;  and,  if  the 
blind  lead  the  blind,  will  there  not  then  be  mu- 
tual destruction  ? 

"  But,  if  you  deceive  me,  Rosa,  then,  O 
then,  I  am  old  indeed  ! — then,  I  shaU  have 
nothing  more  to  do  in  this  world  than  to  prepare 
for  the  grave.  When  four  years  ago,  as  you  lay 
on  my  bosom,  a  sweet  combination  of  love  and 
innocence,  when  you  attested  the  silver  lamp  of 
night,  and  the  innumerable  h^t  of  the  sky-en* 
crusting  stars,  that  I,  I  only,  should  share  your 
heart,  and,  in  due  time,  your  blessed  hand ;  you 
were  then  just,  upright,  noble.  When  the  vows 
that  we  meant  to  be  eternal  were  made  the  more 
binding  in  the  sanctity  of  keeping  that  sweetest 
of  secrets  inviolable,  till  we  should,  in  due  time, 
step  before  the  world  as  man  and  wife — were 
those  vows,  I  ask  you,  made  by  your  beautiful 
lips,  with  all  the  apparent  sincerity  of  a  saint, 

TOL.  II.  M 
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and  all  the  passion  of  a  devotee  —  were  they 
made,  I  repeat,  to  be  shamefully,  disgustingly 
broken,  and,  with  them,  my  confiding  heart  ? 

"  But  I  will, — I  do  believe, — that  you  were 
entrapped  by  the  wiles  of  a  man,  I  hesitate  not 
to  say,  practised  in  the  arts  of  seduction.  Be^ 
lieving  this,  I  forgive  it.  But  our  solemn,  our 
loving  contract,  though  now  no  longer  a  secret, 
is  still  binding  upon  us.  I  will  never  renounce 
it — never ! 

"  When  your  heart  was  uncontaminated^ — 
wlien  your  soul  was  as  pure  as  the  transparent 
blue  above  you,  and  into  which  your  eyes  were 
so  fond  to  penetrate,  then  you  confessed  that 
you  loved  me — that  T  was  your  hope,  your 
trust,  your  happiness!  What  have  I  since 
done  to  forfeit  this  felicitous  distinction  ?  Have 
I  been  a  harsh,  an  unkind  guardian  ?  Tax 
your  memory,  take  it  back  to  your  very  earliest 
infancy,  and  then  ask  yourself,  what  grievance 
had  you  ever  unremoved,  what  joy  repelled^ 
what  wish  ungratified  ?    Could  guardian,  could 
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brother,  could  father,  have  been  more  kind, 
more  tender  ?  Why  this  change  ?  Is  it  that  my 
hair  has  grown  a  little  more  grey,  or  that  time 
has  written  upon  my  countenance  the  history  of 
three  or  four  more  years?  What  vainest  of 
vanities  are  these!  What  man,  even  amongst  the 
finest  of  our  English  youths,  than  whom  in  the 
wide  world  none  are  finer, — which  among  them 
would  say  he  wished  to  be  loved  for  his  person? 

^*  Do  you  not  know,  Rosa,  that  I,  as  your 
guardian,  have  it  in  my  power  to  remove  you 
wherever  I  choose,  hundreds  of  miles  away 
from  the  object  of  your  childj^h,  and,  I  trust, 
transient  infatuation  ?  But  could  I  do  this — 
or  anything  to  my  Rosa,  that  would  imply 
harshness  ?     Never ! 

•*  You  have  not  changed.  You  are  noble, 
and  therefore  change  you  cannot.  You  are  made 
for  happiness,  and  great  happiness  seems  made 
for  you.  Wherever  you  appear,  wherever  you 
move,  existence  wears  the  look  of  spring,  and 
sorrow   and  woe  seem  impossible.      Yet   with 

M  2 
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all  these  high  capabilities  in  your  favour,  hap- 
piness shall  not  be  yours,  nor  any  one^s,  unless 
it  be  sought  for  by  the  light  of  principle. 

"  If  you  extinguish  that  heaven-bom  light 
in  your  bosom,  and  hereafter  you  seek  for  hap- 
piness, I  tell  you,  nor  youth,  nor  beauty,  nor 
riches,  shall  give  it  you.  The  spring,  with  its 
sweet  flowers, — the  summer,  with  her  joyous 
sunshine,  —  {be  autumn,  with  her  glorious 
abundance, — and  the  winter  with  his  harvest  of 
glad  hearts, — all,  all  shall  refuse  it  you. 

^^  Earth  will  not  bestow  it  upon  you,  and  hea- 
ven will  deny  it ;  for  how,  Rosa,  could  you  plead 
for  mercy  at  the  foot  of  the  mercy-seat,  when 
you  seek  deliberately  and  perfidiously  to  destroy 
your  oldest,  your  best,  your  only  true  friend, 
by  a  breach  of  promise,  and  a  violation  of  prin- 
ciple, that  is  shocking  in  every  one— -in  an  ac- 
complished and  angelic  woman  like  yourself, 
positively  revolting. 

"  Write  to  me  only  to  say  that  the  film  has 
fallen  from  your  eyes,  and  that  you  again  see 
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what  is  coDsisteot  with  your  own  honour  and  the 
happiness  of  both,  and  then,  the  now  chiding 
and  heart-broken  guardian  will  fly  to  your  feet, 
and  there  confess  himself  your  happy  lover,  and 
future  all-devoted,  all-indulgent  husband  ! 

**  Till  I  receive  your  answer,  I  count  the 
hours  by  the  pulsations  of  my  heart,  which 
throbs  only  to  misery. 

^'  Your  anxious  lover, 

"  Reuben  Rubasobe." 

'*  Saracen's  Head, 
LoDdon." 

Now,  I  think  this  was  tolerably  well  for  a 
gentleman  of  fifty.  For  passionate  nonsense,  I 
don^t  think  I  could  have  beaten  it  myself  at 
twenty-five,  though  I  might  at  twenty.  How- 
ever, he  was  not  ashamed  to  seal  it  with  due 
gravity,  and  despatched  it,  by  that  night's  post, 
to  Jaspar  Hall. 

Though  I  am  but  little  successful  in  re- 
counting a  love  story,    yet,  having  thus   far 


jiart  of  Irt  roply.     It  ran  tlniJ^ 

*'  Di-ar  KphIk-h,"  wliidi  ^^a; 

with  her  pen — "  My  dear  sir 

same  manner,  and  then  there  n 


"  HoNOniKD  GOAftDlAN, 

"  The  indivisibility  of  thouf 
from  the  earliest  ages,  all  tbf 
metapbyBicians;  its  indettruct 
caused  much  doubt  among  tl 
whether  passion  be  bom  of  tl 
consistent  with  it — or  have  notlt 
it  whatever,  to  which  last  opin 
cline,  is  a  matter  still  to  be  < 
mind.  In  that  learned  work  on 
Mysteries,  which   von  nvswnnw 


^  'Ifc 
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age  be  has  a  different  individuality.  This  is 
corroborated  by  Jean  Jacques  Rousseau.  What 
Diderot  and  Voltaire  has  said  upon  the  subject 
we  will  come  to  by-and-bye. 

'*  Now,  it  is  manifest,  by  these  and  other  ex- 
cellent authorities,  that  youth  is  not  answer- 
able for  the  acts  of  its  childhood,  maturity  for 
the  acts  of  its  youth,  nor  senility  for  the  acts 
of  its  maturity,  seeing  that,  in  these  different 
stages,  the  identity  of  the  individual  has 
changed. 

*^  Now,  honoured  guardian,  you  will  observe 
how  logical  I  am ;  though  one  stage  is  not  an- 
swerable for  the  acts  of  the  other,  each  suc- 
ceeding stage  ought  to  correct  the  errors  of  the 
preceding  one.  For  does  not  Hobbes  lay  down 
the  maxim,  that  man  is  an  improving  animal  ? 
Now  for  the  deduction.  As  a  child,  and  in  my 
childhood,  you  caused  me  to  fancy  that  I  fell 
in  love  with  you,  because  you  told  me  that  you 
had  fallen  in  love  with  me.  Very  well;  and 
then    because  you  told  me  that  those  who  love 


uiiiim  iiiarrv  you  when  I  ha( 
;ui.l  iiiilil  that  timr.  would 
Sow,  lioiiourcd  guardian,  a 
principles,  there  was  nothing  t 
indeed,  in  the  Romances,  an 
writers,  which  ;ou  have  wishe 
find  many  similar  instances;  I 
suddenly  passed  Aiim  my  ch: 
yoiithhood,  or  juvenility,  I 
longer  the  acts  of  the  individ 
tuted  my  childhood,  but  must 
do  all  it  can  tu  repur  thi 
error  of  mine,  of  fancying  tl 
in  love  with  a  person  old  enoi 
be  my  grandfather,  and  also 
self  no  longer  responsible  for  -. 
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quotations  for  it,  by-and-bye.  But,  to  pursue 
my  subject.  The  individual  that  occupied  my 
identity  as  a  child^  had  no  aversion  to  longitu- 
dinal faces,  iron-grey  hair,  and  switch  pig-tails, 
especially  the  latter;  for  that  individual  was 
fond  of  pulling  it  about,  and  hanging  thereunto 
dolls,  bandelors,  and  other  playthings,  all  simi- 
lar amusements  to  which,  my  juvenility  abhors. 
Perhaps,  if  we  both  live  so  long,  in  my  senility 
the  taste  for  such  occupations  may  return  ;  and 
then,  if  we  should  happen  both  to  be  single,  I 
may,  or  to  speak  more  philosophically,  the  indi- 
vidual occupying  my  identity  may,  be  induced 
again  to  renew  the  matrimonial  engagement  bu  t 
understand  me  perfectly — neveb  till  then  I 

**  You  see,  honoured  guardian,  the  pains  I 
have  taken  to  work  out  the  principles  that  you 
were  so  anxious  to  instil — through  the  course  of 
French  reading,  that  you  recommended  to  me 
in  the  convent — into  my  youthful  bosom. 

**  I  am  now  going  to  advert  to  the  indivisibi- 
lity and  indestructibility  of  thought  as  bearing 

M  5 


Wliat  thi'SL-  paijL's  wori.-  it 
say,  as  the  iibovo  is  lUv  only  ) 
and  argumentative  epistle  tl 
when  Mr.  Rubasorc  had  read 
perhaps  to  the  end,  he  tore  it  a 
and  flung  it  among  the  ashes. 

Thus  preserved  by  one  o 
accidents  that  sometimes  occur, 
that  this  fragment  which  wa 
may  go  down  to  posterity,  wit 
veracious  account  of  the  old 
a  sample  of  Miss  Rosa's  po 
sition. 

As  this  communication  convi 
sore,  that  the  arts  of  implorit 
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quite  legally^  he  repaired  forthwith  to  his 
friend  Mr*  Sharpus ;  and,  as  he  could  not  be  in 
worse  company,  we  will  there  very  gladly  leave 
him. 


CIIAPTEIl  S 

"  With  wordi  of  mjrttery,  the  g 
Screen'il  hia  frienil'i  bult,  t 


Great  is  the  pity  that  an 
conduct  three  or  four  operatioc 
and  give  his  reader  the  trifl 
ubiquity.  I  boost  noL  I  an 
aged  mariner.  I  have  not  ai 
have  no  other  means  of  bring 
forward  in  a  level  line,  than 
cat  emolova  in  «»=«=•""  *™  - 
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she  goes  back  for  another,  so  do  I  treat  my 
characters. 

On  bringing  thus  forward  the  love  affairs  of 
his  nephew,  we  have  left  the  grim  old  Commo- 
dore a  long  way  behind.  Rather  a  tough 
mouthful,  considering  the  state  of  my  gums, 
(teeth  are  matters  of  history  with  me,)  for  me 
to  carry  with  my  mouth  metaphorical,  and 
place  abreast  in  the  line  of  time  with  Captain 
Oliphant.  But,  as  men  more  foolish  than  myself 
have  performed  exploits  much  greater,  I  shall 
even  attempt  it.  Should  I  founder,  or  only 
flounder,  by  the  way,  let  it  be  remembered,  that 
I  apologized  in  anticipation. 

Sir  Octavius  Bacuissart  repaired  with  all  haste 
to  Plymouth.  Arrived  there,  he  waited  on  the 
admiral,  received  his  appointment  and  instruc- 
tions, and  then  immediately  went  on  board  the 
Thunderbolt,  and  hoisted  his  broad  pennant.  At 
the  bare  rumour  of  this  appointment,  the  Thun- 
derbolts were  struck  all  of  a  heap.  The  oflicers 
were  most  anxious  to  get  leave  to  change,  and 
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the  seamen  to  exchange  without  leave.  Of  the 
raids,  it  might  be  truly  said,  (only  it  was  not 
strictly  true,)  that  they  put  on  sackcloth,  and 
covered  their  heads  with  ashes ;  however,  they 
grew  dolorous  over  their  grog,  and  began  to 
calculate  the  exact  degree  of  pain  that  the  cat^ 
o^-nine-tails  usually  inflicted  upon  remarkably 
young  and  tender  skins.  There  was  a  little — a 
very  little — talk  about  jumping  overboard. 

This  Thunderbolt  was  the  finest  two-decker 
then  in  the  navy.  She  was  rated  as  an  eighty- 
gun  ship,  but  carried  many  more  than  eighty 
pieces  of  ordnance.  Hitherto,  every  one  who 
belonged  to  her  took  so  much  pride  in  all  that 
concerned  her,  that  they  thought  to  be  a  Thun- 
derbolt added  to  the  individual  dignity  of  each. 
This  consideration  made  men  and  oflScers  re- 
solve to  give  the  old  Commodore  a  short  trial; 
and  they  were  the  more  confirmed  in  this,  from 

seeing  a  great  many  of  the  Terrifies the  very 

Terrifies  that  the  old  Commodore  had  prevented 
from  joining  the  mutiny  by  flogging  ao  much. 
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volunteer  to  serve  again  under  their  old  com- 
mander* 

Sir  Octavius  had  paid  his  first  visit,  introduced 
himself  to  all  his  officers,  grinned  good-humour- 
edly  at  the  crew,  and  inspected  the  noble  ship 
thoroughly ;  he  returned  to  the  hotel  on  shore, 
leaving  the  Thunderbolts  ample  food  for  spe- 
culation. They  saw,  at  once,  that  the  old  Com- 
modore was  not  a  man  to  be  trifled  with ;  but, 
upon  the  whole,  the  impression  that  he  made 
upon  them  was  rather  favourable. 

In  the  course  of  a  few  days,  Mr.  Underdown, 
the  patient  man,  joined  his  friend,  SirOctavius, 
and  reported  that  Mrs.  Oliphant,  and  one  of  her 
daughters,  apparently  a  very  accomplished 
young  lady,  were  happily  domesticated  at  Tres- 
tletree  Hall,  and  that  Miss  Rebecca  had  most 
solemnly  promised  to  discard  her  stable-ac- 
quaintance, receive  her  various  masters  into 
favour,  and  reform  her  manners  altogether. 

All  this  was  most  gratifying  to  her  father. 
The  intelligence   also  of  the'  arrival  of  Mr. 


(iiscrction,  and  an  ovLT-aboii 
milk  of  liiiiiiaii  kiiidiiL'ss,  tliu 
iKlong  to  the  navy,  was  very 
The  Commodore's  health  ' 
established.  The  cooscious 
activity  of  mind  and  body, 
though  Belf-impoKd  tempei 
all,  the  hopes  of  a  glorious 
reotly,  given  back  to  him  son 
of  his  life.  No  doubt,  momc 
anguish  he  was  compelled  t 
memory  would,  in  spite  of  h 
him  his  drowning  nephew,  A 
stern  and  ghost-like  mother, 
their  penalty,  even  when  the 
perity  is  at  the  hifrhest. 
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pennant  was  hoisted,  the  signal  made  for  his 
squadron  to  weigh,  and  about  an  hour  before 
noon,  they  stood  out  of  the  Sound  in  excellent 
order,  and  then  turned  their  heads  up  Channel. 
Everything  was  in  the  best  order  on  board  the 
Thunderbolt;  and,  when  she  was  under  sail,  all 
the  weather-braces  hauled  taut,  and  the  decks 
swept,  the  ship^s  company  was  mustered  at 
divisions,  and  Sir  Octavius  went  round  the  decks, 
and  surveyed  them,  man  by  man.  How  they 
felt  under  the  penetrating  flashes  of  his  single  eye 
may  be  understood  by  one  of  the  forecastle  men 
declaring  that  the  look  had  gone  right  through 
his  skull,  and  had  given  him  a  pain  on  the  back 
of  the  head,  which  lasted  till  grog-time. 

However,  the  review  seemed  satisfactory  to 
Sir  Octavius;  for,  when  he  returned  to  the 
quarter-deck,  he  publicly  expressed  his  appro* 
bation  of  their  appearance  and  sailor-like  de- 
portment to  their  captain,  which  commendation 
was  highly  gratifying,  coming  from  the  lips  of 
one  so  thoroughly  experienced  as  was  the  old 
Commodore. 
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Captain  Edward  EgertoD,  for,  on  this  cniise, 
the  old  Commodore  did  not  disdain  to  have  a 
captain  of  the  ship  with  him,  was  a  gentlemanlj 
man^  of  about  forty  years  of  age,  a  good  officer, 
a  good  sailor,  and,  perhaps,  a  disciplinarian,  a 
little  too  strict.  This  is  a  world  of  contradict 
tions,  and  thus  we  are  not  wrong  in  stating  that 
justice  may,  sometimes,  be  dealt  forth  unjustly. 
That  is  to  say,  punishments  may  be  admiois- 
tered,  strictly  according  to  her  presumed  laws, 
and  yet,  administered  most  villanously. 

Now,  Captain  Egerton  understood  not  this. 
There  were  the  articles  of  war,  the  written  in* 
structions,  and  the  customs  of  the  navy.  The 
men  knew  them  as  well  as  himself.  If  they  in- 
fringed them,  it  was  the  delinquents,  and  not 
he,  who  brought  the  torture  to  their  backs. 
He  was  but  the  positive  instrumentf  the  ap- 
pointed automaton,  who  set  the  cruel  machinerj 
in  action.  It  was  thus  he  argued;  bewailed  the 
blindness  of  British  seamen,  called  himaelf  a 
most  humane  man,  and  flogged  on. 
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Now,  with  the  best  intentions,  and  the  most 
charitable  feelings,  he  was  a  greater  tyrant  than 
was  ever  the  old  Commodore  at  the  worst  of  his 
tyranny ;  and  the  aggregate  amount  of  torture 
he  inflicted  upon  an  equal  number  of  men  was 
more  than   double.     The  punishment    in    the 
Thunderbolt  was,  taken  altogether,  tremendous. 
Yet,  in  one  sense,  the  ship's  company  did  not 
perceiTe  this,  for  Captain  £gerton  never  flew 
into  a  passion,  and  though,  regularly,  he  turned 
the  hands  up  for  punishment  every  day,  and  the 
cat  flew  about  terribly,  yet  he  did  it  with  so 
much  evident   reluctance,   talked  to   the  poor 
culprit  with  so  much  sorrow  upon  the  heinous- 
ness  of  his  faults,  and  so  plainly  showed  what 
article  of  war  had  been  violated,  or  what  naval 
custom  disregarded,  that  the  crew  shrugged  up 
their  shoulders,  found  they  could  not  understand 
it,  and  concluded   that  Captain  Egerton    was 
really  the  compassionate  gentleman  that  he  gave 
himself  out  to  be. 

But  this  captain,  with  the  most  honourable 
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intentions,  committed  the  radical  mistake  of 
supposing  that  punishment  was,  and  ought  to 
be,  the  end  of  crime,  and  not  looking  upon  it 
only  as  a  means  to  prevent  that  end.  How  few 
formerly  understood  this  distinction  !  If,  in  a 
crew  of  five  hundred  men  there  were  fifty 
flogged  regularly  for  the  fault  of  drunkenness, 
and  it  was  found  that,  under  this  regularity  of 
punishment,  that  the  drunkenness  increased 
instead  of  diminished,  that  particular  kind  of 
punishment  should  cease.  It  evidently  did  not 
work  out  its  end,  and  the  inflicters  were  only 
so  much  the  deeper  on  the  debtor's  side  of  the 
devil's  book,  for  so  much  unnecessary  torture, 
and  outrages  so  vile  upon  humanity. 

The  old  Commodore  had  much  sounder 
notions  upon  the  subject,  though,  in  the  earlj 
part  of  his  career,  his  passions  too  oftoi  pr&* 
vented  his  acting  upon  them.  He  had  now  a 
little  surprise  in  reserve  for  the  Thunderbolts. 

It  was  time  to  pipe  for  dinner. 

^'  Shall  we  go  to  punishment.  Sir  Octavius,** 
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Captain  Egerton,  *^  before  we  pipe  to 
dinoer  ?  there  is  a  very  heavy  black  list.^^ 

'*  You  may  turn  the  hands  up*  Will  you 
favour  me  with  that  paper  ?^^ 

The  hands  were  turned  up,  accordingly, 
and  the  prisoners  brought  aft  in  custody  of  the 
master-at-arms,  on  the  main-deck.  As  usual, 
the  principal  offences  were  drunkenness,  and 
omissioDs  of  duty,  or  impertinences  consequent 
upon  it 

The  old  Commodore  read  the  list  aloud, 
bidding  each  culprit  stand  forth,  as  his  name 
was  called. 

^*  Hark  ye,  my  lads,"  said  the  old  gentleman, 
*'  it  is  very  lucky  for  you  that  I  have  happened 
to  diip  myself  on  a  Sunday.  Now,  mark  ye 
lae^  I  seldom  forgive;  but  I  am  very  easily 
managed.  We  will  not  flog  on  a  Sunday,  for 
the  sake  of  the  scourged  and  crucified  Author  of 
our  religion.  I  do  not  think  that  He  would 
approve  of  it." 

The  men  were  struck  with  astonishment,  and 
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when  he  revei-ently  took  off  his  hat,  and 
showed  the  dark  mark  of  the  enemy^s  sword, 
on  his  bald  head,  as  he  referred  to  our  Saviour, 
for  the  first  time  for  many  months,  something 
like  religious  awe  stole  over  them. 

"  Now,  my  men,"  he  continued,  "  as  I  think 
suspense  a  torture  almost  as  bad  as  the  cat, 
all  I  can  do  is  to  request  Captain  Egerton^t 
permission  to  tear  up  this  list;^  then,  casting 
it  over  the  gangway,  into  the  sea — "  and 
may  its  contents  be  borne  away  from  our 
memory  as  the  wind  scatters  those  fragments 
before  us. 

^^  But  you  must  all  of  you  remember  that  I 
have  served  my  country  before  most  of  you  were 
bom.  I  say  it,  not  as  a  boast,  but  to  impress  it 
upon  you,  that  I  know  my  duty,  and  know 
how  to  make  you  do  yours.  I  can  manage 
you ;  and,  I  tell  you,  I  am  myself  very  easily 
managed.  I  seldom  pardon,  though  I  am  dow 
to  look  for  offence.  Act  upon  that.  Show  me, 
my  men,  the  true  spirit  of  British  sailors^  and 
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ril  show  you  the  indulgence,  the  love  of  a  father 
to  his  own  fan^ily.  I  intend  to  keep  a  black 
list  myself.  I  hope  my  command  will  be  over 
before  its  first  page  is  filled*  Now  tumble 
down  to  your  dinners  and  your  grog;  re- 
member there  is  a  stem  hand  over  you :  but 
which  will  never  descend  in  punishment  upon 
you  until  you  bring  it  down  upon  yourselves ; — 
and  then,  beware !" 

To  use  their  own  phrase,  the  men  were  taken 
aback.  Such  wholesale  forgiveness  made  them 
almost  suspect  the  humanity  that  produced  it. 
Be  it  as  it  may,  a  happier  crew  than  the  Thun- 
derbolt's, men  and  ofiicers,  did  not  dine  that 
day. 

The  Commodore  paid  every  attention  to  the 
state  of  discipline  of  his  squadron.  He  would 
repair  from  ship  to  ship,  and  mark  the  expert- 
uess  of  the  crews  at  their  guns ;  examine  the 
various  arrangements  for  the  battle ;  speak  in 
a  fatherly  manner  to  the  crews,  and  generally 
ask  to  look  at  the  list  of  those  down  for  punish- 


space  of  thrco  weeks,  hac 
whole  of  tlie  crew  and  ofli 
pected  conduct,  and  had  mi 
almost  in  spite  of  themselvi 
parental  conduct,  that  tbey 
change  had  extended  to  hia 
much,  thai,  when  the  oct 
itself,  he  would  not,  aa  fonn< 

This  opinion  certainly  pre 
of  moral  feeling  was  prevail 
result  only  of  ignorance  ai 
feeling  that  allied  cruelty  wi 
little  regard  for  the  bappine 
tag  upon  us,  with  great  capal 
those  who  are  opposed  to  us 

lliis  was  also  an  error  tbi 
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to  its  destination,  the  Commodore  observed  the 
Belladonna  lasily  at  anchor,  it  might  be  almost 
said  under  the  windows  of  Jaspar  Hall.  The 
frigate  had  been,  at  his  request,  attached  to  his 
squadron.  He  certainly  did  not  expect  to  find 
her  in  the  situation  we  have  described,  as  he  sup- 
posed that  his  very  gallant  nephew  was  watch- 
ing all  comers  and  goers  in  the  chops  of  the  chan- 
nel. However,  the  Commodore's  astonishment 
would  not  have  been  so  great,  if  he  had  known 
how  much  the  lower  rigging  wanted  setting  up. 

All  this  summer's  night,  Captain  Oliphant 
made  sail  after  the  squadron ;  and  next  mom* 
ing,  at  eight  o'clock,  the  Belladonna  was  close 
under  the  Commodore^s  lee.  The  signal  was 
made  for  him  to  go  on  board. 

He  jumped  into  his  gig,  was  soon  alongside 
the  Thunderbolt,  and,  with  a  few  springs,  the 
active  youth  stood  astounded  upon  the  quarter- 
deck. The  sight  that  struck  him  made  him 
start  back  three  paces,  as  he  exclaimed,  in  what 
was  meant  to  be  a  soliloquy,  but  which  was 

VOL.  II*  H 


.arm-tly  iiiti>  Oliver's  lal 
Houii-liL'il  nliiiul  his  iron  I 
lie  ntcHxl  before  his  nepi 
with  not  a  vestige  of  his  g 

Captain  Oliphant  tool 
never,  before  or  since,  has 
so  religion  si  T  respectful  a 
to  hit  grim  old  uncle.  "] 
thought  all;  and  so  said 
stood  within  sight  and  hei 
is  going  to  be  himself  agai' 

"  Well  ?"  was  the  gnil 
greeting  of  the  commander 

"  There,"  said  the  impu 
recovered  from  the  efiects 
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hand,  the  iron  hook  and  spike  at  the  end  of 
his  left  arm,  which  the  young  captain  found 
himself  grasping,  ludicrously  enough. 

*^  I  hope  I  have  not  offended  you,  Sir 
Octavius,^  said  the  nephew,  drawing  back, 
proudly  enough,  and  letting  go  the  cold  iron, 
as  if  it  had  burned  him. 

"  Come  here,"  said  the  other,  hooking  him 
by  the  collar,  with  a  jerk ;  ^^  why  were  you 
yesterday  off  your  station — at  this  crisis,  espe- 
cially ?  " 

*^  Sir  Octavius,  the  master  of  the  Belladonna 
thought  that,  if  the  sea  got  up  high  enough, 
she  might  roll  away  her  lower  masts,  if  the 
lower  rigging  were  not  set  up  afresh/' 

*^  Hum  !"  All  this  time,  the  old  gentleman 
had  been  edging  him  nearer  and  nearer  under 
the  break  of  the  poop,  and  out  of  the  hearing 
of  the  (^cers — *^  hum  !  you  have  been  setting 
up-*a  bad  excuse.  Now,  you  young  dog,  you 
have  been  after  some  girl  or  other.  Neither  I 
nor  his  majesty's  service  will  stand  that,  you 

k2 


Hut  Captuiii  Olipliant  1 
aiul  iiiiicl]  of  this  so  niiicii, 
so  little  tu  his  listener's  '. 
not  how  to  begin. 

"  Well,  nephew,  I  cat 
have  been  very  indiscree 
glasses  on  board ;  and,  th< 
have  seen  ub,  that  whil 
grounds,  with  a  lady  in 
the  arm  of  8  gentleman 
cocked- hat,  were  very  vinbl 
would  be  very  glad  to 
and,  take  my  word  for  it,  tl 
ungainly  remarks  mode 
Now,  mark  you  me,  Noll 
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.."  Very  well.  Set  up  your  lower  rigging, 
indeed !  Ju8t  ring  the  bell.  Steward,  my 
compliments  to  Captain  Egerton,  and  all  the 
oflScers  of  the  morning  watch :  and  shall  be 
happy  in  their  company  to  breakfast.  Here 
Qomes  Underdown,  looking  as  grave  as  a  man 
who  is  going  to  be  married/' 

The  meeting  between  Captain  Oliphant  and 
Horace  Underdown  was  cordial ;  and,  as  they 
bad  much  to  communicate  to  each  other,  they 
paced  up  and  down  together,  in  private,  on 
the  item  walk,  whilst  the  Commodore's  guests 
assembled  in  the  fore-cabin  to  breakfast. 
.  When  they  had  all  arrived,  and  had  placed 
themselves  at  the  table,  a  little  to  the  surprise 
of  Captain  Oliphant,  Sir  Octavius  addressing 
Captain  £gerton,  said,  ^^  Captain  Egerton,  I 
was  a  little  angry  with  Captain  Oliphant  this 
morning,  but  he  has  fully  explained  to  me  the 
YOTy  important  consideration  that  induced  him 
to  remain  at  anchor  the  greater  part  of  yester- 


■'  (io.i  l>Wss  miv  Sir  (K 
haps  to  convey  some  secret 
spy.  Well,  fair  and  op< 
Commodore.  What  sort  t 
destine  person,  Captain  Oli 
board?" 

"  I  cannot  say  that  he  is 
exactly  just  now,  but  he  so 
say  it,  who  should  not  say 
tine,  plotting  person,  whon 
BO  good  as  to  allude  to,  i 
son ;  and  I  don't  feel  muc 
him  quizBcd." 

"  No,*  said  one  of  the  lii 
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**  Oh  r  said  Sir  Octavius,  ^^  very  attentive  to 
hiB  lower  rigging." 

^^  But,  perhaps,  don't  look  like  a  gentleman, 
after  all.  Now  a  good  hat,  and  a  good  face 
under  it,  sets  a  man  off.  The  top  hamper's  the 
thing,^  remarked  another  officer. 

^*  Captain  Oliphant  is  really  somewhat  ham- 
pered like  the  person  alluded  to,  top  and  bottom 
— ^but  we  will  say  no  more  of  it,*'  said  the 
Commodore,  "  for  government  secrets,  you 
know — ^hum — " 

The  nephew  wondered  much  at  this  playful 
bantering  on  the  part  of  his  formerly  so  crusty 
uncle.  At  the  moment  that  he  slipped  on 
board  that  morning,  he  fully  believed  that  his 
uocle  was  gout*ridden,  and  making  himself  a 
torment  to  all  about  him  at  Trestletree  Hall ; 
and  here  he  found  him  in  health  and  command, 
covering  his  indiscretions,  and  playing  the  jocu- 
lar host  He  fervently  blessed  the  change,  yet 
much  doubted  its  continuance. 

The  hearty  breakfast  was   dispatched,  and 


rt'tirtcl,  in  order  to  avoiil   in 
conforuico,  into  tlu- iiri.T-ca 

There  was  a  good  deal 
deportment  of  Sir  Octaviua, 
the  conversation  by  impress: 
nephew's  best  attention ;  he  < 
"  You  have  not,  Oliver,  b 
desire  to  cnltivate  my  frit 
was  unquestionably  miiie. 
continue  in  this  conduct,  th< 
your  own." 

Captain  Olipliant  promise 

"  Well,  Oliphant,  at  roy  ; 

for  us  to  arrange  for  those  w 

us.    Thanks  to  my  dear  friei 

withatandinft  mv  recklessnea 
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this  ?  Who,  now  poor  Augustus  is  in  heaven  ? 
Tliat  awful  event,  which,  at  first,  threw  me  into 
a  nt  of  brutish  apathy  and  despondency,  that 
lasted  for  years,  has,  at  length,  opened  my  eyes, 
and  shown  me  to  what  little  purpose  I  have 
hitherto  lived,  whilst  I  was  living  wholly  for 
myself.  You  look  surprised  to  hear  me  talk 
thus — I,  who  was  famous  formerly  only  for 
despotism  and  self-gratification.  But,  as  I  have 
worked  out  my  evil  into  much  misery  and  woe 
to  those  connected  with  me,  the  little  good  that 
is  in  me  I  will  now  endeavour  to  work  out  for 
their  happiness.  I  cannot,  perhaps,  reform  my 
manners,  but  I  can  my  purposes." 

•*  Your  manners,  Commodore  I — why,  I  de^ 
clare  that  I  never  heard  you  talk  so  much  like 
a  gentleman  before." 

**  Your  compliment,  nephew,  is  a  bitter  re- 
proof: never  mind,  man,  it  is  a  deserved  one. 
Now^  Noll,  after  this  action,  and  an  action  we 
must  have, — I  wish  that  you  would  give  up 
the  service.^ 

n5 


qiik.ni.U-.       "   Ur     has     nu 
|.ruiK.sitioii." 

"  Give  up  the  service.  ( 
Becky,  and  try  to  love  hei 
ther  you  marry  her  or  not, 
cuments  to  prove  that  there 
you  on  the  score  of  wealth." 

"  God  asBiat  me,"  said  1 
great  deal  moved.  "  Uncli 
you  refused  me  on  the  quartt 
have  I  mistaken  your  noble 
am  taken  aback ;  I  am  in 
power  to  brace  round.  Un 
fore  did  I  not  better  knotr  y 

"  Know  me  now,  and  lo 


r^  v 
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nor  angelft— could  tell  you  how  I  love  that  wench 
— love  her,  perhaps,  most  for  her  worst  faults, 
— for  her  spirit,  her  wilfulness,  and  her  audacity. 
Is  the  not  beautiful,  Oliver  ?'' 

**  She  is  very,  very  beautiful.^ 

"  And  kindly,  nobly-hearted,  —  bless  her, 
bless  her!*" 

"  She  is  all  you  say,**  said  Mr.  Underdown, 
^^  you  have  not  been  able  to  spoil  her  quite** 

"  Nor  you  to  make  her  quite  perfect, — hey, 
Horace  ?  Cut  you  this  time.  Oliver,  Oliver, 
try  in  time  to  love  my  child.'* 

"  I  love  her  now  ;  I  have  ever  loved  her  T 

"  Thank  you.  Could  you,  when  we  have 
improved  her  into  the  lady,  marry  and  love 
her  still  P  Reflect  before  you  answer ;  for  all 
of  mine,  and  much  of  Rebecca's  happiness, 
depends  upon  it." 

^^  Say  not  otf,  uncle — do  not  say  all.  Had 
you  thus  spoken  to  me  a  month  ago,  one  short 
month,  I  could  have  thanked  you  for  all  this 
lovingkindness  upon  my  knees — for  Rebecca  is 


i^liair.  At  Icnfjth,  lio  mu 
<-<iiiipkit.|v,  liou-  rfpeatfiily, 
revengL-d  !" 

"  That,  Commodore,  ia 
mark,"  said  Mr.  Underdoi 
up  to  your  preient  prioci] 
years  shall  go  domi  brigl 
liappineBB.  Augustus  ia  w; 
thence  nothing  so  deapicat 
emanate.  Say  on,  Oliphant 
wooing,  and  we  shall  theo  ju 
of  happiness  and  of  oure." 

"  As  far  as  my  intOTesta 
thing  oould  be  more  satiifact 
ing-     I,  though  not  one  a 
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This  was  said  without  the  fear  of  Peter  and 
his  hems !  being  before  the  eyes  of  the  gallant 
Captain. 

He  then,  with  much  maritime  metaphor,  re- 
lated the  cricket-match  on  the  shingles,  the 
younker's  danger  of  being  drowned,  and  the  sub- 
sequent meetings  with  Rosa.  He  described  her 
exceeding  beauty,  the  delicacy  of  her  lofty  brow 
and  majesty  of  her  countenance,  the  whiteness  of 
her  hands,  and  those  deep-drawn  wells  of  feel- 
ings, never  to  be  spoken,  her  Moorish  eyes.  He 
grew  eloquent  upon  her  enthusiasm,  and  her  ac- 
complishments. He  thought  nothing  less  than  a 
mimele  could  have  blended  so  many  apparently 
contradictory  accomplishments  in  one  person. 
He  bad  got  only  thus  far  in  his  love-tale,  when 
the  old  Commodore  had  already  pardoned  him 
for  the  disappointment  that  he  had  occasioned 
htm  in  regard  to  his  own  daughter. 

Mr.  Underdown  listened  to  all  this  with  mute 
and  absorbed  attention. 

Then  the  candid  Captain  spoke  of  the  neg- 
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lected  morale  of  her  education,  of  her  fortifyiug 
her  mind  with  principles  derived  from  infidel 
French  essayists,  and  hardly  more  pure  ro- 
mance writers,  and  that  her  religious  instruction 
had  been  altogether  neglected ;  for  hefelt  assured 
she  had  yet  to  seek  for  her  faith.  But  when, 
flushed  with  indignation,  he  told  of  all  this 
as  the  iniquitous  contrivance  of  the  avaricious 
Rubasore,  both  his  hearers  started  from  their 
seats  with  horror,  and  even  the  well-regulated 
mind  of  Underdown  was  almost  surprised  into 
an  oath. 

The  old  Commodore  swore  and  growled  so 
awfully,  that  the  rumbling  was  heard  distinctly 
on  the  quarter-deck,  which  induced  a  pet-wag 
of  a  midshipman  to  walk  up  to  Captain  Eger* 
ton,  and  report,  ^^  that  the  fighting  old  Commo- 
dore had  come  on  board  again."  And,  upoo 
being  asked  for  an  explanation,  led  his  supe- 
rior officer,  nothing  dreading  the  mast-head, 
within  ear-shot  of  the  storm. 

We  believe  that  the  impertinence  was  par- 
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doned  for  the  sake  of  the  joke,  or  if  the  punish- 
ment ensued,  it  was  welcome  for  the  same  reason. 

Next  among  the  gentlemen  in  the  cabin, 
there  came  under  discussion  the  threats  of  Ru- 
basore,  and  what  was  the  probable  course  of 
action  that  he  would  pursue.  Oliphant  wished 
heartily  that  he  was  on  shore.  He  doubted  not 
the  affection  of  Miss  Belmont,  but  he  was  pain- 
fully fearful  that  her  inexperience  and  enthu- 
siasm would  lead  her  to  take  some  eccentric 
step  that  would  not  much  redound  to  the 
credit  of  his  future  wife. 

In  cases  like  the  present,  Mr.  Underdown 
had  generally  to  play  the  Mentor  to  all  the 
Telemachuses  of  his  acquaintance.  Before 
Captain  Oliphant  had  finished,  he  had  already 
made  up  his  mind  as  to  the  necessary  course  of 
action. 

Commodore,''  said  he,  a  little  waggishly, 

what  would  the  afterguard  think  had  they 
heard  a  few  of  your  late  explosions?'^ 

"  That  I  was  a  d — d  honest  fellow,  if  they 
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only  also  heard  of  the  rascally  cause  of  thctt. 
May  the  devil,  armed  with " 

"  Hush  !'*  said  Underdown,  placing  his  hand 
on  the  volcanic  mouth  of  curses.  "  You  are 
not,  Octavius,  keeping  the  promise  you  -s* 
lately,  and  so  solemnly,  made  me." 

"  Well,  Horace,  forgive  me.  I'm  an  oW 
fool,  that's  all.  But  this  Rubasore  is  enough 
to  make  the  angel  Gabriel  swear  in  the  midst  of 
his  morning  hymn. ''^ 

*'  Why,  this  is  as  bad ;  but  let  me  ask  you, 
and  I  ask  it  most  seriously,  with  reference  to 
future  proceedings,  what  is  your  realopinkm  of 
the  character  of  this  Rosa  Belmont  ?** 

^^  Simply  this,  Horace.  She  is,  like  mjr 
daughter,  a  spoiled  child — she  from  too  much, 
and  my  Becky  from  too  little,  education.'' 

"  You  are  partly  right :  you  would  have 
said  that  Rosa  had  been  crammed  with  aooom^ 
plishments  at  the  expense  of  sound  moral  edhl- 
cation,  and  has  therefore  much  to  unlearn,  or  to 
releam  upon  new  bases ;  and  that  pour  Rebetca 
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has  much  to  learo.     How  much  they  would  im- 
prove each  other  !** 

**  Much  indeed!"  said  the  Commodore. 

'*  How  delightful  if  they  could  be  brought 
together.  They  should  take  one  another  in 
tow  by  turns,  and  at  last  bring  to  abreast  of 
each  other,  the  two  finest  craft  in  the  world. 
D — ^n  it — where's  Peter  Drivel  ?" 

As  the  last  sentence  was  uttered  aotte  voce, 
it  gained  just  what  it  deserved,  neither  atten- 
tion nor  answer. 

At  length,  Mr.  Underdown  spoke  thus,  with 
a  tone  of  decision  that  he  never  used  excepting 
on  those  rare  occasions  when  he  was  determined 
to  crush  all  opposition. 

*'  Now  listen  to  me,  Commodore;  it  is  for 
the  ultimate  happiness  of  all.  You  must  put 
me  on  shore  immediately.  There  are  several 
merchant  vessels,  now  in  sight,  bound  up  Chan- 
neL    One  will  do  as  good  as  another." 

**  Well,  so  you  will  desert  me?'*  said  the 
Commodore,  moodily ;  ^'  I  shall  fall  again  into 
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one  of  ray  confounded  passions,  turn  tbe  ship 
inside  out,  and  kick  all  my  good  reacilutioDS 
overboard.^ 

*'^  I  don'^t  believe  it.  Commodore;  for  if  I 
did,  I  would  sooner  lose  my  life  than  be  away 
from  you.  You  know  not — none  shall  know 
until  my  death,-~what  a  deep  interest  I  hare 
that  you  should  henceforward  act  only  upon 
the  noble  and  heroic  in  your  character.* 

"What  is  all  this?" 

"  Nothing  to  the  purpose,  Octavius.  What 
I  am  about  to  say  is,  have  you  no  love-token, 
Oliphant,  from  the  lady? — ^you  must  accredit 
me  to  her.** 

The  Captain  actually  blushed.  *'  I  can 
write  to  her,  can't  I?"^  said  he,  looking  ami- 
ably confused. 

"  Of  course  you  can,  and  you  wilL  But 
does  she  know  your  hand- writing  ?  There  muft 
be  no  mistake  in  this  business.  We  have  a 
wily  opponent  in  Rubasore.** 

^^  We  have  indeed  !     I  am  not  sure  that  she 
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koows  my  hand-writing,  inasmuch  as  I  never 
wrote  to  her;  and  she  is  so  great  a  scholar 
that  I  should  be  almost  afraid  of  doing  so." 

**  Just  as  I  thought.  Now,  Captain,  you 
must  giTe  me  some  token  that  I  act  for  you. 
Come,  roan,  don't  be  ashamed  of  it — what  is 
it?" 

At  last,  looking  like  a  school-boy,  who  had 
been  taken  in  the  fact  of  stealing  apples,  he 
produced,  from  the  inside  of  his  waistcoat,  a 
faded  nosegay. 

''  She  gave  me  this  last  night,''  said  he. 

"  Pooh,  man  ! — what's  the  use  of  this — can 
I  prove  the  identity  of  this  withered  rubbish  ? 
And,  as  it  roust  be  two  or  three  days  before  I 
see  her,  what  will  it  be  then  ?'* 

**  1*11  trouble  you,  Mr.  Underdown,  to  give 
me  my  rubbish  again.  Had  you  seen  the  hand 
that  plucked,  or  the  eyes  that  smiled  over  them, 
you  would  not  call  those  beautiful  flowers 
rubbish.'' 
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^^  But  I  have  not.  Oliphant,  have  yoQ  resilj 
nothing  that  belonged  to  her — nothing  ?  Well, 
then,  tell  me  sorae  little  speech  that  she  may 
remember  peculiar  to  you  both,  so  that  I  may 
be  enabled  to  say,  *  Miss,  th€U  gentleman  to 
whom  you  said,  or  who  said  to  you,  so  and  so;' 
the  tenderer  the  better." 

"  Underdown,  you  grow  worse  and  worse. 
I  have  got  something  of  hers — but — but  I  stole 
it  out  of  iier  work-basket  when  her  head  was 
turned  away." 

"  To  get  her  maid  turned  away  after — what 
is  it.  Captain  ?" 

^'  Ah,  I  did  not  think  of  that ;  but  she  had 
just  been  marking  it  with  her  delicate  fingers, 
and  thrust  it  out  of  sight  in  her  basket  when  I 
approached." 

"  Is  it  her  handkerchief?'* 

"  No." 

^*  Then  what  in  the  name  of  wonder  cm  it  be?" 
said  the  Commodore ;  **  it  couldn't  hate  beta  a 
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ipissen-tqpsail,  for  that  would  have  been  too 
Urgf /or  a  lady'»  basket ;  nor  a  glove^  for  ladies 
only  mark  them  when  they  dirty  them." 

^Mt  wa9  her  silk  stocking."^ 

"Whew  I"  whistled  the  Commodore.  "Blue 
biases  and  brimstone !  The  house  will  be  ran- 
sacked,  the  servants  suspected,  and  disquiet 
established,  all  because  you  have  stolen  a  stock- 
ing too  small  for  you  to  wear — FU  answer  foi^ 

"  Wear,  Commodore !  what  notions  you  must 
banre ; — do  you  think  tiiat  I  would  be  guilty  of 
petty  larceny  ?" 

i  Something  very  like  it,"  said  Underdown. 

Oliphant,  you  did  wrong.'^ 

It  was  only  an  odd  one  !^  said  the  poor 
fellow,  quite  discomfited. 

«  Where  is  it  r 

"  Here!"  and  the  purloiner  took  from  with- 
in his  bosom,  a  very  nice  little  article,  marked 
in  letters  that  spoke  well  for  the  young  lady's 
housewifery,  R.  O.  S  and  the  half  of  an  A. 
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**  Now,  are  you  not  a  pretty  fellow  to  go  on 
in  this  way  P"  said  the  Commodore,  enjoying  bis 
confusion.  *'  If  you  had  stolen  a  shirt  from  a 
line,  or  committed  any  other  open  theft,  why — 
but  this  privately  stealing — O  fie  !** 

"  Well,  this  will  do,'^  said  Underdown,  drily. 
^*  ^  The  gentleman,'*  I  must  say  to  her,  *  the  gen- 
tleman in  naval  uniform,  who  lately  stole  your 
stocking,  commissions  me' — " 

"  This  is  too  bad — you'll  make  me  really 
angry  directly.  You  are  trifling  with  my  best 
feelings.  Give  me  the  inestimable  article 
again." 

^'  I  had  better,  for  I  should  find  it  much  more 
difficult  to  return  than  you  had  to  appropriate 
it.     Does  that  term  soothe  your  delicacy  ?*** 

However,  it  was  at  length  finally  determined 
that  Mr.  Underdown  should  make  the  best  of 
his  way  to  Jaspar  Hall,  and  taking  with  him 
Oliphant^s  servant,  Peter  Drivel,  who  was  suiB- 
ciently  well  known  to  Miss  Belmont,  and  in- 
troducing himself  to  that  young  Iady»  acquaint 
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her,  that,  as  she  was  more  than  eighteen  years 
of  age,  she  had  the  power  of  applying  to  the 
Lord  Chancellor  to  change  her  guardian,  which 
request  would,  as  a  matter  of  course,  be  com- 
plied with ;  and  that  Sir  Octavius  Bacuissart 
and  himself  would  become  trustees  for  her  for 
the  few  months  that  remained  until  she  should 
be  of  age.  The  home  of  Trestletree  Hall  was 
to  be  offered  her,  and  as  great  a  circle  of  society 
as  the  family  could  command. 

With  this  proposition,  both  the  Commodore 
and  his  nephew  eagerly  closed,  and  the  express- 
ing of  their  thanks  was  unbounded  to  the  pro- 
poser. Shortly  after,  a  vessel  bound  to  Ply- 
mouth was  brought  to,  in  which  Mr.  Under- 
down  and  Peter  Drivel  placed  themselves. 
Captain  Oliphant  went  on  board  his  frigate, 
and  the  whole  squadron  made  sail  for  its  des- 
tination. 


CIIAPTli 

"  Lore's  torch  is  nowftja  like 
Which,  being  inverted,  quii 
Therefore,  be  careful  how  ji 
irit  t'  extingiiith  jou  wotili 
Tum'd  topsy-tuiry,  you  wt 
It  bum'd  on  still,  but  burn'i 
Sifii 

Whilst  tbe  nid  Commode 
intelligence,  was  seeking 
northabout,  and,  at  the  i 
iog  bis  wbole  squadron  t 
and  making  every  ship  i 
wisdom,  knowledge  of  all  i 
bis  great  experience,  we  i 
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I  once  offered  him  some  most  excellent  counsel; 
the  manner  in  which  he  took  it  certainly  did 
not  display  so  much  gratitude  as  I  did  eloquence 
in  my  peroration. 

"  Don't  you  perceive,  my  discerning  sir/' 
I  once  expostulated,  ^'  that  you  positively  are  a 
moral  scorpion—- only  ten  times  worse  ?"  said  I, 
in  order  to  make  my  lesson  the  more  impressive, 
and  thus  render  my  kindness  the  more  effectual. 
^*  The  mere  existing  animal  scorpion,  when  he 
inserts  his  sting  in  his  own  heart,  and  thus 
perishes  by  his  own  venom,  does  not,  with  the 
desperation  of  your  folly,  heap  himself  the  circle 
of  ffre  around  him.  Now  you,  my  dear  sir,  by 
yodr  malevolence,  by  your  lancinating  remarks, 
and  by  every  act  of  provocation,  kindle  around 
you  a  circle  of  fire.  You  cannot  escape ;  you 
have  nothing  but  the  fate  of  the  poor  scorpion 
left  for  you,  unless  you  repent,  and  that  right 
soon  and  right  earnestly." 

The  reader  will  be  surprised  when  he  finds 
that  this  well-meant,  and,  I  really  think,  not 

VOL.  II.  o 


— ati  t'xcrfscL'nce,  old  and 
lo  bu  loi>pi>d  viVffum  tl] 
are  called  Captain,  and  j 
IxHly  but  yourself  in  that  < 
a  caterpillar,  a  caaker,  t 
consume  the  hard  and  boi 
try.  For  the  use  you  ar 
totally  unlit  to  live>  Praj 
what  have  you  ever  done, 
that  you  so  iniquitously  d 
Of  course,  I  could  not 
wounds  that  I  had  receive 
ball  that  had  passed  throi 
lifted  up  my  eyes,  aod  loo 
The  sling  was  in  his  own  1 

that   mjtn   with   thp  nvil  h 
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seamaB.  Yes ;  I  pitied  that  man  even  almost 
unto  loving  him,  yet,  from  that  time  forth, 
I  forbore  giving  him  the  healthful  correction  of 
my  good  counsel. 

At  this  period  of  our  history,  he  stood  much 
in  need  of  it.  It  would  have  been  better  for  his 
temporal,  perhaps  for  his  eternal,  happiness, 
had  he  come  to  me,  the  retired  commander,  for 
advice,  instead  of  repairing  to  that  dark  den  of 
all  evil,  the  lawyer^s  oiBce  of  Mr.  Sharpus. 

The  initiatory  fee  for  that  man  of  the  evil 
designings  was  heavy,  very  heavy,  yet  he  felt  not 
the  weight  of  it  then,  as  he  held  it  in  his  hand, 
but  he  knew  how  ponderous  it  was  on  his  breast 
when,  but  two  short  yeai*s  afterwards,  he  lay 
repenting  and  trembling  on  his  bed  of  death. 

The  consultation  lasted  beyond  midnight ; 
the  door  was  locked  and  doubly  bolted,  and,  in 
the  morning,  the  sleepy  servant  found  that  much 
wine  had  been  drunk  and  much  spilled.  There 
were  many  demons  in  that  consultation.  He  of 
just,  of  avarice,  of  worldly  advantage,  and  of 

o  2 


liquid  fire,  usurped  tin;  lln 
sin.      Tlii'se  are  the  result! 

The  next  day,  a  comp 
form,  was  lodged  against 
the  Admiralty.  Then  thei 
upon  his  agent,  to  itotify  tl 
was  filed  agninet  him,  in; 
quiring  him  to  put  in  an  an 
early  day. 

But  these  were  matters  i 
of  use  to  forward  Mr.  Ru 
was  necessary  to  get  posse 
Miss  Belmont,  to  seclude 
all  communication  with  th 
seduson,  so  to  work  upt 
false  nHn(ml<>R.  nr  hsr  fAn> 
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more  than  sufficient  time,  in  the  opinion  of  Mr. 
Sharpus,  to  effect  all  this.  However,  as  it  was 
very  certain  that  his  rival  was  now  at  sea,  and 
tho  isolation  of  Jaspar  Hall  quite  sufficient  for 
the  purpose  of  making  his  first  attempt  upon 
what  remained  of  the  false  principles  of  Rosa, 
Mr.  Rubasore  took  things  quietly  enough,  em- 
ploying his  time  principally  in  seeking  the  best 
artistes  in  making  up  the  outward  man. 

And  now  a  most  ridiculous,  and,  at  the  same 
time,  a  most  important  point  presented  itself  to 
his  most  serious  consideration.  Miss  Rosa  had 
expressed  her  disgust  of  his  pigtail.  Had  he 
sufficient  eloquence  and  seductiveness  of  manner 
to  overcome,  not  only  her  dislike  to  himself,  but 
to  his  cue  also.  It  was  a  nice  point;  and,  per- 
haps»  a  fool-hardiness,  to  create  a  double  task. 
He  would  take  advice  upon  it :  he  repaired  to  a 
fashionable  peruquier's  in  St,  James's. 

This  epoch  was  most  important  to  wiggery. 
The  struggle  was  going  on — was,  I  should 
rather  say,  just  then  at  its  height — between  the 


ing  jwttdcr,  excepting  on 
sjini-,.  Tlio  initiiUe-agod  v 
crowning  point — ^the  old,  ■ 
as  the  old  generally  do — t 
Royalty,  and  all  the  c 
tailed  and  curtailed,  cur] 
still  wigs  only  could  bask 
But  tbe  young  princes  h 
own  hair,  with  no  other 
than  nature  afforded.  '. 
dreadful.  Millions  of 
shaken  profoundly  througl 
The  fraternity  of  barben  i 
each  one  armed  with  a  pof 
curling-tongs  were  branded 
blocks  overtuned  in  the  he 
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never  since  recovered.  How  are  the  mighty 
fallen  I  The  perfumer's  and  the  shaving  shop 
have  divided  the  ruins  of  the  empire  between 
them ;  but  the  professional  dignity  of  the  science 
is  gone  for  ever.  Let  his  shop  be  oyer  so 
extensive}  bis  goods  ever  so  expensive,  or  his 
prices  ever  so  excessive — and  they  are  all  these, 
in  all  manner  of  exaggeration,  we  all  know — yet 
the  perfumer  is  a  shopkeeper  after  all,  be  is  not 
profisrionaL  By  the  innate  virtue  of  science, 
the  barber  that  shaves  well  for  a  penny  and  cuts 
hair  for  twopence,  with  a  considerate  half-price 
for  children,  is  actually  more  professional  than 
the  perfumer  of  Bond-street,  although  the  latter 
has  his  carriage,  his  country-house,  and  his  family 

m 

painted  on  a  space  of  canvass  sixteen  feet  by  ten. 
Taking  counsel  only  with  himself,  Mr.  Ru- 
basore  went  forth.  Into  many  an  elegant  and 
well-frequented  peruquier's  did  he  scrutini- 
zingly  peer ;  he  wanted  to  find  a  countenance 
that  looked  encouragingly,  and  a  shop  that  was 
empty.     But  the  fashionable  parts  of  the  town 


dusk^  dealers  in  coals,  c 
wlieii  in  season.  Ihrc,  t 
barbers'  sbops ;  the  lack  u 
paoy  that  should  have  fil 
these  be  discovered  a  thiD, 
looking perBon,just  beot,  t 
with  age— or,  more  probal 
stoopiog  of  his  profesdon- 
an  immeDse  razor  upon  w 
unctuous  looking  leather. 
Mr.Rubasore  felt,  at 
standing  before  no  commw 
graceful  ease  of  a  courtier  h 
made  a  bow,  in  which  you 
deal  of  courtesy  and  not  one 
and  gently  dusting,  with  a  ^ 
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himself  at  ease  in  the  easiest  of  chairs,  he  felt 
himself  uncomfortable.  There  was  the  white- 
habited  elderly  barber  standing,  not  exactly 
before,  but  a  little  on  one  side,  with  arras  crossed 
upon  his  bosom,  and  his  mild  eye  beaming 
benevolence  upon  him,  patiently  waiting  for  him 
to  speak ;  and,  though  this  patience  was  severely 
tried,  it  triumphed. 

^^  I  am  come,^  said  Mr.  Rubasore — and  he 
made  a  long  pause.  The  officiator,  if  space 
may  be  compared  with  time,  made  a  bow  equally 
low. 

"You  are  exceedingly  polite  to  your  cus- 
tomers." 

"They  are  few;  and  you,  sir,  are  the  first 
to-day — and  it  is  now  past  twelve  o'clock — if, 
sir,  you  honour  me  so  far  as  to  intend  to  become 
my  customer.** 

This  was  said  in  the  sweetest  tone  possible, 
and  with  a  strong  French  accent.  Mr.  Rubasore 
looked  more  attentively  at  the  person  before 
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him,  and  he  could  no  longer  doubt  but  that  he 
had  addressed  a  gentleman. 

'^  How  is  it,"  he  then  said,  looking  round  the 
shop,  '^  that,  in  so  clean  and  well-appointed  a 
receptacle  for  customers,  so  polite  and  attentive 
a  hair-dresser  does  not  attract  ?" 

^^  Simply,  sir,  because  I  am  a  foreigner  and 
a  refuge.  Among  the  classes  that  frequent  this 
quarter,  to  be  so  is  as  much  a  disadvantage  as 
it  is,  in  other  quarters,  a  recommendation." 

^^  But  why  the  necessity  of  this  business  at 
all  ?  Our  government  has  been  liberal  to  per- 
sons of  your  description." 

^^  Alas!  my  good  sir,  I  have,  through  the  too 
generous  disposition  of  the  only  remnant  of  nny 
family,  most  innocently  forfeited  their  good 
services.  We  have  been  accused  of  harbouring 
a  spy." 

^*  And,  my  good  friend,"  said  Mr.Rubasorc 
eagerly,  "  was  it  so  ?" 

**  Mon  Dieu  I  could  you  believe  it !    He  was 
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a  young  person,  who  most  unconsciously  found 
himself  involved ;  no  man  could  have  been  more 
true  to  his  country.  But  so  intricate  were  the 
involvements  in  which  he  found  himself,  so 
great  was  his  desire  of  sparing  the  feelings  of  a 
most  honourable  and  distinguished  family,  that 
be  prefers  being  an  outcast  and  a  wanderer, 
rather  than  make  those  efforts  that  would,  per- 
haps, justify  him  to  his  country." 

"  His  name — pray  what  is  his  name  ?"' 
**  I  do  not  dare  tell  it.     Indeed,  I  have  been 
but  little  concerned  in  his  actions;  however,  he 
is  now  safe.^ 

*^  If  he  is  innocent  I  am  glad  of  it.*" 
"  Plait-U  that  I  should  do  for  Monsieur?" 
**  I  really  donH  know.  I  rather  think  that  I 
looked  in  to  admire  the  extreme  nicety  of  the 
place,  or,  perhaps,  to  ask  a  question  ;  perhaps 
impelled  by  a  wish  to  serve  an  unfortunate 
person.'' 

^'  You  do  me  too  much  honour.     I  marvelled 
at  your  entree*     Your  chevelure  is  tout  comme 
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il  faut.  I  now  guess,  sir,  you  are  the  good 
physician.  You  have  heard  of  the  illness  of 
ma  pauvre  Rosalie.  I  will  charge  myself  with 
your  head  for  weeks  and  months,  and  load  my- 
self with  gratitude,  and,  when  le  bon  temps 
reviendra>  I  shall  show  it  more/** 

^'  la  this  Rosalie  the  lady  who  assisted  the 
young  gentleman  to  make  his  escape?'^ 

This  question  a  little  startled  the  Frenchman. 
He  began  to  suspect,  in  the  respectable-looking 
Mr.  Rubasorc,  ;\  secret  agent  of  the  police ;  he 
evidently  wanted  no  assistance  from  his  ton- 
sorial  art,  was  too  inquisitive  in  a  general  point 
of  view,  and  had  now  brought  his  inquisition 
home  too  nearly  to  be  at  all  pleasant. 

After  u  pause  that  was  painful  on  the  one  and 
very  awkward  on  the  other  hand,  the  refug6 
crooked  himself  into  a  bow  that  might  weU  be 
interpreted  into  a  living  "note  of  interrogation, 
which  said,  as  plainly  as  bow  could  speak."  What 
next?''  and  then  the  old  frisseur  drew  himself 
solemnly  up  to  his  fuU  height,  as  much  as  to 
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say,  '^  I  am  on  my  guard."  Now,  as  all  this 
pantomime  was  no  direct  answer  to  Mr.  Ru- 
basore's  question,  he  repeated  it,  but  with  the 
addition  of  an  assurance  that  he  asked  from  no 
hostile  intention,  and  a  solemn  asseveration  that 
he  was  a  man  of  the  nicest  and  the  most  un- 
doubted honour. 

This  satisfied  the  good  peruquier:  he  said 
frankly  that  she  was.  This  avowal  only  in- 
creased Mr.  Rubasore's  desire  to  see  the  person 
who  had  played  so  adventurous  a  part ;  and 
this  **  man  of  the  nicest  and  most  undoubted 
honour^  then  said,  that  he  was  anxious  to  re- 
lieve the  young  female,  and  would  be  ready  to 
feel  her  pulse  k*nd  to  prescribe  for  her,  thus 
deceptively  implying  that  he  was  a  physician. 

M.  Florentin,  for  that  was  the  oame  of  the 
emigr6,  was  grateful.  He  led  the  way  up  a 
narrow  and  dark  staircase,  and,  opening  the  door 
of  the  room  on  the  first 'floor,  introduced  the 
9oirdi9ant  physician  at  once  into  the  presence  of 
light  and  loveliness — the  latter,  alas !  how  faded. 
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Mr.  Rubasore  was,  in  some  measure,  inured 
to  the  effects  of  beauty.  He  had  gazed  for 
hours,'  and  fed  his  soul  with  the  charms  of  his 
ward ;  he  had  watched  every  grace  in  her 
deportment,  chased  every  dimple  and  smile 
across  her  radiant  countenance,  and  sometimes 
ventured  tremblingly  to  revel  in  the  dark  depths 
of  poetry-surcharged  eyes.  But  there  now 
stood  before  him  a  beauty  of  a  totally  different 
description — a  beauty  to  which  the  heart  at 
once  warmed,  and  for  which  it  ached — a  beauty 
that  carried  the  mind,  in  spite  of  itself,  away 
from  the  joys  of  earth,  and  made  the  beholder 
think  of  the  resurrection  of  spirits,  and  a  state 
of  being  where  that  worm,  disease,  shall  find  no 
place. 

Rosalie  was  tali,  and,  when  standings  seemed 
to  stoop.  This  bend  was  not  natural  to  her ; 
but  partly  induced  by  her  continual  drooping 
over  her  tambour  ffame,  partly  from  illness, 
but,  more  than  all  this,  from  that  crushing 
feeling  of  sinking  at  the  heart,  when  hope  has  de- 


THE    OLD     COMMODORE.  303 

parted,  which  seems  to  attract  us  to  the  earth, 
iu  order  that  we  fpay  repose  beneath  it  and 
remember  our  miseries  no  more. 

Rosalie's  face  was  of  a  paleness  that  was 
distressing  to  behold,  her  lips  were  bloodless, 
and  fearful  hollows,  those  graves  of  hope,  were 
remarkable  upon  her  temples :  they  seemed  to 
have  been  dug  there  by  a  never-ceasing,  canker- 
ing anxiety.  Her  face,  however,  notwithstand> 
ing  this  deadly  paleness,  was  by  no  means  attenu- 
ated ;  it  was  of  the  most  perfect  oval  shape,  and 
the  outline  well  filled  in.  Her  eyes  were  hazel, 
large,  and  with. an  expression  of  the  profound- 
est  melancholy.  The  face  would  have  made  a 
noble  monument  of  still,  unchanging  grief, 
were  it  not  for  a  continual  spasmodic  play  over 
the  upper  lip,  that  indicated  woe  unutterable. 
There,  in  that  small  space,  was  the  battle-field 
between  the  heroism  of  silently  though  cease- 
lessly sufiering  and  the  fmpulse  to  the  sob  of 
anguish  and  the  scream  of  despair. 
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"Rosalie,  my  child!"  said  the  father, 
*'  Here  is  the  kind  physician  come  to  do  you 
good.^ 

He  bowed,  and  left  the  room. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

Ye  powers  who  act  the  needful  part^ 

Whipping  sins  ye  discover; 
Starve,  starve  the  love  that  spoils  the  heart. 

But  do  not  starve  the  lover." 

Old  Sono. 


Mu.Rdbasobe  was  embarrassed.  He  looked 
into  his  patient^s  countenance,  and  his  heart 
smote  him:  however,  he  was  determined  to 
play  the  part  through  that  he  had  assumed,  for 
already  had  his  wish  to  gain  the  name  and  the 
history  of  the  supposed  spy  a  little  subsided. 
Just  then  he  felt  that  he  dare  not  impertinently 

question  her. 

« 
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At  length  they  were  seated,  side  by  aide; 
and  Mr.  Rubasore,  after  some  hesitatioD,  com- 
menced in  the  usual  manner,  by  making  the 
most  common-place  remarks  that  it  can  be  sup- 
posed that  the  human  mind  can  entertaitiy  abort 
of  mere  foolishness. 

After  they  found  that  they  were  both  of  the 
same  opinion — that,  if  it  did  not  rain,  or  be- 
come disagreeably  hot  or  cold,  the  day  would 
turn  out  fine — and  a  good  deal  more  conver- 
sation of  the  same  weight  and  urgency,  Mr. 
Rubasore  hemmed  very  professionally,  and,  at 
length,  possessed  himself  of  her  wrist. 

To  all  his  inquiries  she  returned  short 
answers,  but  in  the  sweetest  tones  that  be 
thought  he  ever  had  heard.  When  her  pale 
lips  unclosed,  he  became  aware  that  her  nlence 
concealed  a  set  of  the  most  splendid  teeth— teeth 
that  seemed  only  made  for  the  purpoM  of  beinfr 
the  ivory  portals  for  smiletH-yet  smile  there  w;^ 
none.  Her  lips  unclosed  and  revealed  theiqiicr 
beauty,  but  joy  had  deserted  her  dioJQepit 
dence. 
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Mr.  Rubasore,  being  a  generally  well-informed 
man,  did  not  play  the  part  that  be  had  asaumed, 
til.  The  symptoms,  however,  puzzled  him  ex- 
ceedingly. There  was  evidently  no  fever ;  the 
pulse  was  regular,  though  slow  and  languid. 
She  had  no  cough,  no  difficulty  of  breathing,  no 
tightness  across  the  chest.  Her  appetite  was 
neither  bad  nor  good  ;  she  did  not  care  for  her 
food,  yet  die  ate  it  in  sufficient  quantities,  when 
placed  before  her — ^at  least,  she  said  so. 

Of  what  she  most  complained,  was  the  horror 
of  her  dreams.  She  could  find  no  rest  for 
them ;  she  trembled  to  sleep,  and  scarcely  dared 
close  her  eyes.  She  begged  Mr.  Rubasore  not 
to  prescribe  opium  for  her  in  any  shape,  for  it 
only  increased  her  sufferings,  and  drove  her  to 
the  very  verge  of  madness. 

When  she  had  yielded  him  all  this  information 
in  the  fewest  words  possible,  and  which  cost 
"him  many  to  extract,  he  came,  of  course,  to  the 
conclusion  that  hers  was  the  old  story,  "  a  mind 
diseased f  and  then  he  felt  himself  convinced 

b2 


ivliich,  at  (jresKTit,  we  have 
wiiif]),  t«>,  lie  liariilv  ilnred 

He  next  questioned  licr 
The  answers  on  this  bead  s 
withstanding  all  her  cautii 
perceived  that  both  father 
striving  who  best  could  endi 
best  could  cheat  the  other  J 
they  ale  every  day  as  muc 
And  yet  they  owed  no  mon 
the  neighbourhood  could  co 
M.  Florentin  for  neatness  an 
comfort  Rosalie  was  id  b 
clean,  but  bien  gentile. 

Much  baa  been  truly  and  j 
of  the  dignified  fall  of  the 
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might  expire  with  majesty  and  decorum,  and 
b^,  even  in  death,  calm,  and  sustained,  and 
great.  But  what  is  all  this  compared  to  the 
exalted  endurance  of  these  two  unfriended 
foreigners  ?  The  dagger  of  starvation  was  mak- 
ing its  savage  way  through  their  bosoms,  yet 
they  cried  not  out  to  the  passers  by,  and  showed 
not  their  wounds  to  those  near  them ;  but  en- 
folding themselves  in  their  mantles  of  respect- 
ability, each  had  prepared  to  die  uncomplaining 
before  that  altar,  whose  sanctity  man  nor  woman 
should  ever  violate — the  altar  of  self-respect. 

This  was  too  much,  even  for  the  selfish  Ru- 
Imsore.  The  better  part  of  his  nature  tri- 
umphed.  When  he  fully  understood  the  nature 
of  the  case,  he  rose,  and  said,  '^  that  he  should 
take  time  to  consider  of  the  symptoms,  and 
prescribe  the  necessary  remedies  early  the  next 
day.'' 

He  asked  no  more  questions  of  Rosalie,  but 
kindly  taking  leave,  descended  into  the  shop. 
When  there,  Mr.  Rubasore  began  to  ruminate 
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deeply.  He  had  time.  There  wa4  a  custom^ 
under  the  operation  of  being  shaved.  He 
watched  the  whole  process  vHlth  a  philosophical 
attention,  and  it  did  much  to  make  him  a  better 
man — for  the  next  four  hours. 

The  man  was  a  sturdy  and  morose-looking 
coal-heaver;  he  was  in  an  ill-temper;  there  he 
sat,  with  AI.  Florentines  whitest  of  napkins 
under  his  chin,  and  in  contact  with  his  dirt- 
imbedded  black  frock.  The  beard  was  of  the 
growth  of  many  days,  and  might  be  compained 
to  a  crop  of  tenpenny  nails,  points  upwards, 
growing  out  of  a  bed  of  gravel.  There  was  a 
frothy  lather  made  round  the  lower  part  of  the 
visage,  that  was  in  magnitude  equal  io  the 
unkempt  black  crop  above,  and  in  admiraUe 
contrast  with  it.  As  the  raxor  passed  throngh 
this  mass,  the  gritty  particles  of  coal  and  oUber 
hard  substances  might  be  heard  grinding 
against,  and  turning  the  edge  of  the  raior,'the 
man  swearing  and  wincing,  and  M.  Fl^feMin 
moving  about  him  with  all  the  tender  aaiiduity 
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of  a  nurse  near  a  sick  child.  The  politeness  of 
the  barber  was  imperturbable ;  but  neither  the 
beard  of  the  coal-heaver,  nor  his  iron  stubble, 
was  to  be  softened  by  all  the  emollient  applica- 
tions that  it  was  in  the  power  of  the  poor 
foreigner  to  apply. 

However,  the  tedious  operation  was  at  length 
finished,  and  the  man  washed  and  dried,  and 
then,  for  all  this  attention,  waste  of  soap  and  of 
time,  and  the  dirtying  of  two  or  three  towels, 
T^forall  thif,  M.  Florentin  received  one  penny 
and  a  curse. 

We  know  all  this  to  be  dreadfully  low ;  but 
let  us,  only  for  a  little  while,  descend  to  it,  with 
Mr.  Kubasore,  and  we  may  derive  some  whole- 
spme  reflections  from  it«  That  Mr.  Kubasore 
did,  we  know.  He  discovered  that  the 'very 
highest  virtues  may  be  exercised  in  the  very 
lowest  stations ;  and  that  the  vices  of  arrogance, 
and  a  disregard  to  the  feelings  of  others,  are 
not  confined  to  the  classes  who  may  be  supposed 
to  care  little  for  those  that  are  beneath  them. 
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He  also  discovered  that  a  man  may  be  purse- 
proud  with  no  purse,  and  with  only  two-pence 
in  his  pocket ;  that,  in  spending  one  penny 
of  it,  he  may  exhibit  more  contemptible  vanity 
than  is  shown  in  the  disposal  of  thousands  of 
pounds ;  and  that,  though  starvation  make  the 
l)ody  perish,  it  will  never  destroy  those  vices 
that  arc  common  to  the  overfed  as  well  as  to 
him  that  lacks  a  crust  to  keep  him  from  his 
last  gasp. 

"  Methinks,"    said    Mr,    Rubasore,     "  that 
that  is  a  penny  very  hardly  earned." 

"  Honestly  as  hardly.  Monsieur.     How    do 
you  find  Rosalie  ?" 

'*  I  will  be  plain  with  you.     With  too  much 
on  her  mind,  and  too  little  on  her  stomach." 

"  You  assassinate  me — vous  m'assassinez. 
Juste  ciel !  what  am  I  to  do  ?^' 

"  You  must  make  her  eat,  and  I  will  make 
her  speak.  You  are  not  very  well  yourself;  I 
must  prescribe  for  you,  too.  Now  I  am  pecu- 
liar  in  my  medical  views.     I  work   as  little  by 


lA^idxie  ar  I  can— -and  almost  wholly  by  regi- 
iweti.'  T'wHr  write  for  both  of  you.  I  will  be 
yout  friend,  but  you  must  obey  my  orders 
implicitly." 

So,  instead  of  writing  in  bad  latin  a  worse 
prescription  of  nauseous  drugs,  he  wrote  three 
good  bills  of  fare,  one  for  breakfast,  one  for 
dinner,  and  one  for  an  early  supper,  with  a 
small  rider  about  tea. 

When  M.  Florentin  read  this,  I  will  not  say 
that  his  hair  stood  on  an  end,  for  it  was  closely 
shaved  off,  but  he  lifted  his  eye-brows  so  much, 
and  puckered  up  his  forehead  so  highly  with 
astonishment,  as  to  make  his  toupee  first  rise, 
and  then  fall  back,  considerably. 

"  C^t  une  chose  not  possible!"  said  he,  lay- 
ing his  spread  and  emaciated  hand  over  his 
breast;  "and,  monsieur,  we  are  not  eight  in 
ftmily." 

"  As  to  the  impossibility,  leave  that  to  Pro- 
vidence and  your  physician.  As  to  the  num- 
ber of  your  fanlily,  I  expect  that,  be  it  small^ 
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or  be  it  great,  that  all  that  I  prescribe  be  duly 
consumed.  Ah!  M.  Florentin,  as  yet  you 
are  unacquainted  with  the  English  atmosphere. 
Tn  France  you  have  so  many  things  to  live 
upon — pardon  me ;  there^s  your  national  vanit}*> 
your  inimitable  gaiety,  your  beautiful  and  elas- 
tic air — but  in  England  nothing  will  support 
life  but  food,  food,  food — and  so,  I  say  to  you, 
feed,  feed,  feed."" 

He  then,  without  adverting  to  the  cause  that 
first  impelled  him  to  enter  his  shop,  took  a 
kind  leave  of  the  surprised  barber,  promidng 
to  repeat  his  call,  at  the  same  time,  ou  the 
morrow. 

M.  Florentin's  reflections  were  of  the  least 
consoling  nature.  He  was  very  hungry — but 
that  he  did  not  much  mind,  for  he  was  uaad  to 
it — but  he  could  not,  with  anything  short  of 
madness,  entertain  the  idea  that  Rosalie  was»  or 
ever  had  been,  suffering  ftom  unappeased  bub^ 
ger.  There  was  tlie  torture.  It  was  dinner* 
time.     He    looked   at    the   prescription.      It 
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order^  two  large  mutton  chops,  for  each^  not 
too  much  done,  with  two  good  sized  potatoes. 
One  pint  of  strong  ale  for  monsieur,  and  two 
glasses  of  good  port  wine  for  ma'am  selle;  there 
were  some  little  delicacies  mentioned  for  the  lady, 
that  she  was  to  have  by  all  means  if  she  felt  at 
all  disposed  to  them.  At  reading  this,  the  good 
old  Frenchman's  eyes  and  mouth  watered,  a 
Fenvie  lea  una  de  Vautre.  He  had,  to  procure 
all  this,  just  earned  one  penny,  and  a  malediction, 
the  latter  of  which  went  for  nothing.  Besides, 
there  was  no  fire,  and  it  being  late  in  June,  they 
had  not  lighted  one  all  that  day. 

In  the  midst  of  this  perplexity — and  this 
perplexity  had  lasted  him  nearly  an  hour,*— the 
gentle  voice  of  his  daughter  called  him  upstairs 
to  dinner.  He  put  the  chain  up  to  the  shop-door, 
in  such  a  manner  as  to  give  notice  of  any  one 
entering,  and  went  into  the  room  on  the  first 
floor.  There,  on  a  small  round  table,  was 
plac^  a  scrupulously  clean  cloth,  two  penny 
rolls,  not  very  new,  and  not  very  large,  for. 
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with*  water,  added  to  the  least  possible  quantity 
of  oil. 

During  this  preparation  the  working  of  Ro- 
salie^s  upper-lip  was  excessive,  and  betokened 
extreme  suffering;  yet  no  word  of  complaint  nor 
any  tear  would  she  permit  to  betray  the  state  of 
her  mind. 

"  Le  eoild  prSi,  Now,  Rosalie,  my  girl, 
make  as  hearty  a  meal  as  you  can  ;^  but  she 
would  not  allow  her  father  to  place  the  little- 
sustaining  herb  upon  her  plate,  and  pushed 
over  her  one  roll  towards  him. 

"  Father,'*  said  she,  '*  I  have  dined.  Here, 
do  you  not  see  the  crumbs,  and  the  remnants  ? 
Pardon  me  that  I  did  not  wait'"" 

'^  How  is  that  possible,  Rosalie  ?  I  know  that 
we  had  but  this  food  in  the  house/' 

And  now  the  blush  that  health  refused  to 
her  beauty,  her  virtues,  and  her  filial  piety, 
appeared  at  the  call  of  Shame,  when  she  uttered 
the  falsehood ;  but  the  stain  was  on  her  cheek 
only.     Her  heart  was  the  more  gloriously  pure 
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during  the  revolutionary  war,  fanners  rejoiced 
in  high  prices, — and  in  the  middle  of  the  table, 
on  an  ample  dish,  two  lettuces.  If  there  was 
not  pain  a  discretion^  there  was  water — and 
the  cups  and  the  plates,  and  the  knives  and 
forks,  were  so  clean,  that  they  were  enough  to 
cTeatc  an  appetite  **  within  the  ribs  of  death.** 

The  fare  was  certainly  light  and  poetical — 
it  was,  that  which  young  ladies  are  accustomed 
to  read  of  in  novels,  so  much  patronised  by  their 
heroines—'*  a  slight  refection.**  The  only  thing 
that  could  be  advanced  against  it  was,  that  it 
was  too  "  slight" 

With  Ilubasore's  prescription  in  one  hand, 
and  the  hard-earned  penny  in  the  other,  the 
l)oor  refugee  looked  ruefully  on  tliese  "  delicate 
cates.'*  However,  **  il  faut  manger  pour  vivre, 
et  non  pas  vivre  pour  manger;**  with  this 
aphorism  in  his  mouth,  which  he  would  will- 
ingly have  filled  with  something  more  substan- 
tial, he  commenced  dressing  the  salad ;  that  is, 
with  a  small  portion  of  vinegar,  much  diluted 
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be  caught,  at  a  glance,  lier  hurried  action  of 
sweeping  every  crumb  ofF  the  table  into  the 
palm  of  her  hand,  and  voraciously  swallowing 
ttiem.  The  truth  flashed  on  the  parent  imme- 
diately; he  turned  to  her  sharply,  and  ex- 
claimed, in  a  tone  of  great  anger,  ^*  Rosalie, 
you  have  deceived  me, — you,  my  child,  have 
said  the  thing  that  is  not.  You  have  not  dined 
—you  are  famished-*-you  are  starving." 

"  My  kind  father  T' — the  poor  girl  could  say 
no  more,  but  burst  into  a  fit  of  weeping. 

^^  I  have  still  this  penny,  what  can  we  sell  ?^' 

But,  before  he  could  say  more,  the  rattling  of 
the  chain  at  the  shop-door  made  him  aware 
that  some  one  had  entered — and  now  he  hears 
the  footsteps  of  more  than  one  person  upon  the 
narrow  and  dark  stairs. 

'^  Dry  up  your  tears,  Rosalie,'^  said  he, 
hastily.  ^*  Compose  yourself,  and  do  not  let 
these  hard-hearted  English  witness  our  distress." 

He  then  stepped  towards  the  door  to  fasten 
it ;  but  he  was  anticipated ;  it  was  flung  open, 
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and  ill  walked  a  waiter,  bearing  a  ciMrerad  ditfi; 
and  then  another,  and  another,  and  before  eitlwr 
daughter  or  father  had  recovered  from  their 
astonishment,  they  saw  their  small  table  crowded 
with  excellently  drestsed  hot  mutton-chops,  two 
dishes  of  vegetables,  a  bottle  of  port  wine^  and 
a  pot  of  foaming  ale. 

With  knife  and  fork  in  hand,  which  so  nf 
vishing  a  vision  iiad  caused  him  unconsciousljr- 
to  seize,  M.  Florentin  asked  for  an  explanation, 
which  was  immediately  given  him  by  the  bead- 
waiter  of  a  neighbouring  tavern,  who  had 
headed  this  glorious  procession.  He  m^^ly  said 
**  that  the  physician  who  had  called  in  the  moRH 
ing,  had  bargained  with  his  master  to  supply 
M.  Florentin  with  two  substantial  meals  a^dfty, 
with  a  pint  of  wine  for  mademoiselle;  and  hit 
trusted  that  monsieur  was  satisfied  with  this, 
the  first  specimen.*  t 

Voluble  if  not  eloquent  in  bis  thanks^  M/ 
Florentin  pushed  the  waiter  out  of  the  room ' 
by  the  shoulders  whilst  he  waa  uttering 
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anii  th^Q-^aod  then  Monsieur  Florentin  dined 
twice^  aiid  ma'amselle  broke  her  fast 

It  is  certain  that  if  Miss  Belmont  had  known 
of  this  act,  which  looks  so  like  a  generous  one» 
it  would  have  served  Mr.  Rubasore  much  more 
than  he  served  himself  in  his  laboured  letter ; 
it  is  certain  that,  when  Mr.  Rubasore  had  re- 
solved upon  doing  it,  he  felt  all  over  him  a 
glow  of  satiirfaction,  as  delicious  as  it  was  new 
to  him  ;  yet,  it  is  also  certain,  that  Mr.  Ruba- 
(ore  deserves  no  credit  for  it  whatever.  I  say 
not  this  in  an  invidious  spirit;  still  less,  be* 
cause  he  always  spoke  of  roe  in  my  absence  as, 
and  called  me  to  my  face,  an  unserviceable 
pensioner;  but  because  it  was,  at  its  best,  little 
better  than  a  mere  sensual  gratification ;  very 
little  higher  in  desert  than  that  pleasure  which 
we  feel  in  feeding  caged  and  hungry  animals* 
It  cost  him  no  sacrifice,  for  the  mere  expense 
was,  to  him,  absolutely  not  perceptible.  Now 
had  this  father  and  daughter,  notwithstanding 
the  heroic  and  filial  devotion  of  the  one,  and  the 
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gentle  probity  and  poliihcd  urbaiii^  mt'tbB 
other^  been  placed  in  any  way  80^  io  rooodaiet 
with  him,  that  he  must  acknowledge  in'  thtpi 
some  rights,  and  respect  in  tben  some  privi- 
leges, he,  this  man  of  dinner-dooatioii%  would 
have  mocked  those  privileges,  invaded  thoit 
rights,  and  have  endeavoured  to  place  then, 
with  all  the  power  of  his  malice^  in  tome  uih 
pleasant  and  inferior  light* 

It  is  upon  this  very  principle  that  ladies, 
and  gentlemen  too,  keep,  and  love  pet  aniniala, 
and,  wonderful  to  relate  I  take  to  diemselvci 
credit  for  such  monstrous  affectiona.  Lacfy 
Vilainame  shall  be  alienated  from  ber  own  iim»> 
ther,  mortally  hate  her  twin-sister,  and  shdl 
have  driven  her  only  child  from  her  doom*;  yd 
be  overflowing  with  tendemesB  for  an  uglyaiMl 
brutish  lap-dog.  Sir  Hickeiy  Hasp  shall  have 
driven  a  whole  village  out  of  their  htiBiss»  to 
starve  in  the  most  indemeat  weather;  hs  shall 
boast  that  he  hates  the  poor»  and  ya^be.  MnV 
gently  kind  to  his  spaniel,  so  kind^iodasd*  4Vt 
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he  will  risk  his  life  in  a  duel  with  the  man 
whom  he  calls  his  friend  to  avenge  a  wrong  put 
upon  this  dog. 

But  these  affections  prove  not  the  love,  but 
the  tjrranny  of  the  human  heart.  These  ani* 
mals  have  no  rights — nothing  which  demands 
i^espect ;  they  ask  for  nothing,  thus  they  gain 
all*  They  are  things  over  which  to  exercise 
empire ;  we  can  play  the  despot  on  them,  and 
therefore  we  love  them. 

If  a  lady  or  gentleman  tell  you  they  love  their 
pets  for  certain  presumed  good  qualities,  be- 
lieve them  not*  There  is  a  vast  harvest  of  vir- 
tues in  their  fellow-creatures,  which  they  might 
garner  into  their  bosoms,  and  there  feed  their 
best  affections ;  but  this  they  will  not  have  ;--- 
they  want  an  abject  dependence,  something  on 
which  to  exercise  the  love  of  rule  ! 

Alas  ]  for  poor  human  nature ! 

**  Down,  Potnpey  !  down  !  I  will  not  be  so 
fondled  upon !  It  is  downright  sycophancy. 
V\t  have  none  of  it     Look  you,  sirrah  I— look 
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you  ;  there  is  my  brotbeF-man  commg  towards 
us.  Down,  sirraby  and  bark  and  snarl  at  him 
if  you  dare.  You  do  not  like  rags,  Pompey  I 
but  I  tell  you  he's  my  brother!  Lie  down, 
Pompey.  The  man  has  a  villanoua  look,  how- 
ever. Yet  is  he  a  fellow-sharer  with  me  io  the 
blessed  privilege  of  immortality.  Well,  well ; 
say  no  more, — there  is  money  for  you — I  am 
poor  myself — my  half-pay  will  scarcely  per- 
mit me  to  keep  up  the  necessary  appearance 
of  a  gentleman — it  will  not  indeed,  my  good 
man.  You  should  not  be  ungratefuL  What 
is  my  dog  to  you — better  fed  and  housed,  hey  ! 
Away  with  you,  man;  it  is  with  my  own 
money.  You  grow  impertinent;  rights  of  the 
poor  indeed !  what  right  hare  they  to  be  im- 
pudent, sir?  Don't  presume  upon  my  age! 
I  am  Captain  Dribble.  Be  off,  or  I'll  put  the 
vagrant  act  in  force.  And  it  is  quite  terrible 
to  hear  a  poor  man  swear  in  that  way.  Hie 
thee  here,  Pompey;  O  my  good  dog,  my 
dear  dog ;    and  it  loves  its  own  maater  ao ! 
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Poropejy  after  all^  you  are  the  old  mariner'^ 
best  friend." 

Alas  !  for  poor  humaD  nature ! 
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CHAPTER  11. 

''  The  vengeful  man  is  one 
Who  on  his  own  heart  feedeth,  until  all 
It  had  of  human^  wastes,  and  then  a  globe 
Of  living  fire  bums  in  his  bosom  ever." 

Old  PiJkT. 

Mr.  Rubasoue,  under  a  feigned  name,  repeated 
his  visits,  and  really  found  much  pleasure  in 
fattening  his  proteges.  He  still  passed  for  a 
physician,  and  acted  with  considerable  delicacy 
in  his  intercourse  both  with  father  and  daughter. 
His  visits,  and  the  daily  procession  <^  men  in 
white  jackets  bearing  eatables  to  the  house, 
caused  a  sensation  in  the  neifj^bouibobd  ;  moA 
this,  as  a  sensation  always  does,  faroughi'the 
object  into  notice.    If  M.FIorentin  ate  movey 
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he  shaved  much  more  also;  and  bis  quiet,  mild 
manners  gained  upon  the  esteem  of  those  who 
lived  about  him,  and  he  soon  got  plenty  of 
customers,  I  was  going  to  say — ^but  I  must, 
since  I  have  proved  that  the  barber^s  is  a  pro- 
fession, call  them  clients. 

Since  Monsieur  and  Mademoiselle  Florentin 
said  so  much  about  their  gratitude  to  their 
benefactor,  I  shall  say  nothing*  It  must  not  be 
supposed  that,  as  Rosalie  recovered  her  health, 
she  was  able  to  conceal  anything  from  Mr.  Ru- 
basore  that,  in  reason,  he  might  ask.  He  had 
some  vague  suspicions  that  made  him  most 
anxious  to  learn  the  whole  history  of  the  sup- 
posed spy ;  and,  as  in  about  a  fortnight  after 
his  first  meeting  with  this  family,  he  thought  it 
was  high  time  to  take  some  decisive  step  re- 
specting his  ward,  he  determined  to  have  a  long 
discourse  with  Ma'amselle  Florentin,  and, 
leaving  them  some  money,  to  bid  them  farewell. 

In  his  visits  he  had  taken  M»  Florentin's 
advice,  for  which   he   first   sought   the   shop, 
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respecting  making  the  substitute  (^  a  false  head 
of  hair  for  his  own  natural  grey  locks  and  cba^ 
rished  queue.  Most  anxious  to  oblige  him, 
M.  rh)rentin  had  tried  on  Rubasore^s  pate  all 
manner  of  brutuscs,  scratches,  and  hairy  in- 
ventions, in  all  colours.  But,  as  his  parchment 
countenance  seemed  to  be  experimenting  under 
which  it  could  look  the  ugliest,  the  substitution 
was  given  up  in  despair,  and  the  gentleman  was 
forced  to  make  up  his  mind  to  make  love  in  bis 
usual  appearance,  notwithstanding  the  expressed 
dislike  of  the  lady  to  that  very  appearance,  r^ 
spectable  and  manly  as  he  thought  it 

It  was  the  last  afternoon  that  he  intended 
staying  in  town:  horses  were  ordered  for  the- 
next  morning  early,  for  his  departure  for  Jaspar 
Hall.  He  had  made  his  adieus  to  the  pern- 
quier,  who,  almost  beside  himself  with  emotion, 
was  inscribing  his  feelings  of  grief  and  gratitade 
upon  the  cheeks  of  an  unhappy  wretch,  whont 
he  was  trying  to  shave  in  the  shop.  Seated 
near  Rosalie^  he  requested  her,  in  hii  moat 
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and  blandest  manner,  to  relate  the 
ivbole'  story  of  this  suspected  person,  assuring 
her  that,  when  he  knew  all  the  facts,  he  had  no 
doubt  but  that  he  should  be  able  to  set  the 
PloreDtibes  right  irith  the  government,  and  thus 
get  them  included  among  the  other  pensioners 
who  had«  like  them,  been  driven  from  revolu« 
tioMry  France. 

Alrtady  had  the  flush  of  health  begun, 
though  fidntly,  to  break  through  the  paleness 
of  her  cheeks ;  already  had  some  show  of  ani- 
mation began  to  pervade  her  conversation,  and 
the  involuntary  quiverings  of  her  upper  lip 
had,  with  returning  health,  disappeared.  Yet 
was  ah«  not  the  Rosalie  Florentine  of  other 
days. 

This,  as  Ae  told  the  long  tale  of  her^s,  and  of 
her  father^  suflerings,  Mr.  Rubasore  knew  not ; 
he  thougrht  her  beautiful,  and  she  was  so.  In 
reeounting  all  this,  with  which  the  adventures 
of  the  supposed  spy  were  intimately  connected, 
she  thought  to  conceal  her  love  for  him.     She 
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.>)x>ke  of  him  coldly ;  and  the  brief  and  almost 
disparaging  remarks  that  she  made  upon  him 
were  only  as  if  slie  built  a  monument  of  cold 
stone  over  her  buried  happiness,  thus  making 
more  apparent  to  all  what  she  wished  none  to 
know. 

Ikit  Mr.  Rubasore  cared  but  little  about  any 
lieart  that  tlirobbed  not  for  him  ;  and,  perhaps, 
if  one  could  have  been  found  that  trusted  him 
wiili  its  love,  he  would  have  withered  it  with 
unkindness,  or  broken  it  with  cruelty.  But  he 
much  cared  for  the  tale  that  the  poor  girl  was 
telling ;  and,  when  he  had  heard  the  whole  of 
it,  even  he,  in  his  long- practised  duplicity,  was 
scarcely  able  to  repress  the  all-absorbing  interest 
lie  took  in  it. 

^^  Now,  my  dear  Miss  Rosalie,  tell  me  only 
the  name  and  the  present  retreat  of  this  young 
hero  ?'' 

The  young  lady  shuddered  at  this  request. 
Certainly,  she  had  nothing  to  fear  from  the 
charitable  physician,  yet  she  hesitated,   and, 


THE    OLD   COMMODORE.  27 

finally,  said  she  could  not  Mr.  Rubasore  be- 
came more  urgent,  and  distressed  her  dread- 
fully by  his  entreaties. 

At  length  she  said :  *^  I  think  that  I  have 
sworn  not  to  divulge  to  any  one  those  two  very 
particulars,  without  the  express  permission  of 
the  individual  himself.  Father,  father,  step  up 
here  a  moment!" 

M.Florentine  puffed  himself  up  into  the 
little  room,  all  powder,  politeness,  and  prompti- 
tude to  oblige. 

**  Father,''  continued  Rosalie,  "  have  we  not 
sworn  never  to  divulge  either  his  name  or  his 
place  of  refuge^  both  of  which  our  good  pre- 
server is  anxious  of  learning?  Have  we  not 
sworn,  father  ?** 

^'  Ah  !  Bah  t  But  he  did  not  know  Monsieur. 
He  never  could  have  meant  to  include  him.'' 

And  thus  the  too  easy  Frenchman,  taking 
Mr«  Rubasore  aside,  whispered  the  important 
intelligence  into  his  ears :  the  fatal  words  were 
divulged. 

c2 


ITowevtT,   )h'   assurffl  : 
(■cimpnmiisitif^  the  safet'i 
vidua), he  would  immedii 
daughter  placed  upon  tl 
Ihe  government ;  and  the 
iindeserTed  blessings,  the 
Mr.  Rubaaore  had  sot 
government — indeed,  mm 
to  enable  him  speedily  an 
the  Florentines.     But  had 
known,    that  now  the  da: 
eating  would,  perhaps  sot 
lifeVblood  of  one,  for  wh 
joyfully  laid  down  her  life, 
be«i  moat  joyfully  sacrifici 
cautious  a<^ 
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»faake  ourselyes  dear  of  the  bad,  by  mmly 
stating  tbat,  through,  the  instrumentality  of 
Mr.  Rubasore,  his  attorney,  Mr.  Sharpus,  and 
two  or  three  gentlemen  wearing  very  antiquated 
wigs.  Captain  Oliver  Oliphant  was  already  pro- 
nounced to  be  in  contempt  of  the  awful  Court 
of  Chanoery,  and  a  warrant  was  out  for  com* 
taitting  that  very  gallant  oflScer  from  one  fleet  to 
another^  in  which  other  the  chances  were  greatly 
in  his  favour  that  he  would  not  be  drowned. 

We  will  now  suppose  Mr.  Underdown  and 
PeterJDrivel  to  be  safely — and,  considering  all 
ihingsi  not  uncomfortably — housed  at  the 
Plough,  in  the  small  hamlet  in  the  neighbour* 
hood  of  Jaspar  Hall.  Mr*  Underdown  had 
provided  himself  with  an  epistle  from  Captain 
Oliphant,  which,  if  it  had  been  submitted  tp 
the  revision  of  Peter,  would,  as  Peter  himself 
punned  it,  have  caused  him  to  hem!  until  he 
had  got  a  atUch  in  his  side.  Mr.  Underdown 
thought  that  it  would  answer  the  purpose  very 
well,  though  be  only  presumed  at  the  contents^ 
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and  supposed  that  they  might  boast  the  proper 
allowance  of  nautical  metaphor  usually  con* 
spicuous  in  the  young  officer's  phraseology. 

The  next  forenoon,  Peter  Drivel,  having 
sought  in  vain  for  pretty  Nell,  and  sadly  want- 
ing occupation  for  his  ror,  returned  to  the 
inn,  big  with  the  intelligence  that  he  had  got 
no  news,  and  half  mad  with  his  ineffectual 
attempts  to  make  a  pun  upon  the  word  steeple ; 
liowever  he  consoled  himself  a  little  by  saying 
that  the  subject  was  too  lofty  for  him. 

Then  Mr.  Underdown  set  out  upon  his  deli- 
cate mission,  provided  with  the  above-mentioned 
nautical  letter,  Peter  as  his  credentials — who^ 
in  his  turn,  was  provided  with  the  Universal 
Spelling-l)ook — and  the  consciousness  of  honesty 
and  rectitude  of  purpose. 

Mr.  Underdown  ran  a  great  chance  of  being 
entirely  defeated  by  the  simple  occurrence  of 
not  being  able  to  obtain  an  interview  with  Miss 
Belmont.  Mrs.  Dredgely  received  him,  and, 
as  discourteously  as  any  one  pretending  to  be  a 
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gentlewoman  could,  told  him  that  it  was  Rosa's 
wish,  and  her  guardian's  positive  orders,  that 
she  should  neither  see  nor  be  seen  by  strangers. 
As  to  delivering  Captain  Oliphant^s  letter  to 
the  young  lady,  the  elderly  one  looked  upon 
the  proposal  as  a  positive  insult.  "  Good  morn- 
ing** was  then  very  crossly  wished,  and,  before 
Mr.  (Jnderdown  could  get  delivered  of  any  of 
his  conciliatory  speeches,  he  found  himself, 
strangely  enough  as  he  thought,  not  only  out- 
side of  the  door,  but  of  the  gate  of  the  front 
court  also. 

"  Peter  Drivel,"  said  Mr.  Underdown,  be- 
tween vexation  and  amusement,  ^*  Peter  Drivel, 
we  are  fairly  beaten.^ 

"  We  may  beat  in  our  tum,^  said  Peter, 
gathering  himself  up  for  a  pun. 

**  How — whom — what  ?'* 

"  A  retreat.** 

^*  And  I  think  that  I  ought  to  beat  something 
in  my  turn— your  back.** 

Then  my  back  would  be  beaten ;  and,  as  I 


it 
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should  have  a  beaten  back— back    beaten — 
beaten  back — hack — whack  back * 

*«  Well,  out  with  it,  Peter.'' 

**  Ah  sir !  it  is  an  abortion.  I  thought  I 
liad  caught  an  excellent  pun  by  the  tip  of  the 
wing,  but  it  has  taken  itself  off,  sir ;  and  I  8up« 
pose  we  must  do  the  same.'' 

**  I  will  not  have  travelled  so  many  hundred 
miles  only  to  be  present  at  an  attempt  at  a 
pun." 

'*  People  have  travelled  farther  for  a  worse 
object.  It  was  an  attempt,  I  grant ;  but  it  is 
unkind,  sir,  of  you  to  mention  it.  But  it  is 
wonderful  how  much  I  have  to  forgive  in  this 
way.  Shitll  I  go  and  order  dinner,  sir  ?  Perhaps 
you  would  like  to  walk  for  an  appetite ;  a  fine 
shingle,  sir,  and  the  exercise  of  getting  over 
it,  is  almost  equal  to  the  labour  of ^ 

*^  Bringing  forth  a  new  good  thing.** 

^*  Thank  you,  sir.  I  am  glad  to  find  you 
appreciate  my  merits  at  last  My  own  tamater. 
Captain  Oliphant,  never  could,  sir."  -      -      '^" 
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**  W^ell,  Ppter,  I  will  take  your  advice, 
and  go  down  to  the  beach,  for  I  perceive 
that  I  shall  have,  from  thence,  a  very  good 
yiew  of  .  the  mansion)  and  those  in  the  man* 

*  *  * 

sion  may,  if  they  like,  have  a  very  good 
view .  of  me.  But,  Peter,  you  are  my  cre^ 
dentials.  As  a  good  ambassador,  I  shall 
leave  them  behind  me — ^you  had  better  walk 
round  ^d.  round  the  house,  and  keep  yourself 
as  much  in  sight  as  you  can.  If  Miss  Belmont 
sees  yoii^  ^he  will  probably  send  for  you,  in 
order, tl;^t  she  may  learn  news  of  your  master; 
shpulfl  this  occur,  say  that  I  have  a  letter  to  her 
fyqm  him;  if^  on  the  other  hand,  she  should  not 
s^^Q&f,and  that  red-faced  woman,  who  acts  as 
mistress  hj^e,  should  choose  to  have  you  put  in 
the  stocks  as  a  vagabond  and  a  trespasser,  send 
for  me — I  shall  be  on  the  spot  you  have  re- 
commended me,  and  I  will  take  care  when  I  re^ 
tum.in  about  an  hour  hence,  to  pass  by,  these 
si^me  stocks,  and  look  into  the  cage,  as  I  gp  to 
the  Plough."  :,  .> 

c  5 
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^'  Thank  ye,  sir,  heartily,  nothing  could  be 
more  considerate.  Put  me  in  the  stocks? — 
^()o(l.  Don't  go,  sir,  till  I  have  done  a  little 
business  in  my  way.  Put  me  in  the  stocks^  then 
tlicre  would  be  a  fund  of  amusement — they 
would  neither  rise  nor  fall  so  much  as  the  de- 
posit, tlierefore  I  should  be  bull  and  bear  my- 
self, as  I  worked  myself  up  and  down.  As 
Shakspcare  says,  we  are  not  stocks  and  8tone& 
Stocks  —  now  that's  very  ungentlemanly,  the 
man's  out  of  hearing,  and  I  have  not  half  done 
yet.  Mr.  Underdown  may  be  a  very  worthy 
gentleman,  but  he  has  no  taste  for  wit.  He 
is  neither  witty  himself,  nor  the  cause  of  wit 
in  others,  as  honest  old  Jack  hath  it  Well, 
he  has  left  me  here  as  his  credeptials — the 
most  creditable  party  in  the  affair,  as  I  take 
it.  Good,  ril  walk  round  the  house  as  he 
wished;  but  there  is  no  use  losing  time. 
ril  refresh  my  memory,''  So  worthy  Peter 
opened  his  Dilworth,  and  began  to  read  as  he 
walked.     *^  Acts,  deeds — ax,  a  carpenter's  tool 
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— hacks,  doth  hack;^  but  he  had' got  no  fur- 
ther than  "  beau,  a  fop — ^bo,  a  word  of  terror, 
than  he  ran  right  up  against  a  broad,  bony, 
brawny,  Cornish  countryman  in  livery. 

"  Bo,— is  I  a  goose,  nion— -whoam  may  you 
her 

^^  Lam  the  credentials,  rustic.'^ 

'^  Doam  thy  stick-— call  I  a  stick  agin,  and 
m  break^un  about  thy  crazy  head,  mon." 

^^  Provincial,  you  are  unurbane.  I  would 
speak  with  your  mistress." 

^^  Thee  woant  haa  nothing  to  do  with  my 
missus,  and  missus  says  I  be  to  get  constable, 
and  put  thee  in  the  cage  like,  if  thee  doesn'^t 
tramp — there !" 

"  Depart; — I  am  studious." 

Now  the  worshipful  Peter  was  always  the  most 
pompous  with  those  whom  he  conceived  to  be 
the  most  ignorant,  therefore  he  glorified  himself 
before  the  menial,  who  stared  at  him,  and  heard 
his  language  with  unmeasured  surprise,  which 
surprise  was  not  on  the  decrease  when  he  saw 
him  very  composedly  seat  himself  in  full  view 


36  THI(  OLD  COXMOOaftK. 

of  the  front  windowa  of  tbe  houae,  and  mpjfmt 
to  be  reading  his  book  attentivdy. 
^^  Then  thee  woant  tramp  ?* 
^^  No,  discourteous  trencher-scraper." 
"  Teiree  these  be  own  private  piemifwi    ill 
as  far  as  'yond  boundaries  Iranet  marked  wiAh 
stones.*'  ^ 

^^  Pooh  !  the  common  earth  man;  here  wiUI 
sit  and  meditate  on  words  and  things  sublime.'* 
*'  Then  constable  weel  nob  thee,  moD-*poor 
crazy  body  as  he  be.** 

Now  this  last  remark  of  the  retiring  footoMii 
made  Peter  Drivel  wroth;  so  he  took  up  a 
stone,  well  adapted  by  its  angularity  to  find  its 
way  into  a  thick  skull,  if  thrown  with  suffickot 
force,  and  hurled  it  after  the  insulter  witk  a 
very  creditable  degree  of  precision  and  impetus. 
It  broke  the  man's  uncovered  head.  First  dap* 
ping  his  band  to  the  wound,  to  discover  whether 
tbe  little  brains  of  which  he  could  boast  liad 
oozed  out,  he  turned  round,  and  was  iinmnii 
ately  within  arm's-length  of  the  not  unprefHMed 
Peter.      • 
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'  WitKottt  wasting  time  in  any  unnede8sak>y 
preliminaries^  isfiue  was  immediately  joined  in 
single  combat,  commonly  called  a  fistic  duel.  I 
am  not  going  to  describe  the  rounds  mibutely. 
It  was  all  round  with  the  west-countryman — he 
hit  round)  he  whirled  round,  and  his  two  artiis 
worked  like  the  sails  of  a  windmill  going  round, 
utid  these  arms  he  wished  to  place  round  Peter, 
in  ovder  to  give  him  the  true  Cornish  hug. 
Peter  declined  it  However,  as  an  indemnity  for 
this  uncomplying  conduct,  Peter  delivered  his 
one,  two,  twenty  times  over  upon  all  parts  of  his 
antagonist's  face,  and  whilst  the  burly  fellow 
was  shaking  his  head,  and  making  his  great 
eyea  greater  at  these  delicate  touches,  the  face- 
painter  got  away.  In  a  short  time,  the  poor  ser- 
vant found  his  head  and  face  almost  twice  their 
natural  site,  and  this  miracle  was  produced,  too', 
by  a  dapper  Hltle  fellow  that  he  wa^  sure  he 
eoitfld  have  eaten  if  he  could  only  have  got  at 
bhn* 

But  to  thrashing  this  man,  Pet^  Drivel  dfd 
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his  master  the  best  possible  service.  This  en- 
counter soon  drew  out  the  other  servants,  and 
seeing  a  person  so  little,  beating  the  bully  of  the 
servant's  hall,  they  gave  up,  for  once,  the  esprit 
de  corps  of  tlic  shoulder-knot,  and  clamorously 
preserved  fair  play.  This  clamour  brought 
out  the  female  domesticity,  a  bad  word,  but 
let  it  go,  for,  if  I  try  to  mend  it,  I  may 
make  the  matter  worse,  as  they  did ;  for  the 
fray,  that  was  only  clamorous  before,  became 
obstreperous,  which  I  take  to  be  the  meaning 
that  Nelly  wished  to  convey,  when  she  rushed 
into  Miss  Belmont's  private  apartment,  and,  with 
the  outspread  fingers  of  both  her  hands  above 
her  head,  exclaimed,  that  "little  Peter,  Captain 
Oliphant's  man,  was  obstropulously  beating 
Heavy  Hal,  the  second  footman." 

We  need  not  be  diffuse  on  the  emotions  that 
this  simple  intelligence  created  in  the  bosom  of 
our  romantic  lady,  who  had  been  hitherto  kept 
profoundly  ignorant  of  Mr.  Underdown'^s  mU 
tempt  at  an  interview.     Acting  upon  impulse, 
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as  every  romantic  person  is  bound  to  do^  she 
followed  Nelly  to  the  scene  of  action^  whither 
also  Mrs.  Dredegely  had  repaired,  her  face 
more  inflamed  than  that  of  the  sun,  trying  to 
work  his  way  through  a  London  fog.  She  was 
upon  the  point  of  ordering  Peter  to  the  cage, 
without  hearing  anything  on  his  behalf,  when 
Miss  Belmont  interposed,  or  rather  moved  an 
amendment,  that  for  the  word  cage,  should  be 
read  "  her  private  sitting-room,"^  which  amend« 
ment  was  carried  by  a  very  large  majority. 

However,  Peter  was  a  man  who  wished  to 
bear  himself  as  befitted  a  man  who  was  the 
^^  credentials"  of  his  master,  so  begged  leave,  in 
the  first  place,  to  ^'  wash  his  hands  of  his  late 
opponent,''  and  they  really  wanted  it,  for  there 
was  much  of  his  blood  upon  them. 

Borne  in  graceful  triumph  between  Nelly  and 
the  cook,  he  made  his  triumphal  entry  into  the 
kitchen,  and  eager  were  the  services  of  all  in 
assisting  him  at  his  ablutions.  But  even  under 
the  operation  of  the  pump,  Peter  ran  the  risk 
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of.wflfocatioa  ia  the  vm^.^pd^Tffgj^j^ 
liver  himfielf  of  a  pun.  Butf  jui.^fi^;fgmj^ 
tkrew  cold  water  upon  the  attaqpt^jjv^nill 
suppose  it  to  be  so  bad  a  qd^  ^h^fiJ>  ^IflQ 
drowned,  like  an  ugly  puppj,  wjth  j»ir«fl,ot^. 
pups  ugUer  than  he.  ^^  ,^  ^,^^.j 

Refreshed, and  with  re*adjusted.ap|ijVi^fLMr. 
Drivel  was  ushered  into  the  romantic,  PJn^pVNBe. 
He  had  much  diflBculty  in  '"•^^ftg  bjli  WKL 
across  the  room.  The  impediments  ^Wf^  ^IH". 
sical  as  they  were  numerous,  amon^  the,  moat 
con^icuous  of  which  were  two  alyu«.,oiilr 
imagined  by  Pope,  of  « twelve  Fn^^^pu^ 
finely  gilt.'^  Guitars,  harps,  and  harpaidbp|rds» 
drawing-boards,  and  easels,  an  appanUua.fiir 
Staining  paper,  globes,  portfolios,  and  sUiHiiiu^ 

ropes,  formed  a  very  imposing  confusioii. ,   The 

•      .-f  r.  i[:tii  or 

lady  had  just  completed  a  very  ezcdlent  MMtml 
Ukeness,  in  water-colours,  of  the  BdladouMiB  as 
s|j€|  lay  at  anchor,  which  was  fbe.^vi^ipfe  ij^^ 
Sn^y  arwsted  the  attentim,.  (fp4r  ^9#^^|^ 
m^mAmm^W  of  ,the .  wwp|i  ,ve;p^|H^^  fyfgj^ 
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That  astottiflhinent,  however,  he  wm  just  Iheh 


tbo  police  to  expresa. 

^  ^  <'  Well,  P^er,""  said  Miss  Rosa  Belndoiit, 
wiih  her  coloar  a  little  more  brilliant  than  the 
heat  of  the  day  might  warrant,  '*  I  hope  nsj 
ill-bred  servant  has  not  much  hurt  you,  when 
he  heUt  you  just  now  (^ 

'  *^  Beat  me,  miss.  If  you  think  that  lolloping 
diap  beat  iiie, — ^if  you,  miss,  think  so,— then 

indeed  I  am  much  hurt.    I  wish,  madam,  you 

'  ■■     ■   • 

would  condescend  to  order  him  here,  and  ask 

him  how  he  likes  beating  me.     Beat  me !   That 

beats  cockfighting — and  I  the  credentials,  too  !'* 

"The  what,  good  Peter?'*  for  the  lady 
wished  to  be  soothing,  seeing  that  he  was 
oiFencied  at  something,  but  still  thinking  that 
so  little  a  man  must  have  been  well  thrashed  by 
one  so  large. 

**  The  credentials,  ma'am,^  said  he,  quite 
stifBy,  "  Captain  Oliphant,  ma*am,  has  some- 
thing very  important  to  communicate  to  you, 
itia'am ;  and,  as  he  cannot  leave  the  ahip,  he  has 
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sent  nie  ashore  with  a  gentleman,  Mr.  Under- 
down,  whom  the  red-faced  gentlewoman  gentlj 
turned  out  of  the  house  this  morning,  ina'^am, 
that  gentleman  has  a  letter,  ma'am — but  I  was 
sent  to  prove  to  you  that  the  thing  is  no  hoax — 
beat  me — " 

"  Indeed,  Peter,  I  am  very  sorry  for  it. 
The  cowardly  fellow,  to  take  so  mean  an  advan- 
tage of  his  superior  strength  and  size.  I'll  dis- 
miss him  to-morrow — there's  a  couple  of  gui- 
neas, Peter,  to  make  you  some  amends  for  the 
punislmient  that  the  brutish  man  has  inflicted 
upon  you." 

Peter  took  the  money  irreverently  enough, 
and  first  tossed  up  one  piece,  and  then  another, 
from  his  thumb-nail.  Seven  times  were  they  so 
tossed,  whilst  his  mind  was  still  more  violently 
tossed  in  the  troubled  sea  of  doubt,  whether  he 
should  retain  the  money  given  him  under  an 
apprehension  so  insulting  to  his  manliness.  At 
length,  his  doubts  and  the  money  were  both 
quietly  disposed  of,  and  he  made  a  low  bow, 
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drily  observiDg,  ^^  that  he  should  like  to  be  80 
beaten  daily  for  the  same  remuneration/' 

The  young  lady  had  just  rung  the  b^U,  in 
order  to  send  a  servant  to  Mr.  Underdown,  to 
request  that  he  would  honour  her  with  a  call, 
when  in  plunged  Mrs.  Dredgely,  with  real 
alarm,  and  a  great  deal  of  anger  depicted  on  her 
countenance,  a  countenance  that  was  excellently 
adapted  to  the  expression  of  such  emotions. 

^*  O,  Miss  Rosa,  here's  murder  committed  in 
this  very  house— ^and  there  stands  the  villain 
before  you.  Henry  has  gone  o£P  insensible,  and 
we  can't  bring  him  to ;  his  head  is  as  big  as  a 
cider-barrel.  The  doctor  will  be  here  directly. 
I'm  sure  the  man  will  die,  if  he  is  not  dead 
already, — we  must  secure  that  savage  murderer. 
O,  Miss  Rosa,  and  you  talking  to  him  so 
quietly  like.  You  are  our  prisoner,  in  the 
king^s  name,  you  savage  ruffian,  you." 

**  Pray  don't  be  alarmed,  ma'^am ;  my  late 
antagonist  is  only  sulking;  a  wet  swab  will 
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bring  liim  to.     It  is  only  a  judgment  upon  him 

for  beating  me  so  unmercifully." 

''  Beat  you — why,  you've  killed  the  man  !" 
^'  The  man  may  die,  or  the  man  may  leave  it 

alone.     I   have  two  good    golden  reasons   for 

knowing  that  he  beat  me  this  morning  most 

unmercifully."" 

By  this  time.  Miss  Belmont  became  seriously 
alarmed,  and  they  went  immediately  into  the 
entrance   hall,    where  they  found  Heavy  Hal 
lying  on  the  marble  floor  in  a  state  of  real  or 
assumed  insensibility.     Already  had  his  hands 
been  slapped,  and  feathers  and  rags  been  burned 
under  his  nose.    Those  about  him  were  in  a  state 
of  perplexity  and  alarm,  when  Mr.  Underdown 
made  his  appearance.    This  gentleman  always 
carried  a  case  of  surgical  instruments  with  him. 
Having  dispersed  the  crowd  from  about  the  man, 
lie  bled  him,  and  soon  gave  him  the  full  use 
of  the  moderate  quantity  of  sense  which  nature 
had  permitted  to  him.     When  his  eyes  were  as 
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much  opened  as  the  swelling  about  them  would 
permit,  he  shook  his  head  ruefully  at  Peter 
Drivel,  and  looking  round  at  the  merriment  ex- 
pressed  on  most  of  the  countenances,  he  pre- 
pared to  shamble  o£P  in  silence. 

**  You  had  better  lead  him  to  his  bed-room. 
Thomas,  and  bind  up  his  swelled  head." 

^*  A  shan't.  Madam  Dredgely — I  says  a 
shan't,  ni  go  whoam  to  mother.  Ye  may 
send  my  wages  arter  me.  I  turns  ye  off,  and 
Miss  Rosa  too,  as  my  missusses.     I'll  go  whoam 

to  mother." 

•  ■,.."■  •■ . 

And  home  to  mother  the  beaten  bully  went, 
to  the  great  satisfaction  of  everybody. 


M 


46 


THE   OLD    COMMODORE. 


CHAPTER  III. 


*'  When  art  meets  art  then  comes  the  tug  of  war. " 


Now,  at  this  time,  there  was  a  sort  of  armed 
neutrality  between  Mrs.  Dredgely  and  the  young 
lady  under  her  charge.  Each  was  on  the  guard 
against  the  other.  The  elder  was  fearful  of 
carrying  restriction  upon  the  younger  to  the 
verge  of  oflfence,  the  younger  not  desirous  of 
provoking  the  elder  to  the  display  of  open 
enmity.  Indeed,  considering  the  short  duration 
of  her  empire  and  her  future  prospects^  Mrs. 
Dredgely  was  much  at  a  loss  whoni  of  the  two 
she  should  conciliate,  the  guardian  or  bis  ward. 
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The  re-appearance  ofMnUoderdown  brought 
the  matter  to  a  crisis. 

After  Miss  Belmont  had  thanked  him,  in  her 
sweetest  tones,  for  his  assistance  in  recovering 
her  departed  servant,  she  begged  that  he  would 
do  her  the  honour  of  walking  in,  and  partaking 
some  refreshment  During  this  speech,  Mrs. 
Dredgely  smiled,  and  frowned,  and  fidgetted, 
but  made  no  objection. 

Mr.  Underdown,  wishing  to  do  all  things  in 
the  least  offensive  manner,  and  thus  to  do  them 
the  more  completely,  bowed  very  respectfully, 
first  to  Rosa,  and  then  to  her  chaperone. 

^^  I  thank  you  sincerely  for  your  hospitable 
kindness,"  said  he  to  the  former ;  to  the  latter, 
^*  Have  I,  madam,  your  permission  ?^ 

"  Why^  sir,"  Mrs.  Dredgely  replied,  "  I  am 
placed  in  a  peculiar  situation — that  I  am.  A 
poor  lone  widow,  though  of  the  best  family  in 
the  county,  I  assure  you — of  sound  religious 
principles,  too,  sir— -what  am  I  to  do?  If  I 
offend  Mr.  BubnBore^-his  own  relation  though 
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I  be — he  will  turn  me  out  to  starve  upon  mj 
poor  one  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  a-yeor ;  and 
I  wouldn't,  for  millions  and  millions  of  worlds, 
anger  that  dear  delightful  angel,  whom  I  love 
better  than  my  whole  life.  What  shall  I  do— 
what  shall  I  do?^  And  here  there  was  displayed 
some  of  the  best  imitative  sobbing  and  one  of 
the  whitest  cambric  handkerchiefs  possible. 

''  We  request  you  to  do  nothing,  my  dear 
good  lady/'  said  Underdown  in  his  most  in^nu- 
ating  voice,  ^*  nothing  but  what  will  be  most 
conducive  to  your  own  interests.  Really,  Mr. 
Uubasore  has  not  used  you  well.  I  will  explain 
this  to  you  fully:  however,  I  will  gladly  avail 
myself,  in  the  meantime,  of  your  invitation  to 
take  luncheon ;  I  am  really  hungry." 

At  this  repast,  Mr.  Underdown  did  everything 
that  could  re-assure  Mrs.  Dredgely,  who  con- 
fessed that  she  had  received  a  great  eon- 
sideration,  provided  that,  without  encountering 
the  opposition  of  Miss  Belmont,  she  kept  that 
lady  from   the  sight  of  all  visiters  until  he 


m 

(wrkh .  gMBtmHi  grad  imlly  drawi^  fimn  faer  t  iMd^ 
ndieov^baft  dkfted,  was  the  taase  of  ii  tiflbst 
«M0?tteoi:bfirst  of  iodignatioii  from  the  romaatic 
Ba0a*t  "Bferjv  adjective,  the  least  synonitnotrs 
|^/|bo-«^oid^^  perfidious,"  came  into  energetit 
|)li^4   and  'the  scene,   as  the  contriver  of  it 
intendtdt  eondiided  in  Mrs.  Dredgely  almost 
4i9gi9g^.b9irself  on  her  knees  before  Rosa,  ask- 
ingi'Of  pardon,  relentings,  embraces,  kisses,  and, 
ultjfi)alely#  vows  of  eternal  friendship. 
T  iHaviQg  thus  full  J  committed  the  gauvemantei 
MrKlJfiderdown  next  proceeded  to  explain  to 
lba*ladiea  the  law  and  the  privilege  that  Miss 
BeUndettt  bad  of  choosing  other  guardians.     He 
then  delivered  Captain  Oliphant's  letter,  and 
t^u»  opened  to  the  eyes  of  Rosa  a  most  delight- 
fid»  a  most  blissful  prospect     It  was  then  that 
]^«  Uaderdovn    fully  observed  the  romantic 
ardour  olber  disposition.    The  vivid  eloquence 
oC.  lier  expressions  fairiy  astonished  him,   to 
whom  a^tomshment  was  so  oulamiUar. 

VOL.  III.  o 
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Yet  Mrs.  Dredgely  did  not  fully  participate 
in  tliis  burst  of  bliss.     When  she   heard   the 
plan  of    Rosa   being   removed  to    Trestletree 
Hall,    the   grandeur   of  the  place  commented 
upon,   the  largeness  of  the  establishment  and 
the  amiability  of  its  inmates,  and  more  especially 
the  great  conunand  that  they  had  of  the  most 
fashionable  society, — and,  during  all  this,  when 
she  found  no  mention  made  of  her  own  name 
as  an   integral  part  of  all  these   desirabilities, 
her  cambric  handkerchief  was  again  at  her  eyes, 
and  "  Oh  !  what  will  become  of  rae  ?"  once  more 
doled  forth. 

Kosa  was  too  deeply  absorbed  in  her  sweet 
reveries  to  pay  much  attention  to  these  com- 
plainings; but  as  Mr.  Underdown  had  not,  by  a 
great  deal,  so  much  heart  as  Miss  Belmont, 
who,  as  she  said  herself,  was  ^^  all  heart,"  so  he 
had  some  little  sense  of  Mrs.  Dredgely 's  sorrow, 
and  thus  undertook  the  part  of  consoler : — 

''  Do  not,  my  dear  madam,  give  way  to 
these  doleful  presentiments.     Had  you  no  other 
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trust  than  the  gratitude  of  the  Bacuissart 
family,  you  would,  believe  roe,  have  reason  to 
think  yourself  fortunate.  That  Miss  Belmont 
will  marry  Captain  Oliphant  may  almost  be 
pronounced  to  be  a  certainty.  Reflect  if,  by 
any  miracle,  Mr.  Rubasore  should  possess  him- 
self of  the  hand  of  his  ward,  how  small  would 
be  your  chance  of  hereafter  becoming  his 
wife.^ 

"  I  Mr.  Rubasore^s  wifeP 

"  Surely.  He  only  overlooks  your  great 
merits  in  the  presence  of  a  person  a  little,  very 
little,  younger,  though  a  great  deal  richer." 

*•  Ah,  she  is  a  great  deal  richer,  certainly." 

**  You  have  stated  the  exact  point  upon 
which  the  question  turns.  As  to  personal 
appearance,  there  are  many,  I  assure  you, 
madam,  who  would  prefer  yours  to  that  of 
Miss  Belmont.  I  should  be  a  gross  flatterer  if 
I  said  all  men  would.  Mr.  Rubasore  must  be 
well  assured,  in  his  own  mind,  that  you  are 
better  fitted  to  be  his  companion,  his  bosom 

d2 


"  Mr.  Ilubasore  will  ncv 
ladv,  with  a  sincere  sigh. 

"  He  will,  madam,  wh< 
leisure  and  the  opportunitj 

•*  Hush,  my  "dear  sir  I 
hear  you.'* 

"Fear  it  not  Obaervi 
now  eyes  and  ears  only  for  v 
calls  inspiration.  I  know  t 
of  the  disease.  She  is  ma 
you,  madam,  is  that  Sappl 
half  glory,  half  madness,  fit 
of  so  grave  and  so  sarcastic 
basore  ?" 

"  Certainly  not ;  though 
I  wish  that  countenance,  wii 
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ti 


Stop,  sir,  if  you  please.  How  is  my  appear- 
ing to  join  in  a  conspiracy  against  Mr.  Rubasore 
to  terminate  in  my  marrying  him  ? — that  is  to 
say,  if  I  choose  to  accept  him — for  I  have  not 
yet  made  up  my  mind  whether  I  would  marry 
him  after  all." 

After  that  remark,  Mr.  Underdown  knew  that 
it  was  all  arranged  in  her  own  mind  to  the 
utmost  of  his  wishes. 

^'Miss  Belmont,  may  I  disturb  you  for  a 
moment  ?*" 

^'  I  am  all  attention.'^  She  then  continued,  in 
a  lower  tone,  murmuring,  unconscious  of  the 
presence  of  any  on^— 

'*  And  spring's  feather 'd  choristers  shall  chant 
The  name^  the  name  of— of — " 

"  Oliver  Oliphant,"  said  Mr.  Underdown, 
kindly  helping  her  out  with  the  couplet  "  Yes, 
Miss  Belmont,  you  are  determined  to  repair  to 
town  with  me  to-morrow,  and  take  the  legal 
steps  in  order  to  choose  new  guardians." 
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And  joa  will  rent  nj  iame  that  uwf  be 
employed  to  preveot  you." 

I  will,  to  the  but  braOh  of  bj  lifie.* 
You  bear  that,  Hn.  Dredgd  j.     And  ought 
you   not,   as  Miis  BdraootTa  fricod  and 
todiau,  and  to  prevent  iirandal»  to 
her?" 

**  I  think  I  ought" 

^'  And  as  the  friend  ot  Mr.  Auboaora^ 
that  you  cannot  prevent  this  extreme  step,  as 
his  friend,  I  say,  and  as  one  jealoua  of  his  iota* 
rests,  ought  you  not  to  aocompany  oa  to  watch 
these  extreme  proceedings?^ 

^*  I  am  sure  I  ought/'  said  the  lady,  quite 
satisfied. 

^'  Well,  write  to  Mr.  Rubasoie  immediatdj, 
and  as  indignantly  as  you  like.  We  do  «*^i»w"g 
clandestinely,  madam.  Let  her  gmidiaii  nuael 
us  before  the  Lord  ChanodUor»  if  ha  4«vab** 

<'  I  can  hear  nothing  againat  Mr.  B«hMfl«%? 
said  Mrs.  Dtedgely»  excesavdy  pbaaedi    '^JiiK 
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thing,  sir — without  you  have  anything  more  to 
add/' 

"  Well,  madam,  you  will  best  serve  his  inte- 
rests by  accompanying  his  ward  to  town/' 

'^  I  shall  do  so,  sir ;  and  state  to  that  honour- 
able gentleman  the  whole  progress  of  these 
outrageous  proceedings,  and  my  just  indignation 
at  them.  Mind,  sir,  I  shall  do  this  with  no 
reference  to  our  silly  conversation  respecting 
any  matrimonial  engagement  with  Mr.  Rubasore, 
whom,  I  dare  say,  I  should  refuse,  should  he 
o£fer  himself.  I  think,  sir,  we  shall  defy  your 
machinations." 

'^  The  sooner,  madam,  the  issue  is  tried  the 
better.'' 

^^  My  displeasure  at  your  conduct,  sir,  is 
sufficiently  great,  without  having  it  increased 
by  unpleasant  reflections." 

^*  Madam,  my  displeasure  equals  your  own.'" 

Just  then,  never  were  two  people  mutually 
more  pleased  with  each  other. 

Notwithstanding  the  avowed  hostility  of  the 
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two  parties,  Mr.  Underdown  spent  the  rest  of 
the  day  most  happily  at  Jaspar  HalL  Peter 
was  the  hero  of  the  kitchen,  and  was  gratified 
by  almost  as  much  unsophisticated  astonishment 
as  satisfied  even  his  vanity. 

Early    the    next    morning,     Mrs.  Dredgely 
having,  before  the  establishment,  with  the  best-  ij 

humoured  and  mildest  countenance  she  had 
been  seen  to  wear  for  many  weeks,  verbally 
protested  against  the  proceedings,  resigned  the 
keys  to  the  housekeeper,  she  then  stepped  in  the 
post-chaise  with  Miss  Belmont  and  Nelly.  Four 
horses  whirled  them  along  towards  London,  the 
inmates  being  in  the  most  amicable  state  of 
opposition  conceivable^  and  each,  now  they  were 
openly  quarrelling,  loving  each  other  a  little  for 
the  first  time  in  their  lives.  Mr.  Underdown 
followed  in  another  chaise,  in  which  he  had 
granted  a  seat  to  Peter  Drivel,  having  first  of 
all  found  that  his  intolerable  but  very  convenient 
headache  would  preclude  all  manner  of  con- 
versation. 
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Peter,  thus  reduced  to  involuntary  silence, 
was  the  only  miserable  person  of  the  party. 

Arrived  in  London^  Mr.  Underdown  lost  no 
time  in  addressing  the  Lord  Chancellor.  The 
case  was  heard  in  his  private  room.  Miss  Bel- 
mont bad  an  interview  with  the  learned  lord ; 
Rubasore's  letters  were  produced,  and  his 
lordship  was  not  slow  in  coming  to  a  conclusion 
that  Mr.  Rubasore  had  most  shamefully  abused 
his  trust  for  the  most  selfish  purposes.  His 
guardianship  was  taken  from  him,  those  whom 
Miss  Belmont  preferred  appointed,  a  handsome 
sum  set  aside  for  her  use  during  the  few  months 
of  ber  mincmty,  and,  unkindest  cut  of  all, 
Mr.  RubascHre  was  adjudged  to  pay  the  whole 
expense  of  the  application. 

The  proceedings,  of  course,  were  staid  against 
Captain  Oliphant;  and  the  expenses  of  this, 
also,  fell  where  they  ought — upon  the  unjust 
guardian. 

Mr.  Sharpus,  Rubasore^s  attorney,  who  nar- 
rowly escaped  being  struck  off  the  rolls,  did  his 
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found. 


w.^;.,i,     just      jjj^ 


«^'  'va«   far   auaj,   „, 

anticipated  revenge  on  t 

on  the  clue  that  he  had 

»«»»«•     He  had  not  the 

energetic  measures  that  , 

successfully  pursued  again 

Mrs.  Dredgely  acted  her 

written  duplicates  to  Mr.  S 

basore;   and,   immediately 

town,  hastened  to  the  offic 

made  great  merit  and  great 
proceedings.     Sharpus  was 
praised  her  greatly,  and.  ai 
not  his  own,  paid  her  well. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


''  'I'is  on  the  eve  of  battle  that  the  mind 
Deals  in  deep  magic,  conjuring  up  all  things 
Of  sweet  and  bitter  flavour,  and  contrasts 
In  dreadful  disarray  the  crown  of  glory 
With  the  cold  tomb." 

Old  Play. 


My  tale  is  drawing  to  acrisis.  I  am  agitated 
From  many  points  events  are  converging  as 
to  one  common  centre,  and,  in  bringing  forward 
masses,  I  shall  have  but  too  little  opportunity 
to  expatiate  upon  details.  I  am  unartful  in  my 
method :  I  fear  me  my  labour  will  all  have  been 
thrown  away,  and  my  climax  will  explode  in  the 
wrong  place.  O  that  I  could  assemble  together 
every  reader  that  I  may  have  f  how  humbly 
would  I  pass  on  before  them,  with  my  hat  bound 


wliat  one  only  nlio  is  w 
tlic   pen   coiilil    have    b 
issue.     Bui,  alas!  this  i 
now,  JD  my  eleventh  hou 
so  multiplied  have  my  d 
me,   that  I  know  not  i 
bark  I  methinks  I  hear  tl 
right  royal  sea  artillery, 
satea   healthily,   my    boei 
fibres  of  my  heart  firm ;  it 
of  the  din  of  battle,  wh 
suffered,  aud  died.  Id  th 
strife  that  seems  so  mut^ 
that  we  sacrifice  all  joya  t 
*iis  the  booming  of  the  dot 
the  silent  waters.     Now  T 
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derbolt  bear  a  strange  kind  of  love  to  the 
battered  old  hero.  He  seemed  to  govern  them, 
and  all  his  squadron,  less  by  severity  than  a 
never-ceasing  vigilance.  No  fault  that  was  com- 
mitted was  overlooked,  yet  few  offences  were 
punished,  and  none,  according  to  the  notions  of 
the  time,  adequately.  A  silent  but  rapid  re- 
formation was  working  upon  the  crew ;  a  spirit 
of  honour  began  to  rise  among  them,  and  each 
roan  commenced  exchanging  his  recklessness  for 
a  new-born  self-respect 

Sir  Octavius  had  been  nearly  one  month  on 
board ;  and,  as  yet,  no  back  had  been  bared  to 
the  severe  torture  of  the  ignominious  lash.  The 
boatswain's  cane^  merely  from  habit,  was  some- 
times used;  but  so  sure  was  the  feeling  that 
even  that  comparatively  trifling  personal  chas- 
tisement would  be  displeasing  to  the  Commodore, 
that  no  blow  was  ever  struck  in  his  sight. 

But  had  the  crew  of  the  Thunderbolt  sud- 
denly —and,  if  suddenly,  miraculously — become 
immaculate  ?  Oh  no,  far  from  it !   Drunkenness 


~'"''T.  <«<-™e  a,  par 
"'*■'''■'■'  "''  f()t)Unif)t  am 
»evmljofp„„i,l,„5„, 
"  'ympothy  »iih  ihei, 
importance  as  objects  to 
The  good  men  could  « 
''ay,  to  those  who  felt  i 
■l"';,  even  for  ,  mmm, 
that  .nivelling  fell„,_  g, 

menbegsn  to  avoid  crime, 
knew  that  thoj,  would  be 
I*"""  it  waa  ,h,bb^. 
the  pride  of  thi,,entlme.t. 
a  new-born  specie,  of  h.p 
had  alisady  m«le  .  g^ 
moral  perfection 
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thus  rapidly  reforming  all  the  rest  Ever  aiid 
anon,  a  broken  oath  would  fall  abortively  to  the 
ground.  Often  the  flushed  brow,  and  the  gy- 
rated hook  and  spike  would  betray  the  contention 
within.  None  appreciated,  none  even  knew  the 
agonised  struggle  that  would,  at  times,  take 
place  in  that  manly  bosom,  between  the  wildest 
passion  and  a  deep  sense  of  duty  and  remorse. 
^'  Lead  me  not  into  temptation  !^  was  the  most 
important  clause  of  his  daily  prayer. 

Very  different,  indeed,  was  the  scene  on  the 
quarter-deck  of  the  Thunderbolt  to  that  which 
was  usual  on  board  of  the  Terrific.  Formerly, 
when  Sir  Octavius  appeared  on  deck,  he  created, 
comparatively  speaking,  a  solitude.  Then,  none 
dared  cross  the  lion  in  his  walks,  but  those 
whom  duty  positively  commanded  to  stay.  The 
men  shrank  from  before  him,  and  every  ear  had 
that  painful  sensation  of  suspense  that  accom* 
panies  the  expectation  of  thunder,  dreading  lest 
the  terrors  of  his  harsh  and  powerful  voice 
should  suddenly  burst  upon  it.     Then,  when 
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hb  codLcd-liat  caergcd  fraoi  under  the  poopy 
oMttT  a  sUrtkd  eje  regarded  with  fear  tho  ligBi 
upoD  his  coontcnance;    the  UeutaiaDt  of  tliff 
watch  kxiked  anxiously  at  the  trimming  of  ihe 
3ails»  the  middies  grew  pale  if  a  stray  ropefsm 
was  risible  upon  the  deck,  the  quarteikaiaBler 
was  emphatic  with  his  ^  LuiF»  luff  yoa  may^ 
luff>"  and  tlie  men  at  the  wheel  were  oertously 
apprehensire  of  a  cuff  from   his  teniiile  iraa 
hand. 

But  now,  how  rerj  diilerent  was  the  ellhot  of 
his  appearance.  Cheerful,  but  most  icspottM 
looks  met  him  at  ereiy  turn.  The  happy  news 
that  he  was  on  deck  spread  rapidly  down  in  .the 
ward-room  and  cockpit»  and  lieutenanlB- mid 
midshipmen  flocked  up  to  catch  and  to  retwn 
the  kind  greeting  of  his  single  eye.  Theqear* 
ter-master  at  the  cunn  looked  up  fMOudDy  and 
ooofidently»  the  attentive 
with  a  grateful  glow,  the  usual  woid  eC 
probation,  and  every  face  hesaw»  rafleeled.lMek 
to^Um  the  peace  and  happinemof  bit 
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Then,  if  he  expressed  a  wish,  how  eagerly 
was  every  ear  and  eye  strained  to  catch  its  im- 
port, how  zealous  and  how  swift  the  alacrity 
that  was  displayed  in  its  execution  !  There  was 
rivalry  who  should  perform  it.  And  honest 
Jack,  if  he  could  but  find  any  pretence  to  pass 

near  his  venerated  commander,  and  could  but 
catch  his  eye  or  receive  a  friendly  nod,  happy, 

thrice  happy,  was  he  for  that  livelong  day. 
But,  perhaps,  the  most  beautiful,  the  most 
touching  sight  of  all,  was  to  see  some  blooming 
and  beautiful  boy,  bridling  up  with  silent  rap- 
ture, his  face  all  flame  and  his  bosom  all 
emotion,  receiving  the  commendation  of  the 
veteran  before  his  brother-officers  and  his  mess- 
mates. 

The  tear  would  start  to  the  eye  of  the  jrouth, 
and  stand  there  suspended  with  heroic  fortitude; 
but  when  the  hero  would  cease  speaking,  the 
happy  child  would  go  down  sometimes  to  the 
solitude  of  his  dark  berth,  and,  hiding  his  head 
upon  the  table,  give  vent  to  his  happiness  in 


G6  THE    OLD    COMMODORE. 

gushes  of  tears,  and  wonder  why  he  wept. 
This  has  been  often  observed.  O  ye  captains 
of  men-of-war  ! — Never  mind — ^just  now,  I  will 
not  apostrophise  you. 

I  need  only  tell  a  very  ludicrous  anecdote, 
which  will  prove,  more  than  twenty  pages  of  well- 
written  asseveration,  the  high  veneration  in 
which  the  old  Commodore  stood,  fore  and  aft. 
There  is  always  some  one  particular  man  before 
the  mast,  some  would-be  Stanfield,  who  fan- 
cies himself,  and  is  fancied  by  the  rest  of  the 
ship's  company,  to  have  a  prodigious  talent 
for  drawing.  This  self-taught  artist  is  al- 
ways a  rough,  good  sailor,  and  he  will  design 
you  his  ship,  in  violation  of  every  rule  of 
colouring,  perspective,  and  drawing,  yet  put 
every  rope  and  block  accurately,  almost  always 
having  a  curled  green  wig  for  a  sea.  Now  the 
artiste  of  the  Thunderbolt  was  as  honest  a  Jack 
tar  as  ever  grumbled  over  flinty  biscuit,  and 
was  as  skilful  with  the  marlingspike  as  he  was 
with   the  pencil ;  indeed,  if  we  must  tell  the 
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honest  truth,  a  great  deal  more  so.  If  he  had 
not  been  able  to  mouse  the  mainstay,  or  turn  in 
a  dead-eye,  better  than  he  could  turn  out  a 
portrait  of  a  man-of-war ;  some  people,  lands- 
men of  course,  would  have  said  that  he  ought 
to  have  been  keel-hauled  for  a  lubber.  How- 
ever, this  Tim  Tint  had  a  failing  in  common 
with  Cardinal  Richelieu, — you  could  not  flatter 
the  cardinal  by  praising  him  as  a  statesman; 
in  which  character  he  was  all  but  perfect,  whilst 
he  would  greedily  devour  every  fulsome  syco- 
phancy offered  to  him  as  a  poet,  about  his  ex- 
cellence as  such  he  had  seme  doubts — the 
world  none  whatever. 

Thus  Tim  Tint  grew  impatient  when  he  was 
told  he  was  a  thorough  sailor,  and  turned  away 
uninterested ;  but  tell  him  he  was  a  great 
painter,  and  you  won  his  heart  for  ever.  Now, 
a  wicked  wight  of  a  midshipman  had,  one  day, 
merely  in  the  spirit  of  frolicsome  annoyance, 
disparaged  his  pictorial  powers. 

^^  Please  your  honour,"  said  the  offended 
Timothy,  "  I  can  paint  anything." 


Uh  the  wearying  Sysi 
lliy  un(k'rtin>k  when  lit'  st 
All  manner  of  monsters 
meradread,"  did  Tim  prt 
ina£;Ditude  of  his  own  ae 
him  to  proDOUDceone  of 
length,  after  labour  infinit* 
ater  in  a  bed-gown,  with  a  s 
And  hands,  and  feet  corre^ 
pearance — but   the  head, 
there's  the  rub,"  and  a  r 
Gtty  times  was  it  rubbed  io 
out  again. 

Timothy  Tint  was  at  th 
Of  the  nine  immaculate  lac 
Portsmouth,  who  were  al 
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ceeded  best  with  brandy-faced  Nan,  as  he 
could  not,  by  any  possibility,  over-charge  the 
countenance  with  colour.     But  it  would  not  do. 

Timothy  began  to  fret  upon  it,  indeed,  to 
grow  seriously  ill.  All  day  long,  when  he  was 
not  drawing,  he  had  to  answer  the  tenderest  and 
most  afiPectionate  inquiries  after  his  angel ;  and 
whilst  he  was  drawing  it  on  his  sea  chest,  with  a 
Point  lady  before  him,  he  had  so  many  sea  cog^ 
noseenii  around  him,  twisting  their  faces,  and 
lolling  out  their  tongues  with  the  motions  of 
his  pencil,  overwhelming  him  all  the  time^  with 
so  much  impossible-to-be-followed,  and  there- 
fore movt  excellent,  advice,  that  he  was  nearly 
driven  mad. 

^*  What  shall  I  do  for  a  head — what  shall  I 
do  for  a  head  7*^  was  Timothy  Tint's  tribula- 
tion, and  constant  moan. 

"  Ship  on  Sir  Hoctivy's,''  (meaning  the  old 
C'Ommodore^s,)  said  one  of  the  gunner's  crew. 
^^  If  so  be  there's  an  angel  of  a  man  afloat,  it  is 
Sir  Hoctivy  Bacckey squirt.^ 
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To  this  sentiment  every  one  responded 
heartily.  No  sooner  said  than  done.  The  bald 
head,  the  stiff  and  clubbed  pigtail,  the  scarred 
skull,  and  the  black  patch  upon  the  eye,  were 
much  more  easily  imitated  than  the  beauties  of 
anv  of  the  nine  muses  from  Point.  Without 
their  assistance,  Tim's  point  was  gained.  The 
likeness  was  apparent;  the  midshipman  vowed 
he  had  succeeded ;  and  Tim  might  have  made 
a  small  fortune  in  manufacturing  the  Commo- 
dore of  angels.  Instead  of  a  branch  of  palm, 
he  always  placed  in  the  angelic  right  hand,  a 
staff,  from  which  floated  out  a  commodore's 
broad  pennant.  Sometimes  these  portraits  were 
called  *'  Commodores  of  Angels,"  sometimes 
"  Angels  of  Commodores.**  Sir  Octavius  pur- 
chased one  for  five  guineas,  and,  to  this  day,  it 
hangs  up,  splendidly  framed  and  glazed,  in  the 
best  dining-room  at  Trestletree  Hall. 

At  last,  Captain  Oliphant  of  the  Belladonna, 
telegraphed  that  the  enemy's  squadron  was  in 
sight.     This  was  just  at  the  going  down  of  the 
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sun.  The  Commodore  having  ascertained  the 
course  that  they  were  steering,  altered  that  of 
his  own  squadron,  so  as  to  intercept  them. 
Not  wishing  to  encounter  them  in  the  night,  he 
did  not  clap  on  a  press  of  sail.  Having  made 
his  little  fleet  close  with  him,  he  signalled  on 
board  the  Thunderbolt  each  of  its  captains. 
They  repaired  with  him  into  his  cabin,  and  there 
he  clearly  pointed  to  them  to  what  manoeuvres 
he  should  have  recourse  under  almost  every  pos- 
sible contingency.  He  then  gave  them  their 
instructions;  and  having  filled  them  with  ad- 
miration at  his  sagacity  and  great  nautical  ex- 
perience, he  bade  them  all  kindly  adieu,  inviting 
them  to  dine  with  him,  to  meet  the  French 
admiral  the  next  day  at  six,  post  meridian. 

They  all  promised  to  do  their  best  in  one 
engagement,  in  order  that  they  might  punctually 
keep  the  other;  and  then,  with  mutual  expres- 
sions of  kindness  and  esteem,  they  departed, 
each  to  his  own  ship,  to  see  that  she  was  com- 
plete in  every  particular  for  the  dreadful  work 
of  the  next  day. 


sorcnitv  of  soul  so  near 
ncss,  that  he  was  surpri 
He  much  wished  that  h 
phant,  had  been  with  bii 
of  the  service  would  not 
with  an  eighteen-gun  br 
portant  duty  of  watchii 

enemy. 

Trusting  in  all  tbingi 
Underdown,  the  Commot 
mestic  arrangements  to  m 
tbe  day  went  not  well  witl 
thetic  letter  to  bis  sister  I 
ber  forgiveness,  and  bese 
bis  blessing,  and  rememb< 
brotber.     About  ten  o'cK 
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consistent  with  the  duty  of  the  ship,  and  that 
the  trimming  of  the  sails  should  be  done  with 
as  few  hands  as  possible.  A  crowd  of  officers 
and  young  gentlemen,  who  were  gathered  on 
the  poop,  looking  out  anxiously  for  the  French 
with  their  night-glasses,  were  fairly  driven  to 
bed,  grumbling  like  so  many  chidden  school- 
boys. 

Before  Sir  Octavius  turned  into  his  cot,  about 
an  hour  from  midnight,  he  went  to  walk  in  his 
stem-gallery ;  and,  as  good  men  sometimes,  but 
so  seldom  do,  to  commune  with  his  own  soul. 
He  could  not  well  understand  the  peace  that 
fell  upon  him,  but,  like  most  sailors,  being  a 
little  superstitious,  he  fancied  that  it  was  an 
omen  that  the  next  day  would  terminate  his 
mortal  existence.  Hitherto,  on  the  eve  of  battle, 
he  had  felt  a  savage  joy — a  thirsting  for  slaugh- 
ter — ^a  ferocious  transport  in  the  anticipation  of 
hurling  the  bolts  of  destruction  upon  the  foe. 
He  now  viewed  it  more  as  a  sorrowful  but 
necessary  contention  of  skill  with   the  enemy. 

VOL.  in.  K 
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His  ear  was  no  longer  greedy,  his  soul  no  more 
athirst  for  the  agonized  cry  of  the  wounded,  or 
the  convulsive  groan  of  the  dying.     The  wind- 
(|iKHing  broadside,  the  hissing  of  the  irresistible 
and  heavy  sliot.  and  the  crashing  of  the  mighty 
timbers,  as  they  yawned  to  the  rending  iron, 
the    anticipation   of  all    which,    that    formerly 
filled  liis  breast  with  a  grim  rapture,  had   now, 
for  him,  no  charms.     He  felt  himself  an  altered 
man,  and  rejoiced  in  the  alteration. 

Slowly  and  contemplatively  he  paced  his 
stern- walk.  The  moon  rode  high  in  the 
heavens,  and  cast  over  the  rippling  waters  one 
bright  and  broad  beam,  that  reached  from  one 
])oint  of  the  horizon  to  the  opposite.  Extending 
in  a  line,  moved  on  majestically  the  floating  and 
w  inged  towers  that  obeyed  his  command  ;  his — 
a  ])oor,  infirm,  old,  and  almost  worn-out  man. 
The  C'ommodore  found  something  sublime  in 
the  idea  of  his  physical  weakness.  He  willed : 
and  those  vast  machines,  with  their  thousands 
of  men — in  every  corporeal  point  his  superiors 
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bcyed  him  with  zeal,  alacrity,  and  confi- 
dence. But  this  thought  added  not,  that  night, 
to  his  vanity. 

Far  oflp,  on  the  Thunderbolt's  weather-beam,  . 
in  the  midst  of  the  moon's  broad  ray,  distinct, 
of  a  glaring  white,  and  very  lovely  to  look 
upon,  was  the  frigate  of  his  nephew.  Captain 
Oliphant ;  and  an  eigh  teen-gun  brig  following 
in  her  wake,  like  a  White-vested  page  attending 
the  walk  of  a  queen.  These  vessels  were  much 
nearer  the  enemy  than  to  the  ships  of  their  own 
squadron. 

The  French  themselves  were  distinctly  seen 
under  easy  sail,  keeping  their  wind,  appearing 
like  a  long  line  of  dark  but  small  shadows  on 
the  line  of  the  horizon,  each  ship,  as  it  passed 
under  the  moon,  suddenly  putting  on  a  robe  of 
white  glory,  and  then  again  passing,  as  it  were, 
into  a  mere  shadow.  It  was  a  subject  worthy 
the  realising  pencil  of  Stanfield,  that  prince 
among  painters. 

It  was  a  grand  and  beautiful  scene  on  this 
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peaceful,  and,  to  the  Commodore,  noiseless 
summer^s  night.  Sir  Octavius  had  a  sailor's 
usual  share  of  superstition  ;  and  this  was  just 
the  kind  of  time  and  place  in  which  the  ideal 
is  so  prone  to  lord  it  over  the  mind.  It  is  in 
an  hour  like  this,  that  the  soul  seems  to  laugh 
at  the  usual  divisions  of  time,  and  has  the 
power  of  concentrating  all  the  acted  events  of 
years  into  the  grasp  of  a  moment.  Sir  Octavius 
ran  rapidly  over  the  incidents  of  his  life,  until 
he  came  to  the  act  that  bad  flung  his  much- 
loved  nephew  upon  the  engulfing  waters. 
Then  came  a  darkness  over  him  ;  the  moon's 
light  seemed  no  longer  glorious ;  wan  and  sickly 
appeared  to  him  her  ray,  as  it  wantoned  with 
the  tiny  waves.  AH  else  grew  suddenly  upon 
him,  funereal  and  visionary.  He  stood  mo- 
tionless in  the  centre  of  his  walk,  and  then, 
smiting  his  breast,  exclaimed,  **  Is  the  murder 
of  that  boy  recorded  against  me  ?  May  God 
forgive  me  !* 

With  .  .trange  feeling,  he  looked  over  .nd 
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down  upoD  the  eddying  waters  that  bubbled 
about  the  rudder-head  and  chains,  as  if  again 
expecting  to  see  him  ;  though  this  was  in  a 
different  ship,  and  in  a  far  different  scene. 

The  old  man  looked  down  for  a  space,  and 
then  turned  away  shuddering.  His  heart  then 
yearned  for  communion  with  the  youth'^s  spirit. 
Had  he  seen  it  walking  to  him  over  the  waters, 
he  would  have  welcomed  it  with  gladness.  He 
even,  perhaps  impiously,  prayed  to  see  it. 

He  next  bethought  him  of  sending  for  his 
chaplain  ;  for,  with  shame  be  it  spoken,  he 
hardly  knew  how  to  form  his  thoughts  into 
prayer,  beyond  the  touching  appeal  of  the 
Publican,  **  Lord,  be  merciful  to  me  a  sinner  !" 
But,  as  yet.  Sir  Octavius  knew  but  little  of  the 
character  of  that  reverend  gentleman,  and  thus 
he  shrank  from  unburthening  to  him  his  pi^ivate 
griefs.  Pity  it  is  that  the  Commodore  did  not 
know  that  the  whole  of  his  thoughts  were 
prayers,  and  every  resolution  that  he  made 
that  evening  an  acceptable  incense  at  the.  throne 
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of  mercy  ;  every  one,  perhaps,  but  the  last, 
which,  however,  seemed  to  give  him  a  mighty 
consolation. 

*'  If  this  murder  is  to  be  laid  at  my  door," 
said  he,  half  aloud,  "  may  God  be  merciful  to 
me,  a  miserable  sinner !  I  will  make  what 
anjends  I  can.  To-morrow,  when  we  board  the 
French  admiral,  the  first  man  I  cut  down,  I 
will  do  it  in  the  name  of  poor  Augustus/' 

Then,  recommending  his  daughter  to  the 
protection  of  Heaven,  and  uttering  a  short 
ejaculation  for  the  recovery  of  his  sister,  whom 
he  always  deemed  mad,  he  lay  down  in  his  cot, 
with  his  clothes  on,  and  slept  till  early  dawn, 
as  peacefully  as  does  the  midsummer^s  sun 
upon  a  bank  of  daisies. 
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CHAPTER    V. 

*'  In  the  fierce  transport  of  the  raging  fight 
Still  keep,  O  keep  humanity  in  sight ; 
Think  that  for  men  ye  slay,  but  every  deed 
Ye  do  of  mercy,  shall  for  mercy  plead. 
When  men  shall  judge  no  more." 

Old  Poem. 

When  the  day  had  fully  broken,  it  was  found 
that,  during  the  night,  the  two  squadrons  had 
approached  each  other  considerably.  The 
Belladonna  and  the  brig  were  actually  within 
gun-shot  of  the  enemy.  Both  squadrons  were 
standing  on  the  same  tack,  the  French  about 
eight  miles  to  windward  of  the  English, 
generally  under  double  reefed  topsails,  top- 
gallant sails  and  fore-courses.  Thus  it  was  at 
their  option  to  begin   the  action  whenever  they 
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chose.  Sir  Octavius,  in  order  to  close  with 
them,  made  signal  for  his  ships  to  shake  out  all 
reefs  and  make  all  sail.  The  French  admiral 
appeared  to  take  no  notice  whatever  of  this 
demonstration,  but  continued  his  course  with 
easy  dignity.  The  wind  was  moderate,  the 
sky  was  cloudless;  and  everything  seemed  to 
promise  a  long  day  of  manceuveringy  before  the 
contest  would  be  decided. 

Affairs  remained  in  this  stale  until  about 
seven  in  the  morning;  Sir Octavius's squadron, 
notwithstanding  the  press  of  sail  that  it  carried, 
gaining  but  little  upon  that  of  the  French,  who 
probably,  being  to  windward,  had  the  best  of 
the  breeze,  or  perhaps  their  ships  were  faster 
sailers.  But,  about  seven,  there  was  some 
amusement  to  relieve  the  anxiety  of  this  long 
suspense.  The  proximity  of  the  frigate  and 
brig  seemed,  at  last,  to  give  offence  to  the  enemy ; 
and  the  line-of-battle  ship  that  was  abreast 
of  the  Belladonna  fired  a  half-dozen  or  so  pre^ 
cautionary  shot  at  her,  as  much  as  to  say  to 


THE    OLD    COMMODORE.  81 

her,  very  civilly,  '*  I  beg,  madam,  that  you 
will  keep  at  a  more  respectful  distance.^ 
Though  this  hint  was  not  conveyed  in  a 
whisper,  the  saucy  Belladonna  did  not  choose 
to  understand  it ;  upon  which  there  was  a  little 
shaking  out  of  bunting  on  board  the  French 
admiral,  when  the  two  large  frigates  that  ac- 
companied him  bore  up,  and  closed  rapidly 
with  the  English  frigate  and  brig.  Captain 
Oliphant  waited  for  them  very  quietly ;  and 
when  the  first  had  approached  him  within 
musket-shot,  he  administered  his  whole  broad- 
side, and  the  enemy's  topmasts  were  over  her 
side  in  a  moment.  However,  she  was  not  so 
much  disabled  as  not  to  be  in  a  state  to  haul 
her  wind,  and  deliver,  on  her  part,  a  very 
prettily  executed  broadside,  which  made  a  few 
of  the  Belladonna^s  spars  fly,  and  some  of  her 
rigging  dangle  awkwardly  about.  In  the  mean 
while,  the  second  French  frigate  was  approaching 
fast ;  and  the  old  Commodore,  seeing  that  the 
odds  were  too  great  against  his  nephew,  and 
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that  there  was  no  chance  of  the  French  line-of- 
battle  ships  running  down  to  interfere,  and  thus 
bring  on  a  general  action,  he  signalled  to  the 
Belladonna  and  brig  to  run  to  leeward  of  his 
own  line. 

The  dismasted  French  frigate  was  now  taken 
in  tow  by  her  consort ;  but,  in  this  state,  they 
were  unable  to  regain  their  proper  situation, 
and  Sir  Octavius  saw  that  when  he  had 
forged  sufficiently  a-head  of  the  enemy  to  tack, 
if  he  still  continued  to  refuse  the  engagement, 
one,  or  perhaps  both,  of  the  frigates  must 
evidently  be  cut  off.  This  little  affair  was  a 
sort  of  snack  before  breakfast,  which  was 
relished  extremely  by  all  the  English. 

At  eight  o'clock,  the  English  piped  to 
breakfast,  and  I  believe  there  were  not  ten  men 
in  the  squadron  who  did  not  enjoy  the  meal, 
and  eat  it  more  cheerfully  than  usual,  though  it 
was  to  be,  to  so  many,  their  last.  The  squadron 
had  been  in  fighting  order  all  night;  however, 
after  breakfast,   the  old   Commodore  beat  to 
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quarters,  and,  accompanied  by  Captain  Eger- 
ton  and  the  first  lieutenant,  visited  every  part  of 
the  ship,  not  excepting  the  powder  rooms,  the 
wings,  and  the  hospital  in  the  cock-pit.  They 
found  everything  in  the  best  of  order. 

It  is  not  in  my  province  to  give  a  detailed 
and  official  account  of  the  action  that  took 
place  on  the  15th  of  July.  It  is  chronicled  in 
the  naval  history  of  the  country.  The  reader, 
I  know,  will  not  require  it;  partly  because 
those  who  have  written  such  chronicles  knew 
but  little  of  the  matter,  and  partly  because 
I  have  confounded  dates.  I  shall  narrate  only 
so  much  of  the  particulars  of  this  engagement 
as  bear  upon  the  individual  character  of  my 
hero,  and  state,  generally,  its  results. 

If  people  be  not  satisfied  with  this,  there  is 
Jameses  Naval  History,  edited  by  the  gallant 
and  erudite  Captain  Chamier,  to  which  any  one 
may  refer,  both  with  pleasure  and  advantage. 
Let,  therefore,  the  dissatisfied  pick  out  the  most 
gallant  and  heart-stirring  battle  in  the  work, 
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aad  resbding  iu  cooett^c 

lipdiant  as  it  maj  be,  die 

dsT  by  Sir  Octxviu*  BocaLHarCy  wa 

bnt  and  heart-sdrmg. 

Let  as  recarn  Co  tbe  oU   C4 

has  ju^t  reCQnied  co  tbe  qiiart£r-4ieck 
oriofyian  perambuIaLionft. 

I  have  before  mentkxied  tbmt  he  K^*< 
hu  pre^ous  arrai^aieDts  with  the  capti 
his  §hip4  aA  to  tbe  line  of  condiict  that  thcr 
to  pursue  under  almost  anf  emcmncr: 
he  avoided  tbe  nece^suj  of  perplexii^  hia  little 
fleet  amidit  tbe  hurry  of  actioo  vith  niiiitiplied 
and  too  often  embamusiiig  sgnala.  He 
fore  had  nov  princdpallj  to  look  at  the 
of  hifl  own  vetaeL 

Having  no  one  to  contradict  me.  I  niigbt,  if 
I  chose,  magnifj  the  French  farces  as  t«o  to 
one  against  the  English.  Bat  a  glory  sd  only 
attained^  I,  in  tbe  name  of  the  old  Commdore» 
deapiaeand  renounce.  Indeed,  had  Sir  Octa- 
Tiaaengaged  with  the  French  oT  Chcrimiifs,  » 
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his  former  disastrous  cruise,  then  there  would 
have  been  the  odds  against  him  of  seven  saiUof- 
the-line  to  five ;  but  this  disproportion  would 
have  been  more  apparent  than  real ;  for  then 
the  enemy  had  been  away  from  their  own  har- 
bours nearly  two  years;  had  had  their  crews 
weakened  by  sickness,  and  partly  dispersed  in 
prizes,  whilst  they  were  miserably  found  in 
stores.  The  squadron  with  which  Sir  Octavius 
had  now  to  contend  was,  in  number,  equal  to 
his  own,  each  consisting  of  five  sail-of-the-line, 
and  two  smaller  vessels.  The  disproportion 
now  was,  that  one  of  the  enemy's  ships,  the 
admiral,  for  by  an  admiral  this  squadron  was 
commanded,  was  a  three-decker  of  the  largest 
class.  La  Magnitique,  and  both  the  French 
frigates  were  superior  in  size,  number  of  guns, 
and  calibre,  to  the  Belladonna,  and  the  English 
eighteen-gun  brig  in  an  action  of  this  sort  may 
be  almost  reckoned  as  nothing. 

About  nine  a.m.,  after  exchanging  a  few  jo- 
cular remarks  with  Captain  Egerton,  Sir  Oc- 
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tavius  gets  him  upon  the  hannnocki  itowed  on 
the  poop,  sends  to  his  cabin  for  hit  heat  glm^ 
and  then  takes  a  deliberate  survey  of  the  enemy, 
ship  by  ship.  The  examination  leemed  to  him 
highly  satisfactory.  It  must  be  confeewd  that 
they  loomed  well.  The  first-rate  in  the  eentre 
of  the  line  showed  her  three  rows  of  teeth  in  a 
truly  grim  and  formidable  manner,  and  Memed 
to  hunger  for  something  huge^  Their  trioiK 
lored  ensigns  floated  out  gracefully  from  their 
gaff  ends,  and  all  looked  among  tbem  like  re- 
gularity, order,  and  determination.  In  fkct, 
they  were  all  fancy  vessels,  equipped  with  the 
greatest  care,  and  manned  with  the  HUB  of  the 
navy,  for  the  French  directory  felt  the  Deeemilj 
of,  if  possible,  interrupting  the  long  and  nn- 
broken  chain  of  victoriei  that  had  hiditito 
attended  the  British  navy,  and  thus  do  awaf 
with  the  great  moral  ascendency  dyit  «e  hmi 
over  them.  They  could  not  have  choten  m  beU 
ter  man  to  effect  this  than  adndnl  and  dijivfi 
Fr^oy;  there  wai  only  aam  uddmin^Jfkflf 
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endangered  all  these  excellent  arrangements, 
and  that  was  a  terrible  one — the  fighting  old 
Commodore  was  opposed  to  him. 

The  French  squadron  still  kept  their  wind 
under  the  same  sail,  and  at  9 — 30  a.m.  the  head- 
most ship  was  nearly  a-beam  of  the  Thunder- 
bolt. Sir  Octavius,  leaving  the  poop,  said  to  his 
captain,  *^  I  intend  to  address  the  ship^s  com- 
pany. Will  you  have  the  goodness  to  turn  the 
hands  up  on  the  main-deck ;  let  the  officers 
attend  here." 

Immediately  the  shrill  whistles  of  the  boat- 
swain's mates,  in  strange  contrast  with  the 
hoarse  voices  of  the  latter,  resounded  through 
the  various  decks,  and  the  men  swarmed  up  in 
clusters,  in  numbers  and  activity  like  a  colony 
of  ants,  when  by  chance  the  foot  of  some  home- 
returning  peasant  disturbs  their  carefully  built 
habitation. 

I  like,  sometimes,  to  indulge  in  a  simile. 
The  old  Commodore  stood  centrally  among  his 
officers,  the  men  compressed  together  beneath 
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him  on  the  main-deck,  looking  up  to  hint  vttli 
a  great  deal  of  respect 

*^  Silence  !"*  said  the  old  man,  in  agrtiff  mitt. 
As,  unlike  our  popular  assembliei^  there  wa*  Ho 
one  to  break  it  by  calling  Cmt  it  again,  ewtitf 
one  stood  as  mute  as  if  a  voice  was  aboat  to 
address  them  from  the  clouds. 

*^  As  I  wish  every  man  to  hear  the  few  woidi 
that  I  am  going  to  say,  let  dioie  who  are 
farthest  off,  tumble  up  upon  the  booms»**  There 
was  a  little  scuffling  for  about  haIf«4idBiit^ 
and  then  all  again  was  hushed. 

**  Now  mark  ye  me,  my  lads;  you  tbbuglity 
didn't  ye,  that  when  I  came  to  command  yout 
you  had  caught  a  Tartar— one  who  would  ke^ 
you  in  fine  order — and  you  have  not  been  Aii^ 
ceived ;  for  a  better-behaved,  a  mora  dtdtf^; 
or  a  happier  crew,  I  never  bebdd  V*       "        '*"> 

Here  he  was  interrupted  by  a  fidht  diieiV 
that  would  shortly  have  increiMed  to  irf'iibkS 
rageous  one,  had  be  not  gandy-  witiwl  MtfhtfMt 
and  Mid,  "You  know  thiit,  la  gilbMKl'ilift 
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Dot  like  cheering;  and  I  am  sure  just  now  you 
will  not  do  what  I  dislike.  I  assure  you^  on  the 
honour  of  a  very  old  seaman^  I  have  done  every- 
thing that  my  heart  could  suggest  to  oblige 
you — now  it  is  your  turn  to  oblige  me;  you 
will  not  deceive  me — ^if  I  thought  so,  that  alone 
would  be  sufficient  to  make  the  few  grey  hairs 
that  the  many  years  of  hard  service  have  left  me, 
go  down  with  sorrow  to  the  grave." 

"  Ye  are  all  of  you  young,  very  young  men 
compared  with  me — few  of  you  have  attained  for- 
ty, perhaps  not  half-a-dozen  among  you  can  tell 
his  fifty  years.  I  am  upwards  of  threescore — I 
am  thus  naturally,  by  Providence,  as  well  as  le- 
gally, by  his  sacred  Majesty,  may  God  bless 
him  !  put  in  authority  over  you.^'  (Hat  off,  as 
heretofore;  for  Sir  Octavius,  since  his  re-ap- 
pointment, had  found  again  all  his  loyalty  ) 
"  And  that  authority  you  know  I  have  used  as 
a  father ;  give  me  then  the  respect  and  love  of 
sons,  and  show  it  in  the  approaching  action, 
and  where  the  old  man,  the  old  sailor,   your 
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commander  and  your  father,  is,  be  you  thoe 
also,  my  sons ;  dishonour  not  his  woundst  let  hiln 
conquer  with  you,  or  dieglorioudyamoogjoii/l^ 

The  lieutenants,  and  the  BudabipiDeo  parti- 
cularly, did  not  half  like  this;  they  pressed 
more  affectionately  about  the  old  gentleiiiaiH 
looking  reproachfully  into  his  face,  and  pladag 
their  hands  to  the  hilts  of  their  swords,  making 
their  actions  say  as  plainly  as  acting  could 
speak,  ^*  Are  we  not  also  your  sods— may  we 
not  surround  you,  our  more  than  father?** 

Sir  Octavius  understood  it,  though  not  one 
of  them  had  uttered  a  word.  He  took  off  again 
his  three-cornered  hat,  turned  to  them,  and 
making  them  a  grateful  bow,  merely  saidL  '*  I 
thank  you.^ 

Again  facing  towards  the  men,,  he.  aaid, 
*^  You  have  all,  of  course^  been  looking  at  tbait 
three-decker ;  I  want  her— you  will  assbt  ^m^to 
get  her.  She  is  an  old  friend,  or  rather. on oW 
plague  of  mine.  Some  thr^  years  ago, :]( 
chased  her  nearly  round  the  wddd  n  ;sh<mBH|W4 
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me,  after  all.  Through  her  a  great  domestic 
affliction  fell  upon  me ;  and  in  losing  her,  I  lost 
almost  all  of  happiness  that  was  left  in  the 
world  for  a  man  so  stricken  in  years  as  myself. 

*'  I  tell  you,  my  sons,  I  covet  that  ship  ex- 
cessively ;  you  will  get  her  for  me.  I  see  by 
your  countenances  that  you  will.  I  have 
weighed  the  matter  in  my  mind,  and  I  intend  to 
carry  her  by  boarding ;  her  sides  are  high — but 
you  are  young  and  active,  and  her  port-holes 
are  large — I  will  lead  the  boarders !  No  re- 
monstrance, Captain  Egerton  ;  I  have  maturely 
weighed  the  matter,  and  am  not  to  be  shaken 
from  my  purpose.  Victorious  or  defeated,  this 
method  will  cost  to  both  sides  much  less  loss 
of  human  life." 

Here,  notwithstanding  the  respect  and  awe 
that  every  one  had  of  the  old  gentleman,  he 
could  not  prevent  the  clamorous  application 
of  persons  volunteering  to  be  of  the  boarding 
party,  which  applications  the  regularly-ap- 
pointed boarders  on  the  quarter-bill  treated  as 


92  THE   OLD   COMMODOBK. 

an  infringement  of  their  rigfat«i»  and  an  c/Beoet 
to  their  dignities. 

Silence  being  again  enjoiiied,  Sir  OcUviua 
proceeded  thus :  ^^  In  this  boarding  aAdr»  my 
lads,  mark  ye  me,  we  will  haTC  only  the  fcg^^ 
lar  boarders,  and  the  marines,  with  their  reipeo- 
tive  officers.  The  marines  to  aet  aa  a  ooverng 
party.  But  the  forlorn  hope^  the  one  whkh 
I  myself  will  head,  I  have  already  adected.^ 

This  announcement  produced  a  great  deal  of 
surprise,  which  was  not  a  little  increaaed  at 
hearing  the  Commodore  order  Mr.  Baldwin, 
the  captain^s  clerk,  to  bring  him  the  black  list. 

'*  Now,  my  men,"^  continued  the  Commodore, 
holding  this  formidable  record  in  Us'  tigfaft- 
hand,  and  counting  down  the  names  with  the 
iron  spike  screwed  on  his  left-arm,  **  I  find  here 
are  fifty-three  of  you^  who  have  all  oonradttafl 
oiFences,  more  or  less ;  here,  Mr.  Baldwin,  caH 
over  the  list,  and  let  every  man  of  yoot  ee  he 
comes  up,  toe  a  line  on  the  gei^way.'^.f 

The  names  were  called  over,  the 
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bled,  and  a  more  determined-looking  set  of  fel- 
lows fit  for  assault  and  storm,  with  about  four 
or  five  weakly  exceptions,  were  perhaps  never 
before  gathered  together. 

Now  I,  the  old  scribbling  mariner,  must 
digress.  In  the  military  service,  whether  ashore 
or  afloat,  the  best  moral  man  is  not  always  the 
best  man.  The  moral  man,  quiet,  obedient,  and 
conscientious,  doing  his  general  duty  without 
reproach,  may  not  be,  and  most  often  is  not,  the 
best  man  to  schindy  up  a  ship's  sides,  cut  half- 
a-dozen  throats  with  a  velocity  startling  to  the 
sufferers,  leap  down  amidst  a  plump  of  opposing 
boarding  spikes,  laugh  at  a  wound,  and  either 
clear  the  decks  with  a  hurrah,  or  die  on  the 
spot  with  a  jest  in  his  mouth.  The  men  who 
will  do  all  this,  are  your  harum-scarum  chaps ; 
fellows  that  love  their  grog — O  how  they  love 
it  I — always  in  some  little  scrape,  that  your 
quiet,  good  man  has  ever  the  good  sense  to  avoid ; 
and  yet,  the  time  in  actual  warfare  comes  but 
too  often,  when  a  half-dozen  of  these  wild,  ne''er- 
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do-tbemselves-good,  are  worth  twotooreoC  gmir 
simply  good  men.  For  my  put»  I  saj  it,  pem 
liaps,  in  the  silliness  of  my  age»  I  hope  thai 
neither  our  army  nor  navy  may  ever  want  loti 
of  these  dare-devils,  whom  I  would  not-rafonn 
if  I  could  ;  and  I  suppose  that  is  the  leaaon 
why  my  friend  Sir  Octavius  would  not  puniah 
them.  There,  however,  he  had  them  all  in  a 
line,  looking  as  merry  as  men  going  to  a  wedU 
ding,  when  they  themselves  are  not  to  be  wed. 

<*  Now  these,**  said  the  Commodore  **  an  to 
make  the  first  rush.  I  give  them  the  poat  of 
honour,  in  order  that  they  may  convince  their 
brother  sailors  that  I,  in  forbearing  tp  puniab 
them — in  not  dishonouring  them  by  the  laih  ■ 
have  respected  the  truly  British  courage  that  ia 
in  them.  I  give  them  this  opportunity  of  wipiiy 
off  the  disgrace  that  offences  always  must  plaae 
upon  good  but  erring  men ;  they  will  faeTgnata- 
ful  to  me  for  this  opportunity  of- showing' 
my  lenity  has  not  been  misphMsecL  But  I« 
not  going  to  allow  all  of  yoaih|a^ii1isf»j|»|liii 
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honour.  I  must  see  of  what  nature  your  offences 
are,  each  of  you,  before  I  admit  you  into 
my  band  of  glory.  First,  Daniel  CSuUivan  ; 
drunk,  one,  two,  three — fourteen  times.  O  Da- 
niel (ySulIivan,  this  is  too  bad  I^^ 

"  Fait  and  it  is,  yer  honner,**^  said  a  fine, 
handsome,  but  rather  wild-looking  young  Irish- 
man; "and,  Sir  Hoctivey,  it's  your  ownself 
that  has  broken  my  heart  right  intirely  by  yer 
kindness.  Plase  yer  honner,  do  me  that  great 
favour  to  flog  me.  I  desarves  it,  yer  honner ; 
do  punish  me,  and  aisier  in  my  mind  will  I  be 
for  it.'' 

"  Well,  O'Sullivan,  as  we  shall  shortly  have 
hard  work,  I'll  do  what  I  can  to  ease  your  mind 
^y  giving  you  manual  chastisement.  There, 
Sullivan ;  and  now  do  your  duty  by  me  like  a 
man." 

The  Commodore  struck  him  gently  and 
familiarly  on  his  ruddy  cheek.  O'Sullivan 
seized  the  hand  and  kissed  it,  and  then,  letting 
it  fall,  as  if  ashamed  of  his  sudden  emotion  and 
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When  they  were  all  tlius  properly  armed 
and  arrayed  before  the  Commodore,  an  im- 
pudent little  midshipman  came  up  to  him, 
and,  taking  his  hat  off  very  humbly,  respect- 
fully reported  himself  as  having  been  drunk 
the  preceding  night,  and  requested  to  be  put 
on  the  black  list 

The  old  Commodore  liked  his  spirit^  and 
granted  his  request.  Immediately,  a  dry, 
forty-year-old  masterVmate,  seeing  the  success 
of  this  scheme,  came  up,  and  acknowledged 
that  he  had  not  been  sober  for  the  last  ten 
days. 

Are  you  sober  now  ?" 
Perfectly,  Sir  Octavius.'* 

*'  Well,  keep  so,  till  after  we  have  carried 
the  French  admiral.  I  will  put  you  on  the 
black-list,  in  the  hope  that  it  may  get  you  on 
the  Navy  List;  but  now,  gentlemen,"  seeing 
half-a-dozen  more  advancing  to  claim  the  same 
honour,  **  I  tell  you,  my  black  list  is  quite  full, 
and  I  would  not  place  another  person  upon  it, 

VOL.  III.  y 
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even   if  it   were  a   prinoe   of  the   blood  tiut 
requested  me." 

Never  was  a  black-list  turned   to  a  better 
advantage. 

The  Comniodore  then  turned  courteously  to 

his  captain,  and  said  to  him,  **  Pray,  Egertoo, 

do  not  take  it  amiss  that  I  thu» appear  to  usurp 

)rour  post.     My  lads,  I  am  myself  at  the  hetd 

of  the   black-list.      I   have  a  great   thing  to 

expiate ;  but  it  is  a  matter  of  private  fillings. 

I  lead  you.     I  had  an  ancestor,  who  once  raised 

the  battle-cry  on  the  field  of  Agincourt.     Let 

us  raise  it  once  more.     Mark  ye  me !    In  the 

hurrv  and  darkness  and  smother  of  the  smoke, 

let  the  sign  of  an  Englishman  and  the  word  of 

challenge  be  ^  NhtroqueP  and  the  countenagn 

and  answer,  *  Augustus  V    Let  no  foot  draw 

back — strike  home !     And  yet,  my  soiu^  there 

is  one  thing  that  I  would  say  to  ycNi.     I  have 

been  looking  out  upon  the  French  admini  ^  he 

is,  like  me,  an  old  man.    I  have*  seen  hia  wUts 

hairs — a  thin,  white-haired  old  man»  niy  lads. 
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If  you  come  across  him,  and  he  is  not  resisting, 
or  resisting  but  feebly,  spare  him — for  my  sake. 
Think  that  we  are  the  two  oldest  men  among 
you — friends  and  foes.  And  now  you  know  my 
mind.  When  Tve  laid  the  Thunderbolt  along- 
side, remember  the  rally-cry,  *  Neatroquet^ — re- 
member the  countersign,  *  Augustus  !'  Go  to 
your  stations." 

By  this  time,  the  English  squadron  had  so 
far  fetched  a-head,  that  the  headmost  ship  of 
the  French  line  was  considerably  abaft  the  beam 
of  the  Tiiunderbolt.  The  signal  was  accord- 
ingly made  to  tack  in  succession.  When  this 
was  performed,  the  enemy^s  headmost  ship  lay 
nearly  about  one  point  on  the  weather-bow. 
They,  however,  continued  on  the  same  tack, 
that  is,  on  the  opposite  tack  to  the  English 
squadroD.  They  now  approached  each  other 
rapidly,  and  were  shortly  within  range  of  their 
respective  guns.  Had  the  squadrons  a  little 
longer  sailed  in  this  manner,  the  old  Commodore 
would  just  have  fetched  the  admiral ;  but  when 
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Sir  Octavius  was  within  half-gun  shot,  the  whole 
of  thc^Frcncli  linepourod  in  their  larboard  broad- 
sides, and  then  bore  up.  To  avoid  the  raking 
fire  of  tlieir  starboard  broadsides,  the  Com- 
iiuKlorc  bore  up  also,  and  thus  both  fleets  ran  to- 
<;ethor,  before  tlie  wind,  broadside  to  broadside. 

Tlien  really  commenced  the  tumult  of  the 
scene.  The  reverberating  guns  awed  the  waters 
into  stilhiess,  and  hushed  the  winds,  that  ap- 
peared to  hang  listlessly  about  the  conflict  in 
silent  horror.  The  homicides  fought  beneath 
the  unclouded  vault  of  heaven  in  a  lurid  atmo- 
sphere of  their  own,  as  if  to  veil  from  the  eye 
of  angel  how  demoniacal  can  become  the  strife  of 
man.  From  whence  shall  we  view  the  scene  of 
carnage ;  or  shall  we  view  it  at  all  ? 

Shall  we  pace  the  quarter-deck,  and  sec  who 
fall  there,  and  by  what  ghastly  wounds  ?  Shall 
we  go  below,  and  walk  amidst  the  guns  on  the 
smoke-surcharged  decks,  and  view  the  limbs 
dashed  about  of  the  dismembered  seamen ;  or 
descend  still  lower  into  the  cockpit,  and  hang 


THK   OLD    COMMODORE.  101 

over  the  mutilated  and  dying,  whilst  skill  and 
medicine  in  vain  strive  to  arrest  the  fleeting 
soul. 

No,  we  will  do  none  of  these.  Things  terrible 
as  these  deb'ght  not  us.  We  will  keep  close  to  the 
old  Commodore,  who,  alas  I  having  been  roused 
by  the  hissing  shot,  and  having  snuffed  in  the 
sulphureous  vapours  from  the  death-dealing 
guns,  began  to  give  way  to  his  innate  thirsting  for 
destruction.  Once  more  his  commands  were 
given  with  lusty  oaths;  once  more  his  temper 
began  to  rebel  against  his  judgment ;  and  he 
found  himself  raving,  because  the  failing  breeze 
had  as  yet  been  insufficient  to  place  him  in  con- 
tact with  the  Magnifique. 

The  broadsides  from  the  French  three- 
decker,  La  Magnifique,  were  terrible;  and, 
had  they  been  well-directed,  would  have  been 
crushing.  She  could  be  likened  to  nothing  so 
truly  as  to  an  immense  volcanic  rock  upon  the 
water,  pouring  forth  smoke,  fire,  and  thunder 
from   her  sides.     She  moved  not;    the  gentle 
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swell  had  no  effect  upon  her,  and  the  light  ain 
that  filled,  and  now  deserted,  her  loftiest  sails, 
caused  her  no  sensible  progression.  Sir  Oe- 
tavius,  in  his  noble  ship,  was  nearly  abreast  of 
her,  with  his  black-list  and  his  boarders  lying 
down  on  the  poop  and  quarter-deck »  ready  to 
pour  themselves  upon  and  into  her,  the  momeDt 
that  the  vessels  should  be  sufficiently  near. 

Loud  was  the  whistling  and  devout  the 
wishes  for  wind.  This  hon*ible  calm  was  ra- 
pidly wasting  away  human  life.  The  standing 
and  running  rigging  of  the  Thunderbolt  was 
already  much  cut,  and  her  masts  and  yards 
were  so  wounded  that  it  became  doubtful  if, 
when  the  much  prayed-for  breeae  sprang  up, 
that  they  would  carry  their  respective  sails. 
The  smoke  hung  heavily  about  the  ship»  and 
the  heat  became  almost  insupportable 

At  length,  some  good  Power,  as  if  in  pity  for 
this  protracted  slaughter,  sent  a  strong  flaw  of 
wind  from  the  south-west  full  on  the  starboard- 
beam  of  the  English  line,  taking  the  vessels 
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partly  aback,  and  shivering  the  sails  of  those, 
the.yards  of  which  were  squared,  and  driving 
the  thick  and  sulphureous  smoke  upon  the 
French.  Disregarding  the  chance  of  a  few 
raking  shots,  the  old  Commodore  put  his  helm 
a-starboard,  and,  in  less  than  three  minutes, 
urith  a  dreadful  concussion,  the  Thunderbolt 
lay  alongside,  and  grappled  to  the  Magnifique. 
So  dense  .was  the  smoke  that  the  enemy  were 
fiurly  taken  by  surprise;  for  there  were  no  more 
persons  on  the  upper-decks  than  were  necessary 
to  work  the  guns,  with  the  exception  of  some 
companies  of  troops. 

Through  the  port-boles,  over  the  hammock- 
netdog,  and  up  the  shrouds,  the  English  seamen 
swarmed,  as  if  by  miracle,  and  assembled  in 
crowds  from  all  quarters  upon  the  Frenchman's 
quarter-deck,  gangways,  and  forecastle^  The 
poop  was  held  by  the  French  soldiers ;  and  as 
they,  at  the  first  onset,  had  broken  away  the 
poop^ladders,  the  position  ought  to  have  been  one 
difficult  <o  carry,  and  most  annoying  to  those 
on  the  decks  below. 
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With  the  activity — and,  I  am  fiorry  to  add, 
the  headlong  recklessness — of  youth,  the  Com- 
nuxlore  swung  himself  into  the  main-rigging  of 
the  French  admiral,  and  thence  dropped  himself 
among  a  knot  of  officers  on  the  quarter-deck,  to 
their  infinite  surprise.  I  will  not  say  that  he 
was  the  first  on  board,  but,  most  certainly,  he 
was  among  the  first.  Again  his  powerful  voice 
lifted  up  the  family  battle-cry,  ^^  Nistroque !*' 
and  many  a  heavy  blow  fell  upon  the  devoted 
heads  of  the  French  at  the  cry  of  *^  Augustus  T 
Tall,  robust,  with  his  scarred  skull — for  his  hat 
had  fallen  off — his  patched  eye,  and  his  coun- 
tenance glowing  like  molten  iron.  Sir  Octavius 
struck  those  opposed  to  him  with  a  sudden 
fright,  which  was  no  little  increased  by  the 
singular  manner  in  which  he  was  armed.  Upon 
the  termination  of  his  left  arm,  he  had  screwed 
a  long  double-edged  weapon,  which  he  whirled 
about  after  the  manner  we  may  suppose  the 
scythes  of  our  ancestors  gyrated  at  the  axletrees 
of  their  rude  chariots;  with  his  right  hand,  bear- 
ing an  immense  and  approved  ship's  cutlass. 
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he  slashed  at  everything  he  saw  before  him, 
and  thus  bore  down  all  opposition. 

So  sudden  was  this  irruption  upon  the 
Frenchman's  decks,  that  the  men  who  were 
working  the  quarter-deck  guns  had  no  time  to 
change  their  ramrods  and  cartridge-cases  for 
boarding-pikes  and  arms  suitable  to  a  hand-to- 
hand  encounter.  A  seaman  had  just  sponged 
one  of  the  guns,  when  Sir  Octavius  came  sweep- 
ing by  him ;  to  defend  himself  he  thrust  the 
dirty  sponge  full  in  the  old  Commodore's  face, 
and  then  gave  him  a  couple  of  knocks  with  it 
on  the  pate,  after  which  ungentle  operation,  the 
old  man  looked  as  black  as  any  London  chimney- 
sweeper. In  this  ludicrous  state,  he  pushed  on 
until  he  entered  the  cabin  under  the  poop,  and 
there  he  met,  face  to  face,  the  shrivelled  French 
admiral*  He  was  a  thin  old  man,  and  had 
much  the  appearance  of  a  monkey  raised  upon 
its  hind-legs  and  dressed  in  uniform.  He  was 
all  activity  and  grimace. 

"  Sacre  I  tonnerre  !"    he  exclaimed,  putting 
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himself  into  the  most  approved  feDcing  attitude, 
and  thrusting  tierce  and  quart  at  his  opponeut 
witli  the  rapidity  of  a  flash  of  lightning.  *'  Ces 
chiuns  dcs  Antrlois,  sont  ils  commandes  par  un 
nefjre  ! 

"  Good  words,  Monsieur  TAmiral,  good 
words  !'*  said  the  old  Commodore,  shivering  the 
Frenchman's  thin  piece  of  steel  into  twenty 
pieces. 

"  Peste  !*'  exclaimed  Monsieur,  throwing 
away  the  useless  hilt.  "  Bon  !*"  continued  he, 
drawing  from  his  belt  a  pistol  of  elaborate 
workmanship,  and  presenting  it  full  in  the  face 
of  his  antagonist 

^'  XesfrcKjuer  shouted  forth  the  Commo- 
dore, stamping  with  his  foot.  The  battle-cry 
was  not  made  in  vain.  It  saved  the  black 
head  of  the  black-list  from  being  then  and 
there  laid  low.  As  the  French  admiral  was  in 
the  act  of  discharging  his  pistol,  he  found  his 
arm  knocked  up,  and  himself  seized,  from  be- 
hind, round  his  waist,  and  his  thin  little  legs 
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kicking  and  dangling   about  a  foot  from  the 
ground. 

^'  And  fait  what  will  I  do  with  him.  ver 
honner  ?  Shall  I  drop  him  into  the  say  ?  Be 
aisy,  yer  little  spalpeen,  can^t  yeP"  said  Daniel 
O'Sullivao,  the  blackest  man  on  the  Conimo- 
dore^s  black-list,  giving  his  prisoner  a  shake, 
and  carrying  him  towards  the  cabin  windows. 

The  spluttering  and  crashing  from  the  very 
small  admiral's  mouth  would  have  been  awful, 
had  not  his  position  been  so  ridiculous ;  yet  was 
it  admirable  to  observe  how  little  a  thing  could 
make  so  great  a  noise. 

**Do  not  harm  him,  Sullivan,"  said  the 
Commodore,  as  well  as  he  could  for  laughing. 

"  Not  I,  Sir  Hoctivius.  Get  ye  in  there, 
Monsieur  Crappo,  and  be  quiet  wid  ye."  Thus 
saying,  this  dainty  dare-devil  whipped  the 
admiral  into  a  compartment  of  a  locker  that 
ran  from  side  to  side  across  the  cabin,  close  under 
the  stern-windows,  and,  shutting  down  the  lid 
upon    him,     the    commander-in-chief   of   the 
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French  squadron  found  bimaelf  doieted  with 
himself,  to  his  utter  amasement  and  want  of 
breath. 

By  the  time  that  O'SuUivan  bad  seated  bim- 
self  on  the  lid  of  the  locker,  and  was  ooollj 
wiping  the  perspiration  from  bis  broad  and 
handsome  face,  the  Frenchman's  deck  was 
completely  carried.  Some  of  the  enemy  had 
jumped  overboard,  some  bad  run  up  the  ri|^ 
gingy  a  few  had  been  knocked  on  the  bead, 
but  the  major  part  had  fled  to  the  main-dedb 

*' Sullivan,  you  will  stifle  your  prisoner; 
give  him  some  air.  I  must  see  bow  matters  go 
on  the  main-deck;"  and  down  on  the  main-deck 
he  rushed,  which  was  also  speedily  denied. 
Having  now  confined  the  enemy  to  the  middk 
and  lower-decks,  the  Commodore  ordered  the 
hatches  to  be  placed  over  them,  and»  having 
thus  secured  them,  he  returned  to  the  quailei^ 
deck ;  and,  hailing  Captain  Egerton  on  bomd 
the  Thunderbolt,  requested  bim  to  poQH  die 
shot  of  every  gun  into  the  middle 


ti 


'::*.A 


THE   OLD   COMMODORE.  109 

decks.  This  could  be  done  efFectually,  as  the 
ships  were  still  close  alongside  of  each  othe^. 
But  few  shots,  however,  were  fired,  as  the 
Frenchmen  lowered  their  ports,  thus  offering  no 
resistance. 

The  French  troops  still  kept  possession  of 
the  poop ;  but  they  were  divided  among  them- 
selves, and,  without  surrendering,  remained 
inactive.  Their  naval  and  military  authorities 
did  not  act  in  unison.  Though  these  soldiers 
could  not  have  recovered  the  ship,  they  might, 
had  they  done  their  duty,  have  occasioned  great 
loss  to  the  enemy. 

Affairs  were  also  in  a  terrible  state  on  the 
lower  decks  of  La  Magnifique.  The  officers 
were  forced  to  place  strong  guards  over  the  fore 
and  after  powder-magazines^  as  a  desperate  party 
among  the  crew  wished  to  blow  themselves  and 
the  ship  and  their  victors  up  together.  Of 
course,  things  could  not  thus  long  remain. 

The  French  colours  were  still  flying  at  the 
gaff;  and,  though  all  signs  of  contention  had 
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ceased  on  board  the  ship,  they  could  not  be 
hauled  down  until  the  French  gentleroen,  who 
were  disputing  on  the  poop,  were  conquered  or 
consented  to  surrender.  In  the  meantime,  tht* 
old  Commodore  had  again  repaired  to  the 
cabin,  where  he  still  found  O'SulUvan  sitting 
very  composedly  on  the  locker,  with  the  French 
admiral  under  him.  The  sailor  had  taken  the 
precaution  to  give  his  prisoner  sufficient  air, 
and  only  just  sufficient,  to  secure  him  from 
sufFocation,  by  cutting  up  a  wad  into  small 
pieces,  and,  inserting  them  under  the  lid,  pre- 
vented it  from  closing  by  about  one  inch.  The 
spluttering  from  within  was  incessant,  but  little 
regarded  by  him  who  held  the  remonstrant  in 
such  durance  vile. 

Going  to  the  cabin-windows,  Sir  Octavius 
hailed  the  Thunderbolt.  **  Egerton,  elevate 
your  quarter-deck  guns,  and  clear  the  poop 
with  a  few  bushels  of  grape.     Fire  high.^ 

*'  Ay,  ay,  Sir  Octavius." 

'*  Ask  them  civilly  to  surrender  first.     Tell 
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them  the  ship  is  our^s,  and  their  admiral  safe 
in  his  own  wine-locker.'* 

"  Ay,  ay.  Sir  Octavius." 

The  guns  on  the  Thunderbolt's  quarter-deck 
were  loaded  and  pointed,  and  the  troops  re- 
quested to  surrender  and  haul  down  the  tri-color. 
Owing  to  their  diflerences  and  their  ifidecision, 
no  definite  answer  could  be  obtained.  One  gun 
only  was  then  fired:  the  grape  was  all-per- 
suasive.  The  men  fell  on  their  faces,  the  officers 
called  out  that  they  had  jdelded,  and  the 
large  and  majestic  colours  slowly  descended, 
never  more  to  fly  over  the  beautiful  first-rate 
they  had  so  long  and  so  nobly  decorated. 

**  Now,  Egerton,"  said  Sir  Octavius,  after  the 
first  batch  of  prisoners  had  been  removed  to  the 
Thunderbolt  and  the  English  colours  hoisted 
over  the  French,  ^^  you  had  better  haul  ofl^  a 
little,  and  let  the  enemy  see  that  the  admiral  is 
in  our  possession.  We  can  manage  the  ship 
very  well  ourselves.'' 

These  orders   were  promptly    obeyed,   and 
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produced    tlic  happiest   effects.     Two   of    the 
linc-of-hattle   ships  of   the    French    squadron, 
which   had  already  received  a  more  than  suffi- 
ciency of  iron  argument  to  convince  them  that 
they  ought  to  yield,  immediately  struck.     The 
other  two  thought  this  the  most  fitting  oppor- 
tunity in  the  world  to  try  their  rate  of  sailing 
with    the    British    squadron.     They  also  were 
soon  overtaken — which  was  bad ;  and  taken — 
which  was  worse.     Captain  Oliphant,  with  the 
assistance  of  the  brig,  had  already  made  himself 
master  of  the  frigate  that  was  dismasted  at  the 
commencement  of  tlie  action,  whilst  her  consort 
was  tlie  only  French  vessel  that   effected    her 
escape,  and  bore  the  news  into  Rochfort  that 
M.    Frcsnoy's    gallant    squadron    were,   unex- 
pected by  himself  and  by  all  those  whom  he  had 
so  lately  commanded,  making  the  best  of  their 
way  to  Portsmouth,  in  order  to  refit. 

But  we  have  a  little  anticipated.  The  two 
lower  decks,  that  is  to  say,  the  middle  and  lower 
batteries  of  La  M agnifique,  with  three-fourths 
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of  her  crew,  have  not,  as  yet,  confessed  them- 
selves subdued.  Captain  Egerton  has,  how- 
ever, sent  most  of  the  Thunderbolt^s  boats  with 
fresh  drafts  of  men,  so  that  the  Frenchmen, 
cooped  up  as  they  are,  would  only  evince 
madness  by  resisting.  But  there  are  tites  men- 
t^es  among  them,  persons  jealous  of  the  honour 
of  the  new  republic,  and  who  would  willingly, 
by  desperation,  endeavour  to  conceal  their  want 
of  conduct  and  of  steady  valour. 

But  more  than  all  this.  Sir  Octavius  was 
careful  of  the  lives  and  limbs  of  his  own  men, 
and  not  willing  to  make  a  greater  sacrifice  than 
necessary  of  those  of  the  enemy.  Therefore  he 
now  most  ardently  desired  that  the  French  be- 
tween decks  should  make  a  peaceable  surrender. 

During  these  proceedings,  which,  by-the-bye, 
occupied  but  a  very  little  space  of  time,  Daniel 
CySuUivan  remained  seated  upon  the  lid  of  the 
locker  that  contained  the  French  admiral,  hold* 
ing  with  him  an  uninterrupted  conversation,  in 
which  it  fell  to  the  lot  of  the  man  of  rank  to 
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"  Dirty,  yer  honner  ? — not  a  hit  of  it.  Sir 
HocUviusy  it  is  past  all  that ;  yer  honner's  as 
clane  a  looking  hlackamoor  as  ever  I  seed  in 
my  life,  harring  the  white  in  yer  honner's 
beautiful  eye,  may  Grod  bless  and  presarve  it, 
and  yer  honner^s  good  set  o'  grinders,  there's 
not  a  speck  about  your  figure-head  thafs  not 
as  black  as  the  top  of  an  Hirish  winter's  night, 
and  the  moon  down." 

'^  Well,  well,  a  little  soap  and  water.  But 
how  is  the  admiral  ?" 

•*  Rombustrous  to  a  pavarsity,  not  by  no 
means  understandable^  Sir  Hoctivius  Baccky- 
•quirt." 

^^  How  do  you  do.  Monsieur  I'Amiral,  com- 
ment— and  so  on — will  you  surrender — ^yield, 
you  comprenez  ?" 

"  What  you  mean,  Saar  N^ger,  heel'd — ^me 
rendre  ?  Les  Francois  meurent  mais  ils  ne 
rendent  jamais  ?" 

**  Very  true,  no  doubt  on't,  Monsieur — but 
all  your  squadron  have  struck." 
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^*  La  fortune  de  la  f^erre !  Peste !  I  tiI 
rende.    Je  me  rende.  Monsieur  le  N^giei  so  you 

vil  a  let  me  out  of  dis  vile ,  and  me  speak 

you  formidable." 

^^  Hand  the  gentleman  out,  O'SuIlivan.*^ 

Covered  with  straw,  bits  of  oakum,  and  all 
manner  of  maritime  rubbish,  the  splendidly 
dressed  little  man  stood  before  his  conqueror. 
After  shaking  off  as  much  of  these  additanients 
to  his  person  as  he  could,  he  first  stamped 
fiercely  with  his  right  foot,  and  then  broke  out 
thus.  ^^  Monsieur  le  N^gre,  me  your  prisonier; 
veil,  mc  can  no  fight  you  in  the  name  of  my 
grande  nation,  but  me  fight  you  for  my  one 
self;  for,  saar,  for  why  you  make  this  one  man 
put  me,  Pamiral,  like  twenty,  seven,  four  empty 
bouteilles,  in  my  own  beauf&t  ?  Sacre  nom  de 
Dieu !" 

^^  What  could  we  do  with  you,  admiral? — ^you 
were  so  violent.  Blood  and  brass  blunder- 
busses !  why  the  devil  did  you  suffer  one  of  your 
men  to  mess  me  oU  over  with  a  sooty  sponge. 
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and  almost  put  out  my  larboard  eye  ?  Is  that, 
Monsieur,  treating  the  English  commander-in- 
chief  like  a  gentleman  ? — G — d  damme !  and 
that^s  better  swearing  than  your  pitiful  sacred* 

"  Juste  ciel  I  vous  n'fites  pas  nfegre  veritable  ? 
touche  la,  mon  ami,  touche  la,^'  said  the  quickly 
pacified  Frenchman,  extending  his  hand.  The 
Commodore's  rising  effervescence  subsided ;  he 
took  the  proffered  hand,  and  then  they  went  to- 
gether on  the  poop.  The  Frenchman  soon  saw 
how  complete  was  the  victory.  He  laid  his 
hand  upon  his  breast,  and,  whilst  the  tears  stood 
in  his  aged  eyes,  he  sighed  forth.  ^^  France 
is  lost  to  me  for  ever.'* 

He  then,  accompanied  by  the  Commodore, 
went  to  the  main-hatchway  on  the  middle  deck, 
and  removing  a  part  of  the  battens,  he  hailed 
those  below  thus.  ^*  Tout  est  perdu.  Rendons 
nous,  mes  fils.*^ 

Thus  was  La  Magnifique  lost  and  won. 
The  boats  of  the  Thunderbolt  were  now  ac- 
tively employed  in  conveying  the  French  pri- 
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soners  to  the  English  vessel.  Captain  Egerton 
was  appointed  to  the  command  of  the  French 
admiral's  vessel,  and  the  first  lieutenant  of  the 
Thunderbolt  to  be  her  captain,  and  other  ar- 
rangements made,  usual  on  similar  occasions. 

By  four  o'clock,  p.  m.,  everything  was  in 
tolerable  order  in  both  fleets,  and  what  sail  the 
wounded  masts  and  yards  of  the  ship  could 
bear  was  made,  and  the  course  laid  for  Ports- 
mouth. 

I  have  purposely  avoided  the  horrible  in  my 
brief  and  indifferent  description  of  this  memo- 
rable engagement.  Considering  the  extent  of 
the  success,  and  the  slaughter  usual  on  events 
like  this,  the  loss  of  life  was  comparatively 
small ;  but  it  was  all  too  great  for  humanity  to 
contemplate  without  shuddering,  and  we  will 
tlierefore  conceal  the  dead  from  the  reader^s 
sight,  by  spreading  over  them  the  broad  ban- 
ners of  victory,  and  the  gorgeous  flags  of 
glory — glory  ? — assuredly. 

At  a  little  after  four,  the  old  Commodore  sat 
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down  to  dinner  with  M.  Fr^snoy  the  French  ad- 
miral, and  some  of  his  principal  officers.  He 
had  taken  care  to  wash  his  face  well,  and  have 
his  stiff  tail  clubbed  afresh,  with  new  ribbon.  He 
was  all  courtesy  and  good-humour^  and  said  all 
those  very  proper  things  to  console  his  prisoner 
—guest,  which  only  made  him  feel  more  acutely 
his  situation.  The  old  gentleman,  reformed  as 
he  was,  had  still  a  few  most  important  leaVes  to 
turn  over  in  the  large  book  of  humanity.  How- 
ever, he  did  his  best ;  and  as  somebody  has  said 
when  the  best  has  turned  out  very  bad  indeed, 
^^  angels  can  do  no  more.'^ 

After  the  wine  and  coffee,  there  not  being 
anything  very  inspiriting  for  M.  Fr^oy  to 
view  from  the  decks,  Sir  Octavius  Bacuissart 
proposed  a  game  at  whist,  which  proposition 
was  very  gladly  accepted.  Sir  Octavius  having 
screwed  on  his  spring-nippers,  the  party  set-to 
with  great  self-satisfaction.  Sir  Octavius  was 
in  high  luck ;  he  won  rub  after  rub,  and  though 
the  stakes  for  which  he  played  would  now  be 
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thfft  every  cxre  had  been  taken   to  render  his 
squadron  efficient,  and  that  he  himself  had  been 
incessant  in  his  labours  to  make   it  complete, 
he  found,  to  his  utter  dismay,  and  inconceivable 
astonishment,   in  less  than  an  hour  from  the 
commencement  of  the  action,   himself  popped 
into  his  own  wine-locker,  and  his  fleet  in  the 
possession   of  an   enemy.      Surely   there   was 
something  like  a  fate  in  this,  that  laughed  at  all 
previous  arrangement,  despised  the  calculations 
of  human  wisdom,  and  defied  all  the  eflbrts  of 
mature  consideration,  courage,  and  conduct.'" 

To  all  this  the  old  Commodore  shook  his 
head  very  gravely,  saying  but  little*  He  did 
not  wish  to  destroy  this  flimsy  structure  of  com- 
fort in  which  his  prisoner  wished  to  take  refuge; 
neither  did  he  like  to  see  the  splendour  of  his 
own  achievements  demolished  by  an  argument. 
He  therefore  briefly  told  M.  Fr^snoy  that,  in 
the  late  action  he  had  fully  done  his  duty,  and, 
in  fact,  had  done,  under  all  the  circumstances, 
all  that  roan  could  do;  but  he  begged  leave 
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bourg,  with  all  which  the  reader  is  'acquainted^ 
and  then  said,  ^  Even,  Sir  Octavius,  in  the 
slight  rencounter  that  we  had^  the  advantage 
was  most  ^ecidedly  mine.  Not  one  single  shot 
that  you^red  on  that  evening  took  effect'' 

*^  No, admiral,  it  was  sufficient  success  for  me 
that  I  hauled  off  your  d — d  lee  shore.  O  that 
cursed  night — a  night,  sir,  that  renders  this 
glorious  day  almost  unhappy.** 

^^  Indeed,  Sir  Octavius,  I  only  knocked  away 
an  insignificant  spar  or  so  on  board  of  you,  and 
took  one  prisoner/' 

*^  One  prisoner !  You  amaze  me.  For  the 
love  of  God  trifle  not.     Who  was  he  ?" 

**  Monsieur  seems  deeply  interested.  He  was 
a  noble  lad,  a  beau  garfon.  He  was  found 
under  the  bows  of  that  very  three-decker  which 
you  have  done  me  the  honour  to  take.  My  fools, 
first  of  all,  took  him  for  the  conductor  of  a 
catamaran — an  infernal,  that  was. to  blow  us 
into  the  air ;  but,  on  hauling  him  and  the  dread* 
ful  machine  on  board,  one  proved  to  be  a  half- 
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miral,  tell  me,  and  in  words  as  few  as  possible, 
did  that  youth  say  through  what  cause  he  came 
to  be  in  that  situation  ?  Did  he  say  anything 
about  being  compelled  to  jump  overboard  ?  How 
did  he  get  into  the  water  P  Did  he  lay  blame 
on  any  one  ?*' 

^' On  none  but  himself:  he  said  he  had 
been  too  rash— that  that  rashness  had  caused 
him  to  be  in  the  miserable  predicament  in  which 
he  had  been  found — he  seemed  to  wish  us  all 
to  understand  that  his  being  overboard  was 
purely  the  effect  of  accident." 

**'  You  hear  that,  gentleman,  you  hear  that/' 
said  the  old  Commodore,  turning  triumphantly 
to  his  officers.  **  Noble,  generous  fellow,  that 
he  was !  I  need  not  ask  you  if  his  name  was 
Astelir 

"  It  was." 

^'  Did  he  tell  you  anything  of  me— of  his 
family  ?" 

**  Not  a  word.  He  was  scrupulously  silent 
upon  the  subject." 
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'^  Now  mark  ye  me,  admiral,  you  have  just 
made  me  the  happiest  dog  alive.  I  glory  in  call- 
ing myself  the  uncle  of  that  heroic  boy.  You 
have  made  me  so  happy,  that  I  could  find  it  my 
heart  to  give  you  back  your  ship  and  squadron, 
and  fight  you  for  them  over  again.  I  could, 
by  hither  and  thither,  and  that^s  all  the  swear- 
ing I*m  allowed — but  I  can^t,  you  kuow  I 
can't — the  articles  of  war  are  against  it.  Mon- 
sieur.*^ 

^^  These  strange  English  !"  was  the  only  and 
philosophical  reply. 

'^  But  I  have  a  sacred  duty  to  perform.  Ex- 
cuse me  for  a  few  minutes.**^  The  obi  gentle- 
man then  retired  into  his  after-cabio,  to  tran- 
quillise  his  agitated  feelings  by  prayer,  and  a 
giving  of  thanks  from  the  inmost  recesses  of  his 
heart. 

He  returned  to  his  company  in  a  short  apace 
of  time,  with  a  serene  brow,  and  the  very  por- 
trait  of  intellectual  happiness.  He  oould  no 
longer  play  at  cards ;  he  could  do  nothing  but 
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talk  of  his  nephew.  His  officers,  with  gen- 
tlemanly delicacy,  seeing  that  such  a  conversa- 
tion involved  many  private  and  family  matters,, 
dropped  off  one  by  one,  and  soon  left  him  alone 
with  his  prisoner. 

The  admiral  told  the  old  Commodore  that  he 
had  taken  a  liking  to  the  youth,  and  had  en- 
deavoured to  gain  his  esteem.  That  he  had 
taken  him  to  sea  for  a  cruise  with  him,  in  order 
to  dispel  his  melancholy,  and  perhaps  win  him 
to  join  the  cause  of  universal  liberty,  by  fight* 
ing  under  the  banners  of  revolutionary  France. 
The  admiral  further  said,  that  he  was  inex- 
orable to  his  intreaties,  and  received  with  con- 
tempt the  most  splendid  offers,  and  only  peti- 
tioned, as  the  greatest  of  favours  that  could  be 
done  to  him,  to  be  put  on  shore  on  any  spot  of 
England,  or  of  any  English  territory.  This  it 
was  impossible  for  the  admiral  to  do ;  and,  at 
last,  he  was  compelled  to  yield  him  as  a  prisoner 
to  the  authorities.  He  also  ascertained  that  he 
had  been  confined  at  Verdun,  from  whence  he 
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most  every  town  and  large  city  in  the  kingdom ; 
and  furthermore,  of  being  made  the  hero  of  a 
ballad.  In  fact,  for  about  a  months  he  was  a 
small  fortune  to  the  peripatetic  vocalists. 

These  spontaneous  tributes  are  the  truest 
tests  of  glory.  How  many  men  I  know  that 
have  been  made  barons,  viscounts,  earls,  mar- 
quesses, and  even  dukes,  that  never  had  merjt 
enough  to  figure  in  a  ballad,  and  that,  though 
they  perhaps  deserved  to  be  hung  up  —  they 
could  never  get  the  meanest  hedge-house 
beer-shop  in  the  kingdom  to  do  them  the  ho- 
nour. I  might  have  been  on  a  sign  myself  - 
only  they  put  me  most  unaccountably  on  the 
shelf,  now  nearly  thirty  years  ago. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

■ 

^Vhat  a  hell  of  witchcraft  lies 
I:;  the  small  orb  of  one  particalar  tear ! 

SHAXffPEAmB't   LoTKs't   COMPfiAIKT. 


The  winding-up  of  m  j  stoiy  appraacbei.  I  have 
aspired  at  great  things.  I  am  a  human  aspen- 
leaf.  The  flame  of  my  ambition  has  risen  lo 
a  vast  height ;  and  the  higher  a  flame  iiw^Tuli, 
the  more  it  trembles.  But  I  cannot,  or  at  least 
I  ought  not,  to  faiL  The  puUic  will  not  put 
my  book  unneglected  on  the  shelf,  as  the  Loids 
of  the  Admiralty,  of  so  many  excellent  aHmimj^ 
t  rations,  have  done  by  its  very  aged  author. 
No,  I  shall  not  utterly  fail;  fiir  mj  purpose 
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and  my  aim  throughout,  in  recording  these 
events,  have  been  to  benefit  my  fellow-men,  and 
to  show  them  how,  by  bearing  and  forbearing, 
they  may  benefit  each  other. 

The  mummery  of  municipal  applause  and 
courtly  congratulations  were  now  wearisome  to 
the  old  Commodore.  The  freedom  of  the  me- 
tropolis, presented  to  him  in  a  box  of  gold,  was 
not  so  much  prized  by  him  as  would  have  been 
the  freedom  to  repair  immediately  to  Trestletree 
Hall,  to  embrace  the  daughter  on  whom  he 
doated,  and  be  the  first  to  tell  her  that  his  and 
her  Augustus  lived.  The  hero's  best  triumphs 
will  always  be  found  at  last  in  the.  bosom  of  his 
own  family.  It  was  there  that  the  Commodore 
panted  to  feel  his  glory;  there  only  could  he 
fully  enjoy  it,  for  there  only  could  he  share  it 
with  those  who  would  cling  fondly  around  him. 

However,  we  must  leave  him,  for  a  short 
time  in  LoriBon,  preparidjg  to  go  to  court,  in 
futt  unifdha^  and  occupying  himself  with  ener- 
getic measures  for  the  recovery  of  Augustus. 
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Let  us  be  pment  at  the  airiTal  at  Treftle- 
tree  Hall  of  Miss  Rosa  Bdmoiit  and  her  maid, 
attended  bv  Mr.  Underdown  and  Peter  Drifd. 
Their  coining  spread  an  uoiversal  joj  throughout 
the  inansioD.  Mrs.  Oliphant,  without  knowing 
the  tender  ties  that  bound  the  huly  to  her  son* 
received  Rosa  with  all  the  affection  of  a  mother, 
and,  though  only  a  grocer's  widow,  with  all  the 
genuine  grace  of  a  lady.  Miss  Matilda  thought 
her  the  nicest  dressed  person  she  ever  bddd ; 
but  made  her  mind  up,  at  once,  that  the  surpsH- 
ing  brilliancy  of  her  colour,  and  the  wonderful 
transparency  of  her  dark  complexicm,  must  be 
artificial,  and  had  already  promised  hendf 
much  increase  of  beauty  from  the  cosmetic 
mystery. 

But  the  effect  of  the  lady's  entrance  into  the 
drawing-room  upon  poor  dear  romping  Rebecca 
was  the  most  startling  and  the  most  distresog. 
She  was  about  to  rush  upon  Boaa  with  her 
usual  boisterous  impetuosity,  and'aeiaa  her 
hands,  when  the  natural  iirfmiifl  and  inaate 
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dignity  of  feeling  of  Miss  Belmont  made  ker 
unconsciously  draw  herself  up  a  little  proudly^ 
Becky  stopped  short  in  her  rush,  and  exclaimed, 
*^  Gracious  me,  how  beautiful !  I  am  sure  she 
will  never  love  such  a  slatternly  thing  as  I  am. 
I  could  tear  my  hair  off !" 

She  spoke  this  passionately,  pouting  and  half 
crying,  and  fairly  turned  her  back  upon  the 
company.  Notwithstanding  all  her  promises  of 
amendment,  she  had  not  improved  very  much 
in  the  graces  since  her  father'^s  departure. 

"  Why  ?^  said  Mr.  Underdown,  in  reply  to 
her  very  feminine,  or  rather  unfeminine,  threat, 
^The  hair  is  very  beautiful,  is  it  not,  Miss 
Belmont  ?  This  young  lady  is  Miss  Bacuissart, 
the  only  daughter  of  Sir  Octavius ;  be  known 
to  each  other .^ 

*^  The  hair  is  beautiful,  indeed,  and  netfrly 
surrounds  the  face  of  an  angel.  Not  love  yoo, 
my  dear!  How  cotUd  you  think  so!  I  tnu 
velled  I  don't  know  how  many  hundred  ttriles 
on  purpose  to  love  you,  and  all  whom  I  mn  sb 


"  You    are 
said    Miss    Mi 
low  curtsey  of  [ 
.  ^'  Pooh,  pooh 
look  at  me  with 
Will  you  lay  t 
Will  you  hug  me 
Will  you  not  qui 

She  suited  her 
herself  into  Rosa'i 
again,  and  then 
moment,  the  frieni 
site  beings  was  im 

It  was  after  t1 


THB    OLD   COMMODORE.  135 

wrapped  up  in  the  living  tenderness  of  the 
sister  and  the  devotion  of  the  friend,  that  that 
very  authority  was  the  greatest  bond  of  union 
between  them.  Rebecca  made  Miss  Belmon't 
her  mod^l  in  everything;  she  even  attempted 
to  imitate  her  in  her  somewhat  stilted  phrase- 
ology, which  was  a  very  good  corrective  for  the 
usual  homeliness  of  her  own. 

The  effect  of  this  friendship  was  also  most 
beneficial  to  Rosa.  She  began  perceptibly  to 
talk  less  and  less  every  day  of  the  delicate 
susceptibilities  of  the  immaterialised  mind,  and 
the  roseate  hues  of  diffident  love  blushing 
through  the  veil  of  bashfulness.  The  natural 
bursts  of  feeling  that  were  so  common  to  Re- 
becca lighted  up,  in  the  bosom  of  Rosa,  more 
healthful  and  much  purer  sources  of  sensibility. 
She  began  to  understand  and  conceive  a  great 
affection  for  moral  dignity,  and  the  conver- 
sations of  Mr.Underdown  with  both  his  pupils — 
for  such  in  effect,  though  not  in  name,  they 
were— began  to  give  one  lady  an  insight  into 


136  TH£    OLJ}    COJCJCODOSK. 

the  beauties,  and  a  love  for  the  obligatioDS,  of 
religioD,  whilst  they  tended  to  cod  firm  in  the 
other  what  had  been  ao  early  and  so  carefullj 
implanted. 

In  one  little  month,   Rosa  was  only  half  as 
romantic  as  formerly,   and    almost   wboUy  ra- 
tional.    In  the  same  little  month,  Rebecca  had 
made  as  much  progress  in   ladyjike  acquire- 
ments as  her  model  had  in  good  sense,  which  is 
saying  a  good  deal  for  both  ladies,  and  more 
than  I,  at  my  age,  would  venture  to  say  for 
most.     During  that  little  month,  the  old  Com- 
modore had  been  cruising,  fighting,  and  playing 
the  courtier.     Captain  Oliphant  had  been  doing 
the  first  two,  and  was  most  eager  to  do  the  last 
at  the  feet  of  his  beautiful  Rosa. 

But  where,  all  this  time,  is  Mr.  Rubaaore? 
Not  very  distant,  you  may  be  sure  ;  for,  just 
now,  there  is  a  very  great  deal  of  mischief  con- 
coctine 

Yes.  I  think  that  it  was  in  the  K««     •      _» 
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than  the  seventh,  of  that  month — that,  one 
evening,  Rosa  and  Rebecca  had  strolled,  arm- 
in-arm,  into  one  of  the  thickest  preserves  of 
Trestletree  Hall.  They  feared  no  danger, 
though  it  was  late  in  the  evening,  for  this  pre- 
serve was  included  in  the  park  palings  that 
surrounded  the  grounds  of  the  house.  The 
day  had  been  sultry,  and  the  dews  had  not  yet 
fallen,  so  the  ladies  continued  their  walk,  hither 
and  thither,  upon  the  open  and  grassy  glades. 

Miss  Belmont  had  not  yet  lost  her  taste  for 
moonlight,  and  Miss  Bacuissart  was  rapidly 
acquiring  hers.  With  their  beautiful  arms  en- 
twined round  each  other's  slender  waists,  the 
dark  and  the  fair  beauty  were  nearly  as  happy 
in  their  communion  of  thought  as  two  persons 
of  the  same  sex  can  possibly  be.  Indeed,  I 
doubt,  had  Rosa  changed  her  companion  for 
Captain  Oliphant,  and  Rebecca  hers  for  her 
cousin  Augustus,  whether  there  would  have 
been  more  happiness — I  say  nothing  about 
transports. 
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That  evening  Miss  Belmont  bad  made  her 
confession.  Nothing  of  her  past  h'fe  had  she 
concealed  from  her  friend;  and,  with  great 
inagnaniniity,  had  been  tolerably  severe  upon 
her  errors. 

Now  Miss  Bacuissart  hated  Mr.  Rubasore,  if 
it  could  be  said  she  hated  anything.  She, 
therefore,  made  herself  and  her  companion 
merry  by  relating  his  race  to  save  his  pigtail. 
From  thence,  she  proceeded  to  give  n^r  friend 
the  history  of  her  own  life,  how  she  had  been 
spoiled,  and  how  much  she  enjoyed  the  process; 
and  how  deeply  ashamed  she  now  was  of  having 
ever  entertained  feelings  so  selfish  and  per- 
nicious. She  next  spoke  of  Augustus.  It  was 
then  that  her  blue  eyes  engendered  flames  that 
outvied  even  the  lustrous  eyes  of  Rosa ;  it  was 
then  tliat  her  gentle  bosom — ^too  full  of  a 
hopeless,  of  a  desponding  love— Jieaved  to  all 
but  bursting;  it  was  then  that  her  fair  brow 
flushed,  that  her  downy  cheek  mantled,  and 
that  she  stood  forth  and  away  from  her  com- 


THE    OLD    COMMODORE.  139 

panion  in  all  the  majesty  of  a  deep  sentiment, 
that  the  lady  of  the  delicate  susceptibilities  had 
only  begun  to  comprehend. 

*'  Rosa  r  she  exclaimed,  no  longer  clinging 
to  her  for  support^  no  longer  looking  up  to  her 
for  direction,  but  standing  before  her  in  all  the 
independence — perhaps  in  the  superiority — of 
an  innately  greater  soul,  '^  Rosa,  I  loved  him, 
even  as  a  child.  It  seemed  to  me,  when  I  was 
crouchinff  near  him,  that  I  was  sitting  in  a 
peaceful  sunshine,  all  around  and  all  within  me 
seemed  so  blissful  with  heavenly  light ;  I  was 
so  very  happy !  I  love  my  father,  Rosa,  fondly 
love  him— dear,  good,  passionate  old  man ;  and 
I  ruled  him— I  loved  him  for  that  too ;  yet  I 
never  ruled  Augustus,  and  yet  I  loved  him  a 
thousand  times  better  than  I  loved  my  father. 
It  is  shocking  to  say  so,  but,  O  my  Rosa,  it  is 
true.  Were  he  alive,  you  should  not  see  him  ; 
you  would  love  him.  I  tell  you,  you  would. 
Miss  Belmont" 

" O  Rebecca,  do  I  deserve  this?" 
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need  I  of  geography,  excepting  to  trace  out  the 
spot  where  they  drowned  him  ?  Is  French  or 
German,  Latin  or  Itah'an,  necessary  for  me  to  call 
upon  his  loved  name?  Augustus  !  Augustus! 
Augustus!  Melody  are  those  syllables  to  my 
wild  heart.  They  soothe  me  more  than  does  the 
mother's  hymn  her  half-sleeping  child.  Would 
it  not  be  a  glorious  idea,  Rosa,  when  my  old 
father  is  dead — ^you  see  how  little  filial  Fam, 
but  when  I  think  of  Augustus^  I  do  not  then 
so  much  love  my  father — when  that  ever  angry 
old  man  is  dead«  would  it  not  be  glorious  to 
pull  down  that  massive  old  stone  pile,  and 
build  up  a  tomb — a  monument — a  something 
with  a  hard  name — what  is  it.  Miss  Belmont, 
speak  ?" 

'*  A  mausoleum,"  said  the  now  subdued 
Hosa,  actually  subdued  by  the  force  of  her 
friend's  indomitable  will. 

'^  Mausoleum.  The  word  is  not  so  good  as 
tomb,  temple,  or  even  grave-stone.  Trestletree 
Hall  would  make  a  brave  tomb-temple,  would 
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it  not,  my  friend?  I — wheD  my  father  is 
oronc — I,  Rebecca  Bacuissart,  will  do  it.  But 
you  do  not  speak,  I?/)sa ;  do  I  terrify  you? 
sometimes  I  frighten  everybody.  But,  after 
all,  I  am  but  what  they  made  me;  and  yet  I 
sliould  have  been  something,  perhaps,  had  they 
not  drowned  Augustus." 

"  AVliat  shall  I  say  to  you,  my  dear  Re- 
becca ?  I  know  you  not  in  your  new  character. 
I  see  no  more  the  half-bashful,  the  half-forward 
cldld,  that  was  fast  improving  herself  into  the 
lady.  I  understand  nothing  about  you  but 
tiiat  I  love  you  much,  and — must  I  add  it.^ — 
fear  you  a  little."' 

^^  I  will  tell  you  something,  Rosa — a  secret; 
yet  I  blush  not  to  avow  it.  At  fourteen,  I  was 
a  loving,  a  passionately  loving,  woman.  They 
wrested  him  from  me,  and  I  have  chosen  to  be 
a  wilful  child  ever  since.  For  Augustus  I 
would 'have  studied  myself  into  a  skeleton.  In 
affluence  I  would  have  worshipped,  in  poverty 
have  slaved  for  him.     I  would  have  discovered 
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his  slightest  wish  so  artfully,  that  I  might  be 
thrice  blessed  in  doing  it.  I  would,  indeed. 
Had  he  said  to  roe,  fie  the  accomplished  lady, 
the  whole  of  our  income,  large  as  it  is,  should 
have  been  spent  in  masters.  I  would  have 
carried  wakefulness  to  the  very  verge  of 
disease — exertion  to  weakness.  Rosa,  were 
Augustus  living,  and  bade  me— though  you 
are  older  than  I  by  three  years — I  would,  in  a 
few  months,  rival,  excel  you.  Is  this,  think 
you,  a  vain  boast?  I  know  of  nothing  more 
powerful  than  my  own  will,  except  my  unfortu- 
nate love.'* 

"  I  firmly  believe  you.  In  the  present  ex- 
cited state  of  your  feelings,  you  know  that  I 
would  not  flatter  you.  Already  have  you 
learned,  in  a  month,  what  took  me  a  whole 
year  to  acquire.  Mr.  Underdown,  amiable 
man  that  he  is,  laughs  at  me  for  my  romance. 
Does  he  know  the  state  otyaur  feelings?" 

^^  He  knows  how  intensely  I  loved  Augustus; 
but  knows  not^xperhaps^  the  nature  of  that  love. 
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guage  in  which  it  was  conveyed  went  straight 
home  to  her  heart,  and  left  there  the  remem- 
brance of  it  for  ever. 

**  Now,  Rosa,  knowing  all  this  of  my  Augus- 
tus, you  now  see  why,  if  he  were  alive,  I  would 
never  have  permitted  you  to  pass  this  threshold. 
A  greater  tribute  to  your  merits  I  could  not 
have  pronounced.  Dead  I  can  mourn  for  him, 
and  live  on  ;  but  I  could  never  have  seen  him  at- 
tached to  another,  and  survive.^ 

^^  Calm  yourself,  my  dear  Rebecca ;  he  never 
could  have  preferred  me,  or  any  woman  that 
ever  existed,  to  yourself." 

^^  How  can  you  say  so  ?  I  had  almost  said, 
how  dare  you  ?  He  was,  like  yourself,  exceed- 
ing in  his  beauty;  like  yourself,  he  was 
polished  in  his  manners,  and  the  gentlest, 
though  the  bravest,  of  God's  creatures.  He 
positively  had  no  self.  Wherever  he  was,  he 
seemed  only  to  be  the  means  of  happiness  to 
others.  In  all  this,  how  like  you !  O  that  he  had 
had  some  of  that  furious  will,  which  is  a  part  of 

VOL.  III.  H 
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world's  adminitioD.  I  oould  not  hare  drunk 
deeply  at  the  w^  of  his  affections^  nor  be  at 
mine,  for  we  should  have  surrounded  the  ap- 
proaches with  too  mudi  finery — too  much  pre- 
tence." 

The  not  yet  wholly  tamed  Rebecca  had 
almost  cried  out  here,  **  Speak  for  yourself, 
madam  ;'^  but  contented  herself  with  proudly 
throwing  back  h^  head,  and  shaking  her  beau- 
tiful curls. 

*^  I  see  this  displeases  you ;  but  it  is  the 
truth.  There  is  my  own  dear  Noll;  may 
bearen  bless  him,  daily  and  hourly,  as  I  do ; 
though  I  really  wish  his  name  was  either 
Alfred  or  Edward, — Oliphant  is  well  enough.  I 
hold  his  noble  heart,  in  all  its  simplicity, 
within  mine.  He  loves  me  devotedly — I  know 
be  does;  and  admires  me  greatly,  which  I 
greatly  like.  Now  I  love  him  dearly,  dearly, 
dearly ;  but  there  is  a  little  tyranny  in  my  love ; 
for  I  love  him  the  better,  because  I  know  I  shall 
never  find  in  him  a  rival  a  critic,   or  a  judge. 

H  2 
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I  idolize  him  for  his  great  moral  worth,  and 
he  nic  for  the  little  worth  I  may  possess,  and 
wliat  he  fancies  the  infinite  educational  perfec- 
tions with  which  it  is  set  off.  Rebecca,  I 
won  hi  not  give  bluLt,  honest,  gallant,  hand- 
some Oliver  for  twenty  Augustuses." 

"  I  do  not  approve  of  your  taste.'' 

"  There — but  I  am  at  least  three  years  older 
tiian  yourself.  I  see,  that  in  dispelling  your 
vision  of  jealousy,  I  have  sunk  in  your  es- 
timation." 

'*  Frankly,  I  could  never  bear  Noll.  He 
treated  me  like  a  child  :  would  jocosely  rub  me 
with  his  rough  beard,  and  only  laugh  at  the 
most  tremendous  slaps  on  the  face  that  I  could 
give  him.  He  to  do  all  this,  whilst  I  knew  that 
I  was  a  woman." 

''  Quietly,  my  Rebecca;  there  is  some  one 
near  us.** 

*'  Impossible !  this  preserve  is  strictly  private. 
I  Imve  ordered  that  not  even  the  servants  of  the 
establishment  shall  presume  to  set  a  foot  .in  it 
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without  my  permission.     I  am  too  well  under* 
stood  here  to  be  disobeyed." 

**  I,  however,  presume  to  do  it,"  said  a 
person,  stepping  forward  abruptly. 

Miss  Belmont  screamed,  and  would  have 
fled,  whilst  Rebecca  stood  forth,  and,  boldly 
facing  the  intruder,  haughtily  demanded,  ^*  how 
he  dared  do  it  ?* 

^*  I  am  here^  Miss  Bacuissart,  searching  for 
a  malefactor.  I  charge  you,  in  the  king^s  name, 
and  as  a  magistrate,  to  impede  me  not.  I  have 
about  me  the  lawful  authority." 

^^  It  is  that  wretch  Rubasore,"  said  the  unce- 
remonious Rebecca. 

*'  It  is  my  odious  guardian  !"  said  the  little- 
Consoling  Rosa. 

**  Miss  Belmont !  By  all  that  is  impossible, 
it  is  she !  Pray,  Miss,  may  I  ask  how  you 
came  here;  and  how,  without  my  permis- 
sion, you  left  Jaspar  Hall.  Where  is  Mrs. 
Dredgdy  ?* 

Now  the  last  query  being  the  most  easily 
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Upon  you  at  a  more  fitting  opportunity ;  when 
I  shall  be  able  to  prove  to  you  that  I  am  your 
best  and  your  only  friend.  It  may  seem  harsh, 
but  you  must  now  oome  with  me.^ 

^'  Oh,  oh,  oh  r  screamed  the  delicate  heroine. 

'^  She  shaVt,"  was  the  simple  ejaculation  of 
Rebecca. 

**  I  say  she  diall.  Miss  Minx.  You  ought 
to  have  been  a-bed  two  hours  ago— and  whipped 
first,  if  you  had  had  your  deserts.^ 

<<  Never  mind  what  this  old  injurious  wretch 
says.  Bun  up  to  the  house,  Rosa,  whilst  I 
bold  the  poor  thing  here ;  and  if  he  dare  try 
to  follow  you,  I'll  shake  him  to  death.  Riin, 
Rosa,  run, — ^and  bring  down  everybody  .** 

Saying  this,  she  seized  him  fearlessly.  Rosa 
fled. 

*^  Let  me  go— she-devil — ^let  me  go^  I  tell 
you.     By  heaves,  I'll  strike  you  to  the  earth, 
female  though  you  be,  if  you  do  not  unhand 
me.    Will  you,  or  not  ?** 
.   ^^  No,  sir,  you  shall  not  move  from  hence, 
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Many  lights  were  now  seen  to  approach, 
though  in  the  bright  moonlight  that  prevailed, 
they  were  little  needed.  Great  was  the  asto- 
nishment of  Mr.  Underdown,  and  that  of  Mrs. 
Oliphant  and  her  daughter,  (for  Miss  Matilda 
Bacuissart  had  fainted,  as  usual,)  to  see  Be- 
becca  standing  over  the  prostrate  and  insensible 
Bubasore,  with  a  naked  dagger  in  her  hand. 

Mr.  Bubasore  was  carried  into  the  house,  and 
the  imperative  Doctor  Ginningham  with  his  cane, 
and  the  silent  apothecary,  were  both  there  in 
due  and  equally  beneficial  attendance  before  the 
patient  revived.  The  blow  had  been  delivered 
with  a  free  good-will,  and  by  a  hand  as  strong 
as  it  was  liberal. 

The  first  words  that  he  uttered  upon  reviving, 
were,  **  The  she-wolf  strikes  hard,  but  I  will  be 
revenged  on  the  whole  brood." 

*^  Silence!  my  patient  talks.  Gag  him.  Take 
from  him,  my  good  Calumbo,  another  twelve 
ounces  of  blood  if  he  dare  utter  a  syllable* 
Mr.  Bubasore,  Mr.  Bubasore,  I  told  you  that 
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animal.  I  believe  the  man  is  going  to  attempt 
vialenoe  on  me,  his  physician.  Hold  him,  John 
Butler — I  see,  I  see — ^a  brain  fever.  Now,  Mr. 
Rubasore,  you  may  not  yet  be  quite  mad ;  but 
you  will  soon  be  so  if  I  do  not  take  these  pre- 
cautionary means.^ 

**  They  will  drive  me  mad—" 

*'  Don't  speak.  Patients  should  hazard  no 
remarks.  Only  answer  their  physician's  ques- 
tions. Now  there  is  no  question  about  this. 
Ah,  these  four  men  will  do..  Seise  that  gen- 
tleman, and  hold  him  down.  He  will  give  you 
each  a  crown  a  piece  when  I  have  cured  him. 
Hold  him  forcibly,  yet  gently — that  will  do. 
Is  there  anybody  here  who  can  shave  ?^ 

Peter  Drivel  stepped  forward  and  said,  with 
much  impudence,  that  if  ^  Mr.  Rubasore  would 
pay  the  poll-tax,  he  would  shave  him  as  c)osely 
as  a  tax-gatherer ;  and  that  he  would  do  it  so 
efiectually,  that  he  would  not  leave  a  single 
hair  on  his  head  to  stand  up  and  contradict 
him." 


156  TUB    OLD    COMHOPOKS:. 

*^  Ah,  a  puntter — we  shall  hove  plenty  of 
lather — to  work,  to  work,  lads.  Mr.  Calumbo^ 
run  home,  aod  fetch  us  ao  ample  blister.^ 

Mr.Rubasore,  seeing  things  nipidljr  tippnmcih 
ing  to  very  disagreeable  extrenodtiesy  fiNind 
that  violence  and  vituperation  only  incresied 
his  peril.  He  therefore  put  on  bis  blandest  look 
and  his  most  insinuating  smiley  and^  in  a  smalt 
lady-like  voice,  requested  Dr.  Ginningbam  agsin 
to  feel  his  pulse.  He  thea  poured  a  iSew  wilj 
compliments  upon  the  great  professional  skill  of 
his  medical  adviser ;  and  stated  bow  happy  and 
how  safe  he  felt  when  he  reflected  tbat  he  lived 
in  his  neighbourhood. 

*'  That  was  an  astonishing  cure  you  made  af 
widow  Duck's  dropsy." 

^^  You  may  let  go  bis  right  Is^"*  said  Ae 
physician.  ■■!./. 

*^  And,  though  the  foolish  old  woowd  4iA 
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"  There  will  be  no  occasion  for  holding  the 
patient's  legs  at  all." 

"  Nay,  Doctor,  if  you  think  they  ought,  I 
am  submissive.  I  know  when  I  am  in  good 
and  discriminating  hands.  I  should  not  trust 
myself  this  way  to  that  Philpots — who,  I  am 
candidly  informed,  has  no  other  authority  for 
the  M.D.  he  claps  after  his  name,  than  an  Aber- 
deen diploma." 

^*  I  always  thought  so.  There  is  not  the 
least  occasion  for  holding  the  gentleman's  arms 
— the  fever  is  subsiding  fast  There  is  no  con- 
cussion of  the  brain,  decidedly.  I  never  heard 
a  man  speak  more  pertinently  in  my  life.  It 
will  be  unnecessary  to  shave  and  blister.*' 

"  Why,  if  you  thought  so—" 

But  the  patient  had  found  out  the  method  of 
making  the  doctor  think  with  him ;  and  shortly 
after,  they  parted  the  best  friends  in  the  world, 
and  Mr.  Rubasore  saved  his  tail,  and  remained, 
as  yet,  unshaved  and  unblistered. 
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cealed  himself  in  the  Deighbourhood  of  their 
mansion  for  reasons  that  will  hereafter  appear. 
He  thus  placed  himself  beyond  the  power  of 
being  communicated  with  by  Sharpus,  his  at- 
torney, who  had  duly  sent  him  notice  of  the 
proceedings  in  chancery  to  his  house,  and  to  all 
his  usual  haunts. 

He  had  never  dreamt  that  such  active  steps 
would  be  taken  to  frustrate  his  schemes.  He  saw 
himself  at  once  dishonoured,  and  cast  out  of  all 
social  intercourse  of  those  who  knew  him. 
There  were,  perhaps,  some  few  good  points 
about  this  bad  man^s  character,  but  they  were 
hard  to  be  discovered,  and  not  very  redeeming 
when  found.  He  certainly  had  a  great  deal  of 
moral  courage,  though  generally  exerted  in  an 
immoral  cause,  and  that  fixity  of  purpose  that, 
at  length,  wearies  fortune  into  the  granting  of 
success. 

He  bore  himself  up  bravely  against  the  cool 
contempt  of  Mr.  Underdown,  and  the  cuttingly 
manifested  disdain  of  the  ladies,  who  came  to 
take  a  parting  look  at  this  very  bad  man. 


""■  iloor,  J 

'■'"'"  cm,,!,, 

"  Wl,e„  s 

'""".  ycu  , 

P'«»te  their 

'■'*'■"•     Vo„h 

"''''  tnsp^ 

"^  °<"  Pomd 

■"*"''  "P0«  H 

"««'«ftn.ilj.i 

"  The  i/g,^ 

""■««  Ws  ,»(b. 

"  ''  »ou;<|  „„ 


THE   OLD    COMMODOBB.  Iffi 

the  search*  But  why  take  on  yourtelf  the  office 
of  constable  ?  But  it  is  all  a  mean  subterfuge. 
I  shall  immediately  indict  you  for  the  tresfiast 
and  assault,  and  hold  you  to  bail.  You  will 
expect  a  summons  from  the  magistrates  as  soon 
as  you  arrive  at  your  house.  Your  character 
is  gone  for  ever ;  and,  if  that  will  but  induce 
you  to  take  yourself  away  from  this  neighbour- 
hoodf  disgusting  as  the  proceedings  we  must  take 
against  you  are»  we  shall  ultimately  be  thankful 
for,  and  rejoice  in  them.** 

'*  Have  you  finished  ? — is  your  venom  expend- 
ed?— Pampered  parasite  of  this  purse-proud 
family — mean  and  degraded  as  you  are — even 
you  shall  shortly  blush  for  it  I  will  bring  them 
to  the  dregs  of  the  earth — I  will  cover  their  name 
with  the  black  pall  of  infamy — when  men  hear 
it,  they  shall  spit  from  them  in  disgust.  This 
will  I  do^  and  instantly.  For  you,  wild  cat, 
with  the  arm  of  the  tinker's  leman,  I  will  plant 
thistles  and  nightshade  on  your  early  grave." 

"  Let  me  box  the  brute^s  ears." 


-  .^  . 
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took  up  his  residence  in  his  own  ntatision. 
Tfaere^  as  he  denied  himself  to  every  one^  he 
enjoyed  the  solitude  that  he  wished ;  and,  as  the 
capture  of  the  spy  and  traitor  by  himself  alone, 
would  not  now  enable  him  to  impose  certain 
tyrannical  terms  upon  the  Bacuissart  family, 
among  which  the  restoration  of  his  ward  was  to 
have  been  the  most  prominent,  he  set  himself  as 
siduou^ly  to  work  to  make  the  capture  publicly. 
To  effect  this,  he  provided  himself  with  the 
assistance  of  two  athletic  and  discharged  game* 
keepers,  of  very  bad  characters,  and,  having 
through  some  influence  he  possessed,  got  them 
sworn  in  among  the  London  police,  he  was  de- 
termined,  with  them,  to  scour  every  acre  of 
ground  for  twenty  miles  around  both  Astell 
House  and  Trestletree  HalL  The  acerbity  of 
his  feelings  towards  the  family  of  our  hero  was, 
by  no  means,  softened  when  he  read  the  aggra- 
vated account  that  Mrs.  Dredgely  had  forward- 
ed to  him  of  what  she  was  pleased  to  term^  the 
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mixed  up  in  the  ill-usage  that  he  had  himself 
received,  aod,  therefore,  she  had  some  feelings  in 
common,  some  sympathy  with  him. 

On  opening  the  letters  of  the  attorney,  he 
found  everything  that  Mrs.  Dredgely  had  stated 
there  fully  corroborated,  and  much  eloquence 
bestowed  on  the  zeal  and  devotion  of  that  pru* 
dent  lady.  He  was  rather  startled  at  the 
enormous  expenses  in  which  he  had  involved 
himself,  but,  just  now,  he  knew  that  it  would 
be  only  a  source  of  uneasiness  to  him  to  go  into 
that  vexatious  item.  So,  determining  to  be 
magnificent,  he  gave  way  to  all  his  better  feel- 
ings, and  impelled  by  them,  he  sat  down  and 
wrote  the  following  letter  to  Mrs.  Dredgely. 

**  Djbar  Madam  and  Cousin, 
^*  I  thank  you,  with  all  the  energies  of  a 
heart  overflowing  with  gratitude,  for  the  seal 
that  you  have  displayed  in  my  interests,  and 
though  that  sseal  proved  ineffectual  to  servte 
them,  believe  me,  as  it  is  fully  appreciated,  it 
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shall  not  go  unrewarded*  Of  oonr«e,  «t  I  hate 
been  so  shamefully  deprived  of  my  legal  aiitho> 
rity  over  Miss  BelmcMit,  your  future  resideDoe 
at  Jaspar  Hall  must  be  at  your  own  risk  and 
expense,  for  it  is  now  competent  to  the  present 
intrusive  guardians  of  Miss  Belmont  to  bring 
in  a  bill  against  you  for  board  and  lodging 
for  every  day  which  you  remain  where  you  are 
— and  compel  you  to  pay  it  alto— and  from  the 
vindictive  nature  of  these  people,  and  the  hate 
that  they  bear  to  me  and  mine,  I  have  no  doubt 
that  they  will  do  so. 

'*  As  I  find,  by  the  letters  of  Mr.  Sharpus, 
that  you  have  been  paid  for  your  services  up  to 
the  very  moment  when  my  ward  was  taken  from 
me>  you  have  no  further  demand  on  me;  not- 
withstanding which,  as  you  must  remove  imme- 
diately, and  in  testimony  of  what  is  due  to  your 
anxiety  for  my  interests,  I  enclose  you,  with 
my  prayers  for  your  happiness,  this  half  of  i 
one  pound  note,  Na  17,86S ;  the  ether  ludf  will 
be  forwarded  to  you  wherever  you  tHay  be 
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when  yew  have  removed.  This  infixiiiatiot)  you 
must  convey  to  me  by  letter,  post  paid.  Not 
that  I  object  to  paying  the  postage  of  a  letter 
from  one  so  nearly  related  to  me,  but  I  msy  be 
from  home  at  the  time  when  it  may  arrive,  and 
the  general  orders  of  my  establishment  arc, 
never  to  receive  a  letter,  the  postage  of  which 
is  not  paid.  I  think  that  you  had  better  again 
board  with  the  asthmatic  widow  of  the  late  to- 
bacconist, in  St.  Bartholomew's  Close.  The 
terms  are  not  high,  and  the  old  lady  will  not 
probably  last  long;  and  if,  you  are  duly  atten- 
tive, you  will  have  every  reasonable  hopes  <rf  a 
legacy. 

"  My  cousin  and  madam,  your  mention  of 
coming  here  and  keeping  my  house  is  prepoa- 
terous.  I  never  keep  house ;  and,  as  it  is,  I 
have  much  trouble  to  preserve  my  character  in 
this  calumnious  neighbourhood.  Miss  Rosa  is 
living  at  Trestletree  Hall,  with  a  parcel  of  ladies, 
and  that  oily  serpent,  Underdown.  She  looks, 
I  am  sorry  to  observe,  in  high  health  and  very 
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letter  to  acknowledge  the  receipt  of  the  first 
hair,  and  my  letter  of  thanks  for  the  second, 
will  cost  me  five  more.  The  shabby  old  hunks ! 
And  I  the  nearest  relative  that  he  has  living, 
excepting  his  heir,  whom  he  hates  worse  than 
the  thoughts  of  his  own  coffin.  He  to  think  of 
marrying  Miss  Rosa — marry  him  to  the  worms 
that  are  hungry  for  his  dried-up  carcass  I" 

Now  this  woman  was  a  wicked  woman,  but 
her  wickedness  sprang  from  the  weakness  of 
her  intellect.  Had  fortune  treated  her  kindly, 
she  would  have  acted  her  part  in  life  worthily. 
She  loved  happiness  for  herself,  and  loved  to 
promote  it  in  others;  but  she  cuuld  not  stand 
the  temptations  that  want  and  poverty  flung  in 
her  path :  she  had  been  too  delicately  nur- 
tured. People  of  this  weak-minded  description, 
though  they  love  nothing  strongly  but  their 
own  welfare,  always  hate  those  who  interfere 
with,  and  mar  it,  most  potently.  Mrs.  Dredgely, 
just  now,  found  herself  in  this  predicament  of 
detestation  towards  Mr.  Rubasore.     She  record- 
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cd  her  everlasting  hate  to  him  in  an  impious 
prayer.     She  went  down  upon  her  knees,  and 
she  prayed  to  the  Disposer  of  all  blessings,  that 
"  she  might  speedily  marry  this  man  in  order  to 
be  a  curse  to  him ;  that  she  might  live  to  make 
liim  swallow  his  insulting  gift ;  that  she  might 
administer  it  to  him  on  his  death-bed,  in  his 
medicine,  or  in  his  gruel ;  and  th«i,  telling  him 
of  it,  hasten  the  death  of  the  miser." 

Having  prayed  to  this  effect,  she  carefully 
put  by  the  part  of  the  note  and  wrote  to  him, 
whom  she  looked  upon  as  her  future  husband, 
a  letter  full  of  humility,  submission,  gratitude, 
and  cajolery.  The  bait  took;  he  pronounced 
her  to  be  the  most  exemplary  of  women,  and 
began  fervently  to  wish  that  she  bad  Rosa's 
fortune,  in  order  that  she  might  possess  herself 
of  Rosa^s  place  in  his  house  and — I  suppoie  we 
must  call  it — heart 

Mrs.  Dredgely  was  not  deceived  in  her  specu- 
lations. Miss  Belmont,  with  the  full  codcuf- 
rence  of  Mr.  UnderdowD,  wrote  to  her  most 
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kindly*  requesting  her  to  remain  at  Jaspar  Hall 
so  long  as  it  suited  her  convenience,  and  by  no 
means  to  stint  herself  of  any  of  the  luxuries  to 
which  she  had  been  accustomed,  and  to  conuder 
herself  as  entitled  to  receive  until  she,  Rose, 
hod  attained  her  .majority,  the  usual  stipend 
that,  as  her  gouvemante,  she  had  been  accus- 
tomed to  enjoy. 

There  was  balm  in  all  this  to  her  wounded 
pride,  and  an  antidote  to  her  fears  of  the  asth- 
matic widow,  the  miserable  fare,  the  low  associ- 
ations, and  the  confined  atmosphere  of  St. 
Bartholomew's-close.  For  all  this,  she  sent  a 
much  less  florid  letter  of  thanks  than  was  that 
which  she  returned  for  Mr.  Rubasore's  pitiful 
gift  and  shabby  selfishness  of  conduct.  In  her 
letter  to  Miss  Belmont,  her  language  was 
simple,  quiet,  and  to  the  purpose.  In  her 
epistle  to  her  relation,  every  sentence  was 
strained  to  express  the  most  unbounded  love, 
the  most  exhaustless  gratitude,  and  the  most 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

"  And  if  the  gloriouB  wnta  ceam  not  to  know 
Their  wretched  frienda  who  fight  with  life  b«low. 
With  me  th;  spirit  ever  aball  abide, 
Only  more  pure  and  rarified." 

Old  F«bt> 

Oh  tlie  evening  of  the  day  in  which  Mr.  Rub*- 
sore  was  held  to  bail,  an  unusual  gloom  brooded 
over  the  party  at  Trestletree  Hall ;  and, 
though  it  coDBiBted  of  five  geuerally  lively 
ladies,  their  taciturnity  would  not  have  dis- 
graced a  Quaker's  meeting. 

A  mystery  of  an  unpleasant  nature  is  usually 
as  favourable  to  sihnce,  as  a  wonder  is  to 
talkativeness.  Mr.  Ruhasore  had  been  per- 
mitted to  remain  in  the  error  of  believing  that 
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On  the  contrary,  Rebecca  was  unusually 
sedate  and  composed.  Seated,  she  sate  more 
erect :  walking,  her  carriage  was  almost  queenly. 
She,  too,  had  been  unusually  silent  throughout 
the  day;  and  the  few  remarks  that  she  had 
made  were  peculiarly  sensible,  laconic,  and  to 
the  point.  Her  judgment  was  evidently  work- 
ing uppn  those  events,  which  all  the  other 
ladies  had  subjected  to  the  ordeal  of  their  ima- 
ginations. 

Her  aunt  Matilda  was  childishly  anxious  to 
know  where  Rebecca  had  put  the  dagger,  and 
if  there  was  any  blood  on  it.  Rebecca  begged 
to  satisfy  her  on  both  points :  firstly,  that  it 
was  safe:  and^  secondly,  as  far  as  she  knew, 
that  it  was  guiltless  of  human  or  any  other 
blood. 

But  where  did  she  get  it  ?  How  came  she 
by  it? 

That  she  was  endeavouring  to  discover^ 

'^  Let  us  have  music,**  said  Mr.  Under- 
down. 
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Music  was  attempted ;  and  the  attempt  proved 
that  Miss  Olipbant,  ^*  for  that  night  only,**  as 
they  say  in  the  play-bills,  sang  out  of  tune ;  and 
that  if  she,  also  for  that  nigbt  only,  played  de- 
testably upon  the  guitar,  she  acquitted  herself 
still  worse  upon  the  harp.  Rebecca  looked  upon 
all  these  attempts  with  something  not  very  dis- 
tant from  a  dignified  contempt 

Rosa,  half  in  tears,  left  the  harp,  and  eame 
and  seated  herself  near  Rebecca. 

'*  I  never  played  worse,"  said  she. 

^^  My  dear  Rosa,  you  played  miserably 
indeed/' 

''  The  instrument  is  shockingly  out  of  tune.* 

'*•  No^  no;  I  will  not  have  my  harp  thus 
slandered.  It  is  you  that  are  unstrung.  Let 
me  convince  you  I  will  play  over  to  you  the 
last  lesson  that  you  taught  me.  As  my  good 
papa  says,  ^  Mark  ye  me  T  and  then  Uame  the 
tone  of  my  harp  if  you  can.** 

She  rose,  and  played  the  simple  air.  It  was 
certainly  but  a  beginner'a  lesson ;  bat  it  was 


TMM  Msy  roUMODHME.  f77 

ffxarated  liith  a  finb  tomhr  M^  '^il^^^^ui. 
«ite  judgKtnt/  The  camtpnf  *  nN^H/  Mfb- 
mhed    • 

'  ^^  I  hare  vindicated  my  poor  haip/-  §aid 
ihe^*  in  an  equable  voice,  as  she  placed '  bei^s«If 
again  near  Miss  Belmont  !^' 

'^  And  yourself,  too,*^  said  the  latter,  dra^ 
ing  more  closely  to  her,  *'  as  a  Complete 
heroine;  and  Itist  night  you  fought  forybur 
life  with  a  ruffian/' 

*^  Not  exactly,  my  Rosa.  But  dare  you," 
she  continued,  ill  a  whisper,  and  ftmdly. leaning 
upon  her  shoulder ;  **  dare  you,  Rosa,  wfalen^lite 
family  have  retired,  go  with  me,  and  search  in 
the  preserve  for  that  ruffian.^  .    ' 

The  intrepid  proposition  almost  overpowered 
Miss  Belmoot»  She  clasped  Rebecca  wmtd  this 
neck,  and  kissed  her  passionately;  ■» 

^'  O  yes ;  I  will  go  with  you/'  sAid  she  r'^but^ 
Rebecca,  it  will  kill  me."        '  ■' ■ 

She  utteared  Ihese  words  so  loildly,  that  they 

were  partly  overheard  by  Mr.  Underdown;'   ^ 

i5 
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'*Go!  go  where? — what's  all  this  talking 
about  killing,  girls?"  said  he,  rather  hastily, 
tor  him. 

"  Oh,"  said  Rebecca,  "  I  only  invited  Kosa 
to  go  with  me,  and  look  for  a  ghost.  As  she 
thinks  it  will  kill  her,  I  retract  my  invitation. 
Are  there  ghosts,  dear  Mr.  Underdown?^  she 
continued,  with  her  sweetest  smile;  and,  when 
she  chose,  Rebecca  could  smile  sweetly  in- 
deed. 

"  If  we  had  Captain  Dribble  here,"  (mean- 
ing, gentle  reader,  my  humble  self,)  *'  he 
would  tell  you  that  he  had  positively  seen  one. 
For  myself,  candidly,  I  would  not  believe  that 
I  saw  a  ghost,  if  one  actually  stood  before  my 
eyes,  and  I  viewed  it  as  distinctly  as  I  view 
you.  1  would  rather  believe  that  my  own 
nervous  system  was  disordered,  than  that  the 
natural  and  healthful  chain  of  cause  and  eflRect 
was  destroyed,  in  order  to  produce  a  miracle. 
It  is  against  the  laws  of  nature,  that  the  forms, 
or  rather  the  effigies,  of  the  dead  should  arise ; 
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or  tbat  the  sensations,  to  which  the  sight  of  the 
living  give  rise,  should  appear  before  us,  where 
the  living  are  not.  Now  these  pretended 
ghosts  have  but  seldom  any  adequate  cause, 
frequently  none  at  all,  for  their  appearance. 
And  do  you  not  perceive,  my  dear  ladies,  that 
a  miracle  is  a  blot  upon,  an  irregularity  in  the 
glorious  scheme  of  the  Omniscient ;  an  after- 
thought— a  something  to  be  amended  or  pro- 
vided for,  that  was  not  foreseen.  What,  think 
you,  could  justify  such  an  extreme  measure  as 
a  miracle?  The  finding  a  pot  of  money;  the 
assuring  of  a  friend  that  his  friend  is  dead ;  or 
that  the  living  one  would  not  survive— -if  it  were 
necessary  these  things  should  be  known,  the 
knowledge  of  them  would  have  been  provided  for 
by  Him  in  whose  hands  is  providence — provided 
for  by  natural  causes.  No,  no,  my  sweet 
ladies,  there  are  no  ghosts,  believe  me,  but 
what  we  make  of  ourselves,  as  we  have  been 
doing  to-night,  by  banishing  from  ourselves  all 
hilarity  and  good  spirits.     Come,   now  for  a 
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any  ioflrusion,'  for  I  have  badiaUth^faaleioJBgs 
of  the  doors  and  windows  doubled."         .1 

The  ladies  thanked  him,  all  but  Rebecca; 
She,  however,  expressed  no  disapprobation. 
She  shortly  after  rose,  and  said — 

<<  Well,  Mr.  Underdown,  even  you  must 
allow  that  the  most  unyielding  scepticism  can- 
not prevent  ghosts  of  all  descriptions  from 
entering  into  the  region  of  dreams.  Thither 
will  I  go,  and  seek  for  some ;  so  a  good  night 
to  you  all/' 

'^  How  Rebecca  is  altered  !^  exclaimed  Miss 
Matilda,  with  a  shudder. 

As  Rebecca  kissed  Mr.  Underdown,  in  his 
turn — a  habit  that  she  did  not  seem  at  all 
inclined  to  relinquish — he  whispered  into  her 
ear*— 

^*Won\  my  dear  Becky  tell  me  tormorrow 
the  history  of  the  poignardi'" 

^'  I  will  conceal  nothing  from  you,  my  more 
thaa  father ;  but  be  not  over««nxious.  I  have 
almost  nothing  to  reveaL    God  bless  you  P 
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''  And  you  too,  my  beloved  child.** 
Shortly  after,  the  rest  of  the  party  broke  up, 
and    each    retired    to    his  or    her    respective 

sleeping  apartment. 
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CHAPTER  VIL 

"  Love^  in  her  sunny  eyes  does  basking  play^ 
Love  walks  the  pleasant  mazes  of  her  hair. 
Love  does,  on  both  her  lips  for  ever  stray. 
And  sows  and  reaps  a  thousand  kisses  there 
Her  heart  is  Love's  chaste  altar." 

Old  Poem 


It  was  nearly  midnight,  and  the  extensive 
buildings  that  constituted  Trestletree  Hall  lay 
in  alternate  light  and  shadow;  for  the  moon 
was  looking  down  upon  it,  in  all  her  splendour, 
from  her  loftiest  stance  in  the  heavens.  Wher- 
ever her  beams  uninterruptedly  revelled,  there 
objects  could  be  distinctly  discerned,  even  at  a 
considerable  distance.  Rebecca  had  neither  re- 
tired to  her  bed,  nor  made  any  preparations  for 
it.  She  was  in  her  full  dinner-dress ;  not  dressed 
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as  was  lately  her  wont,  in  the  boydeniflh  style 
of  that  of  an  overgrown  child,  but  elaborately, 
as  a  young  lady  of  rank  and  wealth,  and  fast 
approaching  womanhood,  should  be*  Though 
she  was  always  lovely,  refinement  seemed  to 
have  thrown  the  last  touching  grace  over  her. 
So  improved  was  she,  that  her  own  father 
would  not  have  known  her,  had  her  face  been 
turned  from  him. 

The  thought  that  haunted  her  like  an  evil 
demon,  and  made  her  regardless  of  rest,  was 
that  of  the  wild  and  desperate-looking  tall 
young  man,  who  had  so  supematurally  obeyed 
her  will,  and  thrust  the  instrument  of  death 
into  her  hand.  That  he  was  still  hovering 
about  the  grounds  was  her  strong  presentiment ; 
and,  had  not  her  pride  quelled  the  rising  idea» 
she  had  felt  that,  by  some  mysterious  chain,  bis 
fate  was  linked  with  hers. 

I  have  before  said,  that  she  had  retired  to 
her  room  at  an  early  hour.  Now  this  room  was 
on  what  is  usually  called  the  first  floor,  and 
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loolced  ov«r  tbe  larwn  at  the  imdc'of  A^  -ONiiw 
sioku  To  every  window  on  this  side  of  th^ 
houses  «nd  on  this  floor^  there  was  a  Ughl,  but 
tolerably  capacious,  iron  balcony.  Rebeoea^ 
window  was  nearly  in  the  centre  of  the  rett^ 
and  commanded  a  complete  view  of  the  moonlit 
lawn  and  the  tufts  of  trees  that  ornamented  the 
paiic  beyond  it.  To  the  right  lay  the  tUek 
preserve  of  which  we  have  lately  spoken. 

To  resume:  it  was  nearly  midnight,  add 
Rebecca  was  sitting  at  a  small  or-molu  taUe, 
with  the  naked  dagger  before  her — ^now  stcain^ 
iog  her  eyes  upon  the  landscape,  now  attentively 
examining  the  blade  that  gleamed  in  the  moott>- 
beam  before  her*— making  altogether  as  pretty 
a  Radeliffean  picture  as  any  reader  of  rotnlsnee 
might  wish.  As  she  was  thus  employed^  Am- 
heard  three  or  foitr  fidnt  knocks  at  the  doo^  ^ 
the  chamber.  Rebecca  was  surprised,  but  not 
the  least  unnerved^  She  sprang  upon'hel?  ftet, 
aod^  taking^  the  wedpon  in  her  hand,  oKoUdmed 
almost  audibly,  ^*  Surely  Hhis  intruder  dltt^noC 
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invade  the  house ;  however,  he  has  himself 
armed  me  against  him/'  As  there  were  two 
wax  candles  burning  before  her  looking-glass 
at  her  toilet,  and  the  moonlight  was  also  pour- 
ing all  its  effulgence  in  at  the  window,  the 
room  was  well  illuminated. 

'J'o  the  demand  of  who  knocked,  she  immedi* 
ately  recognised  the  voice  of  Rosa;  the  door 
was  instantly  opened,  the  dagger  flashed  in 
Miss  Belmont's  eyes,  and  the  next  moment  she 
lay  almost  insensible  in  the  arms  of  her  friend. 

At  length,  when  she  was  a  little  revived,  she 
exclaimed,  "  Dear,  dear  Rebecca,  this  is  too 
horrible !" 

"  What  is  too  horrible,  my  poor  trembling 
friend  ?  I  think  that  my  room  looks  very  light 
and  comfortable,  even  elegant." 

'^  But  to  see  you,  Rosa,  at  midnight,  standing 
with  a  dreadful  dagger  in  your  hand." 

''  O,  fancy  it  a  carving-knife !  Liook  at  it — 
handle  it ;  it  is  neither  so  large,  and,  with  the 
exception  of  the  point,  not  by  any  means  so 
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sharp,  as  that  very  necessary  iDStrument  for 
dining.     Corner  come,  this  is  silly .^ 

**  But  all  this  seems  to  me  like  a  beginning 
of  one  of  those  wonderful  tales  of  horror  that 
I  once  was  so  fond  of  reading,  and  in  which, 
when  I  was  foolish,  I  so  often  sighed  to  act. 
Now  it  is  coming  on  really,  I  am  dying  with 
terror.  Weak  creature  that  I  am,  ever  to  have 
supposed  that  I  was  a  heroine." 

'^  I  never  read  a  book  of  the  sort,  Rosa,  and 
there  is  nothing  wonderful  going  forward,  but, 
I  fear  me  greatly,  something  very  distressing. 
I  have  not  a  bit  of  the  heroine  in  me ;  I  hate 
all  display ;  I  wish  only  to  do  right,  and  extend 
what  good  I  can  to  all  that  suffer.  Much  out- 
door exercise,  a  robust  constitution,  and,  perhaps, 
something  of  the  intrepidity  that  I  inherit  from 
my  father,  have  given  me  that  strength  of 
nerve  that  enables  me  to  look  upon  events  in 
the  common-sense  point  of  view.  O  my  Rosa, 
let  me  teach  you  to  do  the  samel  It  will  be 
some,  and,  believe  me,  no  small  return  for  all 


thst  yim  «t«  teMyag  OM ;  cad  tii^  #brt  ftik^ 
whftt  a  oseful  Mend  jou  migbt  be  to  ne!^    ' 

Miss  Bdmont,  much  rci  amaffed^  pMBftri 
eTerythingy  and  dien  Rebeecs  related  tali^  sll 
that  had  pasted  in  the  preserve,  whieb»  tfflOst 
HKMiieDt,  she  had  kept  entirelj  to  hertdf.  -  TU 
diort  narratiye  was  a  sore  ttial  to  Miss  BdnoiMf 
new-boni  fortitude,  but  she  seemed  to  defif£ 
strength  of  mind  from  dinging  the  nKrfe'fddsdy 
to  our  termagant 

**  Now  700  pereeive,  Roaa,  hoir  tii^J 
events  are  erowdiog  on.  The  iasaii  who  sMst 
me  ftom  the  dastard  vtoknee  of  that' ivittW 
Kobasore— that  blow  shall  be  Wlhriftd  iM^^Bl 
Uood^What  have  I  said P  Qodtbip^i»9 
pasdon  the  indignity— I  do  pitdon  ti  t  yi*  iMfr 
I  iwaieniber  it,  it  iMdM  aie  im  'than  iffifcrag^ 
but  I  fiirgiveit^  firom'lhiti^^mrfimk  lldAaMHi 
at  it^  Ayr  it  is  lay  glotyjAiiai  4MM>«i  tmn 
though  to  liv«  liy  IW  liw^-iMt  ^^dhilqV 
bat  by  thdae  af^ChilMliriitf'>'*>oT^9aeib  ^ul  sii 

ptooiptlj  aTenged.** 
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« 


:You  $ee  lh/$  de^  Uue.itft{ii:of  itria  oci'my 
forehead  still ;  surely  I  may  rgoioe  that  the 
Bwi  was  cleverly  struck  to  the  earth.? .  ^ 
. ;  *'  You  may ;  who,  think  ycMj,  was  be  ?^ 
)..  >*  ^y,  dear  Bosa,  that  is  the  great  torment* 
ipg  questicHL  It  could  not  have  been  Augua* 
tua»  because  the  sepulchral  sea  gives  not  up  its 
dead,  before  the  monumental  marble^  or  the 
(i^p  grave  of  the  churchyard.*^ 

"  Do  not  talk  so, — O  my  Rebecca.^'  . 
rfMyhy.not?  accustom  yourself  to  view  the 
dep<;h  and  the  breadth  of  these  things,  ipid  you 
iqrill  find  them  but  little  when  measured  against 
our  own  immortality.  Dear»  good  Underdown 
tfiught  me  this.  Learn  also  to  be  familiar  wkb 
these  tboui^ts,.  and  ydur  mind  will  thnnagli 
them  grow  strongs  It  could  not  have  been 
AugustuSf  for  be  was  yery  beautiful  to :  look 
uponi  apd  bis  face .  always  oval-^now,  the  feat^ 
tures  of  this  man  wer^  loAg  and  haggaid^  and 
his  face  disfigured  with  much  bair#  It  oould  not 
have  be«:i  Augustus,  ibr  this  man  counaelled  me 


of  soinedreadfi 

rescufti  mo  is 

apparent," 

"  Do  you  rea 

"  There  can  I 

good  feeling  rf  i 

well  of  the  outea 

of  him,  from  the 

could  not  be  ver 

enemy." 

"  How  I  detM) 

"Vet,   Boaa, 

deepest  Jove.     Yi 

the  laws,  spt^e  oi 

there  was  at  ooce  i 

the  toneof  it~-it  D 
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'^  Were  there  any  doubts  of  his  actual 
death  ?" 

'^  None,  save  but  what  the  most  insane  love 
prompted.  He  evidently,  whoever  he  may  be, 
looks  to  me  for  protection,  and  knows  well  every 
peculiarity  of  these  grounds.  At  first,  I  thought 
it  was  that  mad  little  Daniel  Danvers,  who  had 
got  in  some  scrape,  and,  leaving  his  ship,  fled  to 
me  for  protection — that  Danvers,  who»  I  told 
you  before,  deserted  to  bring  to  his  mother  that 
last  sad  letter  of  poor  Augustus.^' 

"  Yes,  yes ;  it  was  he — I  am  sure  of  it.  I 
like  that  little  fellow  amazingly — ^let  us  find 
him  out,  and  conceal  him.  WeMl  make  your 
father  set  everything  right  for  him — won't 
wer 

^*  Good  girl !  But  I  must  undeceive  you. 
Had  it  been  he,  who  should  have  dared  to  harm 
one  hair  of  his  head  ?  Alas,  alas  I  it  was  not  he 
— for  I  have  again  seen  the  fugitive  to-night — 
he  has  spoken  to  me^ 


Amen,  amei 

Ilie  manner  of  it 

head  gave  me  an  . 

I  scorned  to  com 

much   disturbed,  i 

wther  expected  • 

»«te  at  the  windo. 

f  of  that  ptcen 

Emerpng  b^  a  «jc 

few  even  of  our  e 

man  strode  o»er  the 

himself  diiKllj  UK] 

*"■      Y",  IllOTlb 

>•«  feet,  though  I  1 

•o  knock  distinctly  >t 

'  spoke  not— mj  eya 

'"""•"'^ofm^wiskt 
>i .  . 
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"  It  was  Yiot  the  person  of  Augustus — but  it 
was,  Rosa,  it  was — ^his  voice.  I  hesitated  no 
more.  Had  that  man  appeared  to  me  ironed  as 
the  malefactor,  there  was  a  charm  in  the  tone 
of  that  voice  that  would  have  made  me  greet 
him — even  on  the  scaffold.*' 

*«  O,  what  said  he  P'* 

"  He  called  me  gently  by  my  name ;  he 
merely  said,  ^Rebecca.'  I  rushed  into  the 
balcony — I  stood  confessed  before  him — I  looked 
down  upon  him  in  amazement.  I  was  so  be- 
wildered that  the  dark-brown  man  beneath  me 
should  so  have  possessed  himself  with  the  voice 
of  Augustus,  that  I  could  not  speak.  He  sur- 
veyed me  for  a  moment^  and  then  exclaimed  in 
the  bitterest  anguish,  *  Wretch  that  I  am,  it  is 
not  she.  Lady,  betray  me  not.'  In  these  words, 
I  recognised  the  voice  of  Augustus  no  more. 
Yet  even  then  would  I  have  spoken  to  assure 
him  that  he  was  not  deceived  in  me ;  to  thank 
him  for  his  gallant  rescue;  but  the  barking  of 
the  house-mastiff,  and  the  rattling  of  his  chain 
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scared  him  away  ;  be  fled  to  the  middle  of  li 
lawn,  and  sank  down  upon  the  grass.  Come 
the  window,  Rosa,  he  is  there— in  the  aftermii 
You  see  there  the  dark  spot,  where  the  moonli^ 
breaks— he  tore  his  hair  as  he  rushed  from  me 
he  is  evidently  ill.  The  earth  is  cold,  and  mu 
you,  how  plentifully  the  dews  are  falling- 
perhaps  he  is  sUrring !  O  my  God,  so  near  to  u! 
Rosa,  so  near,  and  we  cannot  help  him ;  hel| 
him  who  resented,  who  avenged  the  insuhin| 
blow— him  who  can  speak  like  dear  Augustus: 
^'  But  we  will,  Rebecca ;  I  feel  very  strooj 
now.  Let  us  call  Mr.  Underdown.  Let  us 
advise  with  him." 

"  O  no,  no,  no,  he  is  a  man  too  just  and  up- 
right. Were  it  his  own  father  that  came  under 
the  ban  of  the  law,  he  would  give  him  up." 

"  Could  you  trust  no  servant?" 

"  None ;  there  is  a  reward  of  one  hundred 
pounds  offered  for  his  apprehension.  We  are 
not  thief-tokers.  What  shall  we  do  ?  Must  we 
the  man  perish  there  before  our  eyes  ?"** 
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'^  It  would  be  too  horrible;  and  if,  by  some 
miracle,  it  really  were  Augustus !  Remember, 
Rebecca,  that  you  have  so  chigsged  that  this 
person,  whose  intention,  is  is  evident,  was  to 
throw  himself  on  your  protection,  knew  you 
not  again.  What  change  might  not  time  and 
suflTerings  have  worked  upon  your  Augustus  ?" 

'^  For  the  first  time  I  feel  faint,  Rosa.  Were 
he  deeply  dyed  in  murder,  as  was  Cain,  I  will 
converse  with  him — I  will  know  all — the  worst. 
Rosa,  support  me  through  this  trial.  Go  into 
the  balcony,  and  wave  your  handkerchief. 
Sleep  there  he  cannot ;  and  sUrely  he  is  not  yet 
dead,'* 

In  the  torture  of  suspense,  Rebecca  seated 
herself  at  the  window  within  the  room,  whilst 
her  friend,  half-terror,  half-joy  at  the  excitement 
of  the  adventure,  stood  forth  at  the  balcony, 
and  placing  herself  in  an  attitude,  perhaps  a 
little  studied,  commenced  waving  to  and  fro 
her  white  handkerchief.  It  was  very  fortunate 
that  all  the  rest  of  the  household  were  buried 
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the  window.  A  low  and  faltering  voice  uttered 
from  below— 

**  Ladies,  you  will  not  betray  me.'' 

"  Assuredly  not,  stranger,"  said  Rebecca,  in 
a  low  tone. 

*^  I  bless  your  voice.  Is  it  not  Rebecca  Ba- 
cuissart  who  speaks  to  me  ?^ 

•*  It  i&  To  whom  am  I  speaking  ?  Your 
voice  sounds  strangely  to  me,  yet  your  person 
I  know  not." 

^^  I  bring  you  news  from  Augustus  Astell.'' 

"You  are  Augustus!"  This  was  said  in 
the  most  unnatural  voice  that  could  assail  the 
ear :  it  sounded  like  a  far-off  echo. 

"  Lady,  I  am  a  proclaimed  traitor,  and  men 
have  sworn  to  me  as  a  murderer  ?  Could  Au- 
gustus be  such  ?" 

"Never;  but  why  stand  you  trembling 
there?  What  happiness  it  would  now  be  for 
me  to  shriek  I  Come  to  me — come  to  my  arms 
— my  beloved  !  Augustus,  you  must  be  very 
cold." 
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erful,  Id  my  love  to  you ;  I  will  protect  you. 
But  speak  lower,  for  your  life.  Hah  !  there  is 
the  baying  of  that  unlucky  dog.** 

'^  I  will  go  and  silence  him  in  a  moment.'' 

'^  You  shall  not  leave  me,  Augustus ;  no,  no, 
let  him  bay  on.  Lift  up  your  hand,  dearest ; 
let  me  but  touch  the  end  of  your  finger. 
Miserable  me,  I  cannot  reach  it !  Ah,  Rosa, 
cannot  you  assist  me,  with  your  great  learning, 
to  get  this  true  knight  into  his  lady's  chamber. 
There  is  no  harm  in  it — Rebecca  tells  you  so ; 
for  have  we  not  been  betrothed,  giy  Augustus, 
even  when  we  were  little  ones  ?  Who  that 
knew  me  did  not  call  me  your  little  wife  ?" 

"  Were  I  to  live  a  thousand  years,  none 
other  would  I  call  by  that  name.''^ 

^^  You  hear  how  faithful  he  is,  Rosa,  and  yet 
you  assist  him  not ;  he  will  be  taken — my  God, 
he  will  be  taken  !" 

The  barking  of  the  dog  became  now  so 
incessant  and  so  loud,  that   every  moment  it 
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m^ht  be  expected  that  some  of  the  housel 
would  be  alarmed.       lo    fact,    maoj  of  tl 
were;  but  none  chose  to  make  the  first  mori 
inquire  into  the  cause.      Augustus  Astell  n 
with  a  swift  pace,  went   near  the  part  of 
premises  where  the  dog  was  tied  up^  and,  b 
few   words,  pacified   him.      The  terror  of 
ladies,  during  his  short  absencre,   was  extreo 
he  returned,  however,   almost  immediatelj. 
"  My  dear  Becky,  the  dog  knew  me,  ai 
like  vou,  is  faithful  to  me.^ 

m 

*"  The  animal  is  worthier  than  I.  Alas! 
am  only  faithful  to  you ;  I  knew  you  not.^ 

*^Come,  come,  you  must  not  welcome  T4 
poor  wanderer  with  self-reproaches.  How 
my  dear  mother  ? ' 

"  Well,  why  well.     I^t  us  now  only  tall 
ourselves.     Rosa,  you  are  my  dear  friend  ;  i 
Augustus  is  there  still,  in  the  cold  and 
wholesome  moonlight.'' 

Rosa,  "  in  the  histor 
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the  loves  of  Roswaldina  and  the  knight  of  the 
silver  scales,  that,  after  his  clandestine  espousals 
with  that  lady,  she  would  tie  .large  knots  in 
the  bridal  sheets,  and,  lowering  them  down  from 

the  turret-window ** 

"  Silly,  silly  girl,  and  to  lose  all  this  time." 
In  a  few  minutes,  by  means  somewhat  similar, 
Augustus  was  in  the  bed-room,  and  Rebecca, 
almost  mad  with  joy,  in  his  arms. 

Now,  I  know  that  the  whole  of  these  pro- 
ceedings were  dreadfully  improper.  They 
ought  to  be  stigmatised  with  the  severest  censure 
that  ever  tipped  with  bitterness  the  tongue  of 
virtuous  virgin  who  has  passed  the  wane;  yet, 
what  is  the  most  singular,  is,  that  this  glaring 
impropriety,  which  ought,  so  naturally,*to horrify 
the  rest  of  the  world,  never  appeared  to  the  per- 
petrators of  it  any  impropriety  at  all.  The  ladies 
thought  only  of  saving  a  person,  in  whom  they 
took  a  profound  interest,  from  the  ignominy  of  a 
public  prison,  an  arraignment  for  treason  and 
murder,  and,  perhaps,  an  unjust  condemnation 

k5 
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filching  the  wine  from  the 
side-board,  all  of  which  aht 
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provisions  next  morning,  as,  in  the  negligent 
economy  of  Trestletree  Hall,  similar  occurrences 
were  not  unfrequent. 

Great  was  the  pleasure  of  these  rash  ladies  at 
beholding  that  hungry  young  nobleman  satisfy 
his  very  plebeian  appetite^  having  done  which, 
be  gave  such  unequivocal  symptoms  of  sleepi- 
ness, that,  after  an  ardent  exchange  of  blessings, 
the  ladies  abandoned  the  bed  and  the  room  to 
the  wearied  gentleman,  and  Rebecca  went  and 
slept — a  very,  very  happy  girl — with  her  Rosa, 
who  was  almost  as  happy,  but  a  little  surprised 
at  the  homeliness  of  the  appearance  of  the  much- 
praised  Augustus. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 


€C 


Go,  bid  the  needle  his  dear  north  forsake 

To  which,  with  trembling  reverence,  it  doth  beoi 
Go,  bid  the  stones  a  journey  upwards  take 

Go  bid  th'  ambitious  flames  no  more  ascend : 
And  when  these  false  to  their  own  motions  prove. 
Then  shall  I  cease,  thee,  thee  alone,  to  love." 

COWLBT. 


At  the  earliest  dawn  Rebecca  was  up  and 
dressed,  and  many  were  the  kind  caresses  that 
she  had  to  bestow  upon  her  companioDy  ere  she 
could  impart  that  wakefulness  to  lier  which  was 
necessary  to  bring  to  the  conference  they  had  to 
hold,  upon  what  was  next  to  be  done  with  the 
wanderer  imprisoned  in  the  bed-rooni. 

The  young  heiress  was  all  activity  and 
energy;  whilst  Miss  Bdmonfs  morninff  re- 
flections told  her  that  they  had  oominitted  a 
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very  rash  step,  and  one  that  would  go  far  to 
compromise  their  reputations.  For  Rebecca's 
sake,  she  repented  not  of  what  they  had  done ; 
yet  the  alarm  that  pervaded  her,  having  thrown 
a  benumbing  influence  over  her  faculties,  made 
her  incapable  of  advising,  and  action  irksome  to 
her.  Her  only  wish,  now,  was  to  share  the 
responsibility  with  Mr.  Underdowh,  or,  at  least, 
with  either  of  the  elder  ladies  of  the  household, 
Mrs.  Oliphant,  or  her  not  exceedingly  wise 
sister.  Miss  Matilda  Bacuissart.  To  neither  of 
these  propositions  would  her  friend  listen  for  a 
moment. 

However,  the  bird  in  the  cage  must  not  only 
be  concealed  effectually,  but  also  fed.  This 
was  an  embarrassing  dilemma;  but  if  young 
ladies  will  lock  young  gentlemen  up  in  their 
bed-rooms,  they  must  not  suppose  that  they  are 
making  a  bed  of  roses  for  themselves. 

Eight  o'clock  had  arrived,  and  the  family 
were  all  astir,  and  yet  nothing  was  concluded 
upon. 


«»ii  bed-room  d 
"■■oml"or[«l,ly  witj 
"  I  should  thi 
'"y,  for  the,  ha 
"Well,  and  jfy 
J  My  to  him  i>" 

"  Unlock  the  d 

•^  ""«  kej,  md  I 

l>re.kfa,i  directly. 

"  I    «n    curiou 

Becky." 

"  O  that",  to  be 
it,  no  doubt" 

MiMfielmoDt  we 

returned  .ith  look, . 

"  Whet  in  h„™ 
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I  have  already  knocked  the  skin  off  my  knuckles. 
Do  all  men  make  this  horrid  noise  when  they 
sleep  ?  Heigho !  Positively,  my  dear,  he  will 
alarm  the  house." 

'^  Rosa,  you  are  quite  disagreeable  this  morn- 
ing. Sweet,  gentle  Augustus !  What  a  severe 
cold  in  the  head  he  must  have  !*' 

^^  At  all  events,  he  cannot  have  a  very  guilty 
conscience.  He  should  be  made  captain  of  the 
seven  snorers — I  beg  pardon— sleepers." 

^^  Ah,  you  may  say  anything,  Rosa,  if  you 
will  but  assist  us." 

'^  Well,  my  little  blue-eyed  sapience,  what 
would  you  have  me  do?'^ 

^' Rosa,  you  must  feign  sickness;  you  must 
keep  your  room — ^you  must  even  go  to  bed 
again ;  but  you  must  be  afflicted  with  a  craving, 
a  tremendous  appetite — ^a  longing  for  beefsteaks 
and  pots  of  coffee.  It  will  be  my  duty  to 
breakfast  with  you — I  am  myself  excessively 
hungry.  Go  to  bed— there'^s  a  love.  I  will  go 
down  and  report  how  ill  you  are." 
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•*  I  win  do  it — rtA — certsinlv :  but  ooIt  re- 
member  vfaat  a  b«d  actress  I  am.     Do  kt  n 
make  3Ir.  Underdovn   a   party   to  bU  this  i  or 
else  I  mav  hare  to   keep  mr    bed  for  a  weA. 
and  mr  reputatioD  for  an  intolerable  cater  rbe 
pest  of  my  life.     Is  this  Augustus   t^  toots  « 
great  at  swallowin?  as  he  is  at  snoring  r" 
*•  Come,  Rosa,  my  dearest,  to  bed  with  tou.' 
^*  And  the  sun  shining  so  bright]  r  !" 
Rebecca  descended,  and  joined  the  rest  of  the 
family  in   the  breatfast-parlour.     CoDtrarv  to 
her  custom  of  bursting  in  and  running  round 
with  a  face  of  joy  to  salute    ererr   otie,   she 
attempted  to  mask  her  emotions  br  a  statebness 
of  deportment  and  a  constrained  politeness,  doc 
quite  natural  to  her.     She  looked  scmitinisinglT 
into  every  face,  but  the  examination  did  not 
add    to  her  sources  of  alarm.       The  counter 
nance  of  the  person   whom   she    most  feared 
betrayed  unusual  pleasure  and  satisftictioQ. 

After   the   usual  salutations   had   been   ex- 
changed, Mr.  Underdown  said  kindly  to  Re. 
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becca,  *^  My  beauty,  this  is  the  first  time  that 
you  are  last^ 

Peter  Drivel,  who  was  just  then  in  attend- 
ance, pricked  up  his  ears  like  an  old  charger  at 
the  sound  of  the  trumpet ;  however,  he  had  the 
discretion  to  clap  his  hand  upon  his  mouth,  and 
thus  stop  the  utterance  of  his  absurdity.  O  that 
punsters  had  more  of  Peter^s  wisdom  ! 

*'  Did  you  hear  the  deep  baying  of  Carlo 
last  night,  Rebecca?  Your  window  looks  out 
upon  the  lawn."" 

^^  I  sleep  soundly,''  was  the  scarcely  articulate 
reply,  the  carnation  of  her  face  exceeding  the 
brilliancy  of  the  damask-rose. 

^^  I  can  easily  believe  you,  Rebecca,  for,  when 
I  passed  your  room-door,  not  a  quarter  of  an 
hour  ago,  I  heard  some  of  the  most  unsophisti- 
cated snoring  that  ever  chorussed  sleep.  But 
where,  my  dear,  is  Rosa?  Does  she  sleep 
soundly  too  ?'' 

This  last  question  afforded  Rebecca  a  little 
relief;  for,  before,  she  felt  so  confused,  that  she 
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could  not  very  well  tell  whether  it  were  herself 
or  the  room  that  was  turning  round.  She  be- 
lieved that  one  or  the  other  was  spinning  like  a 
teetotum. 

'^  I  am  very  sorry  to  tell  you  that  Hosa  is 
very  much  indisposed,  and,  after  rising  this 
mornintr,  I  compelled  her  to  go  to  bed  again. 
1  have  promised  to  breakfast  and  spend  the  rest 
of  the  day  with  her." 

At  this  announcement,  the  rest  of  the  ladies 
were  ready  clamorously  to  rush  up-stairs,  in 
order  to  administer  to  the  patient  quiet  and 
consolation.  This  Rebecca  opposed,  saying 
that  she  was  sure  that,  just  now,  Miss  Belmont 
would  ])refer  being  left  alone. 

Mr.  Underdown  said  very  drily — and  Rebecca 
thought  rather  suspiciously — that  '*  he  was  sure 
she  would ;""  and  thus,  influenced  by  his  autho^ 
rity,  the  ladies  resumed  their  seats.  He  then 
quietly  asked  them  if  they  had  heard  the  news. 
This  excited  their  utmost  attention.  He  then 
read  a  letter  from  the  old  Commodore,  dated 
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from  town,  in  which  he  said  that  he  was  sorry 
that  he  should  be  detained,  perhaps  for  another 
week,  on  very  important  private  business.  He 
sent  his  love  and  his  blessing  to  Rebecca — ^in- 
deed, it  was  a  very  charming  and  peace- 
breathing  letter,  considering  who  was  its 
writer.  Mr.  Underdown,  however,  did  not 
read  the  whole  of  it.  Then  there  were  the 
official  accounts  of  his  recent  splendid  victory 
to  be  read,  and  the  various  comments  to  be 
made  and  listened  to  upon  it ;  so  that  a  full 
half-hour  was  consumed,  and  poor  Miss  Bel- 
mont left,  as  Peter  would  have  said,  embedded 
in  suspense  and  anxiety. 

Poor  Rebecca  was  the  only  person  present 
who  seemed  not  fully  to  enter  into  the  triumph- 
ant feelings  of  the  rest  of  the  party ;  and, 
when  Mrs.  Oliphant  exclaimed,  ^'  How  happy 
must  now  be  my  brother  Octavius  V  she  sighed 
and  said,  ^^  Would  to  heaven  he  were  here !  I 
could  make  him  happier  than  could  a  thousand 
victories.*' 


—  HcT  ciT  1"  cried  o-ii  Mr.  Underdo vc 
'-  o^  ber:i:je  ^z-ei^s  in  parables.  Bcckji. 
Bec^T.  ::  is  ^  djLz^zroa*  s:vle  of  titikio^.  0 
Rf-becci.  Ic-ik  a:  your  li-rset ;  we  should  Scvtr 
jf^iec:  or  t-ndcTk^?^  gjf  captives— especial! v 
»hxc  :!iev  art  iruV.'/i^  '/fijfj*." 

TJie  r-X/r  iiir.  zrcL-biec  from  head  to  foou  a* 
?c-e  wcc:  :o  rer.i  her  bird  ;  and.  thcush  she 
iii  i^x  >£T  io,  she  t'.iou^ht  that  her  repn^Tir 
cc-j-i  hiziacl;  foeak  in  mysteries  tremendouslv. 
G:cld  he  su?pc^t  anvtbing?  she  asked  her- 
sell.  a:id  grev  sick  at  heart  at  the  ques- 
tioQ. 

Whilst  the  rest  of  the  company  were  nearlv 
wild  with  jovy  at  the  news  that  they  bad  just 
heard,  and  with  the  hopes  of  seeing  their  re- 
latii-es  Sir  Octavius  and  Captain  Oliphant. 
Rebecca  sate  silent,  peqplexed,  and  absent 
She  appeared  to  hare  lost  her  oonsdousiiess  of 
every  thing  around  her:  she  did  noC  eren  ace 
the  mingled  glances  of  pity  and  approval  that 
Mr.  Underdown,  from  time  to  timc^  cast  upon 
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her.  At  length,  he  ordered  a  most  substantial 
breakfast  to  be  prepared,  and  taken  up  to  the 
sick  lady's  room ;  saying,  to  the  astonishment 
of  every  one,  that  he  would  take  the  oppor- 
tunity of  himself  paying  her  a  visit,  if  Miss 
Belmont  had  no  objection.  This  certainly 
aroused  Rebecca;  but  she  was  mute  with 
alarm. 

"Go,  my  dear  Rebecca,  and  give  my  re- 
gards and  compliments  to  Miss  Belmont ;  and 
tell  her,  that  if  she  does^  not  object  to  an  old 
man  like  myself,  who  has  also  had  much  prac- 
tice in  medicine,  visiting  her,  as  her  physician, 
I  will  do  myself  the  honour  to  prescribe  for 
her,  until  we  get  other  and  better  advice. 
Go  ;  and  return  to  me  immediately.  Rebecca, 
mark  me — the  case  may  be  dangerous*^ 

Roused  by  the  last  word,  she  flew  up  into 
Rosa's  room,  who,  hearing  somebody  coming 
up-stairs,  tumbled  into  her  bed  as  quickly  as 
she  could,  with  her  clothes  on.  When  the 
almost  breathless  Rebecca  had  delivered  Mr. 
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Uaderdovn's  me^tsage.   Miss  BelmoDt  was 
most  convulsed  with  laughter. 

•^  Anything  in  the  world  that  I  can  do 
you,  I  will.  But  how,  in  the  name  of 
that'-  difficult,  am  I  to  look  pale  and  u^-! 
And  your  lover  locked  up  in  the  next  rooi 
too.  There — thick  as  are  the  party  walls, 
vow  and  declare  I  think  I  hear  him  snorii 
still.     Really,  this  is  too  ridiculous."* 

''  Do  not  thus  sport  with  mv  misen.    » 
tray  us  both — but  do  not  mock  us*" 

•'  My  sweet  child,  I  will  not.  Send  up  m 
doctor-guardian.  I  will  turn  mv  face  to  the  will 
and  look  as  pale  and  with  as  little  life  in  me 
as  a  boiled  parsnip — if  I  can.  Now,  go  down 
and  bring  the  good  man  up.* 

She  returned,  afterwards,  with  Mn  Under 
down  and  an  exceedingly  substantially  furnished 
breakfast-tray.  The  servant  who  bore  if  was 
ordered  to  remain.  During  all  this  timc^ 
Rebecca,  with  her  eyes  filled  with  tears,  looked 
most  imploringly  and  inquiringly  mto  the  fan 
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of  the  quiet  gentleman ;  and  every  moment 
the  words,  "  You  know  all  ?'*  trembled  upon 
her  lips. 

If  Mr.  Underdown  knew  or  suspected  any- 
thing, he  kept  his  secret  and  his  gravity 
admirably.  He  approached  the  bed  of  the 
supposed  patient  with  due  decorum.  He 
hemmed,  as  a  physician  should  hem  who  is 
overflowing  with  too  much  wisdom :  he  took 
the  wrist,  and  counted  the  pulsations,  by  the 
means  of  his  repeater,  with  the  earnestness  of 
the  most  profound  attention.  He  then  sighed^ 
and  shook  his  head  most  ominously. 

"  Ah  !"  said  he,  **  a  galloping  pulse.  I 
know  the  symptoms — you  need  not  speak. 
Now,  dear  Miss  Belmont,  I  prescribe  for  you 
the  most  perfect  quiet.  I  know  the  disease 
well — it  is  very  common  in  the  West  Indies. 
There  is  a  stroke  of  the  moon  in  this  case — a 
much  more  dangerous  disease  than  a  stroke 
of  the  sun.  Moonlight,  under  some  circum- 
stances, is  very  dangerous.'^ 
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At  this  moment,  the  much  amused  Bou 
could  not  help  giggling  most  audibly  under 
the  bed-clothes.  Mr.  Underdown  started,  and 
thus  continued.  ^*  Ah,  there  it  is;  a  bad 
symptom,  a  very  dangerous  symptom  in  this 
particular  disease,  those  spasms  in  the  throat. 
We  must  have  the  most  perfect  quiet.  This 
fever  has  come  upon  her  through  an  ill-advised 
exposure  to  the  moonlight  and  the  midnight 
dews — perhaps  our  poor  Rosa  has  caught  this 
bligiit  upon  her  by  standing  at  your  balcony.* 

^^  Dear  Horace,  pity  us,  save  us ;  you  know 
all,*^  said  the  too  much  agitated  Rebecca* 

**  Miss  Bacuissart,  what  mean  you  ?"  looking 
angry  and  stern.  **  I  do  pity  Miss  Belmont, 
and  I  feel  assured,  with  a  little  confinement  to 
her  room,  and  quiet,  that  I  can  save  her.  But 
I  know  nothing  but  what  I  see.  This  is  a 
case  in  which  the  greatest  danger  lies  in  atif* 
mising.  Jenny,  you  may  go  down,  but  mind,  it 
is  my  positive  orders  that  this  part  of  the  bouse 
be  left  quite  quiet,  and  that  no  one  presuflae 
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to  come  up  this  staircase,  or  pass  along  these 
passages.     Miss  Rebecca  will  remain  and  nurse 
our  dear  patient — will  you  not,  my  child  ?** 
O  most  gladly." 

Then  go,  Jenny,  and  tell  my  groom  to 
saddle  the  bay  mare,  and  ride  over  for  Doctor 
Giuningham  with  all  speed.  I  will  send  up 
some  effervescing  draughts  directly,  which  you 
will  administer  to  the  patient  when  she  feels 
thirsty.  Indeed,  I  will  send  up  my  little  medi- 
cine-chest." 

Having  said  this,  Mr.  Underdown  followed 
the  servant  downstairs,  and  went  and  announced 
that  Miss  Belmont  had  incautiously,  and 
when  not  suflSciently  wrapped  up,  exposed  her- 
self to  the  moonlight  dews,  and  that  the  con- 
sequence was,  she  was  now  labouring  under  a 
violent  access  of  fever.  He  interdicted  all  vi- 
siting, and  announced  the  intention  of  Rebecca 
to  be  her  only  and  constant  nurse. 

The  order  of  "  not  at  home  "  to  any  one  who 
called,  excepting  the  doctor,   was  strictly  en- 

VOL.  III.  L 


'218  THE    OLD    COMMODORE. 

forced ;  the  severity  of  the  illness  was  believed 
throughout  the  household,  and  the  central  di- 
vision of  the  upper  apartments  left  in  the  most 
])rofound  solitude.  In  due  time,  Doctor  Gin- 
ningham,  attended  by  his  silent  apothecary, 
made  their  ap{)carance,  and  were  closeted,  not 
with  the  patient,  but  with  Mr.  Underdown. 
Afterwards,  the  medical  gentlemen  paid  their  re- 
2*))ects  to  the  ladies,  and  the  learned  doctor  took 
the  opportunity  to  mention  that  the  case  was  a 
most  dangerous  case,  and  that  the  patient  should 
be  visited  by  no  one  until  the  cri»U  was  over. 
He  gave,  also,  most  alarming  hints  respecting 
infection,  and  praised  the  devotedness  of  Re- 
becca. He  then  took  his  leave,  and  he  afforded 
ample  proof  that  he  considered  the  case  im- 
uiinent,  by  basket  after  basket  of  medicine  being 
poured  in,  in  regular  order,  like  so  many  detach- 
ments marching  in  to  the  relief  of  a  beleaguered 
town. 

Immediately  that  Mr.  Underdown  had  left 
her  room.  Miss  Belmont  jumped  out  of  bed, 
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and,  on  flinging  herself  into  Rebecca's  arms,  re- 
lieved her  feeling  of  the  ridiculous  by  successive 
bursts  of  laughter.  Rebecca^  though  she  ac- 
knowledged all  the  drollery  of  their  situation, 
was  too  much  perplexed  to  join  in  her  mirth. 
Indeed,  she  was  often  on  the  point  of  accusing 
ner  of  heartlessness.  Whilst  a  gentle  remon- 
strance was  hovering  in  her  mind,  the  servant 
Jenny  stole  upstairs,  without  her  shoes,  and 
knocked  at  the  door.  The  ladies  resuming  the 
proprieties  of  a  sick  chamber,  as  rapidly  as  they 
could,  the  door  was  at  length  opened,  and  a  neatly 
paper-covered  mahogany  box  was  placed  in  Re- 
becca^s  hand,  as  Mr.  Underdown's  private  medi- 
cine-chest. When  the  girl  had  retired,  Miss 
Belmont  was  all  anxiety  to  see  her  physic — ^Miss 
Rebecca,  to  convey  the  breakfast  to  Augustus. 
However,  whilst  her  friend  was  arranging  the 
refreshments,  Rosa  uncovered  the  box,  and 
nearly  fell  into  hysterics  of  mirth,  at  finding  it 
contained  neither  medicines,  nor  surgicaHnstru- 
ments,  but  a  very  complete  apparatus  for  col- 
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lecting  the  daily  harvest  of  a  gentleman's  chin. 
The  razors  appeared  in  the  very  best  onJer. 

This  set  the  two  ladies  debating  again ;  but. 
before  they  could  settle  the  point,  whether  Mr. 
Underdown   knew  all,  or  only  suspected  some- 
thing.    Miss    Belmont    remembered    that  the 
gentleman  who  had  caused  all  this  consternation 
and  perplexity,  was  particularly  hirsute  about 
the  visage.     She  reminded  Miss   Rebecca  that 
this  singular  medicineKihest  had  better  prece.ic 
the  breakfast ;  and,  if  it  were  demanded,  tbev 
could  only  say  that  it  had  been  locked  up  and 
the  key  lost. 

Rebecca  then,  with  the  dressing-case  under 
her  arm,  all  trepidation,  went,  and  knocked  at 
the  door  of  her  lover. 

Does  my  Augustus  sleep  ?" 
No>  my  dear  Becky.     Is  everything  safe  r 
«  Indeed  I  know  not     I  think  Mr.  Under- 
down  suspects  that  some  one  is  bid  on  the  pre. 
mises— he   behaves    so    strangely.      Ait    vou 
dressed  T' 


« 
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Yet— -40  much  as  my  rags  may  be  called  a 
dress," 

**  Then  take  this,  and  we  will  come  to  you 
by-and-by.**  She  then  gently  unlocked  the 
door,  and  opening  it  sufficiently,  she  thrust  in 
the  case,  and  would  have  closed  it  again  imme- 
diately, but  Augustus  was  too  quick  for  her, 
for  he  seized  her  hand  and  kissed  it  only  as 
hungry  lovers  kiss, — who  expect  to  be  fed. 

"  Well,"  said  Rosa,  "  have  you  seen  him  ?^^ 
as  Rebecca  returned,  her  face  blushing  to  her 
very  forehead. 

«  No." 

**  Why  then  all  that  tell-tale  colour." 

^^  He  kissed  my  hand— I  dare  say  he  wants 
his  breakfast  The  tea  and  coflPee  are  quite 
cold.     Positively  we  ought  to  have  a  fire." 

*^  There  is  no  doubt  of  it ;  the  thermometer 
is  only  seventy  in  the  shade." 

The  apothecary  had  used  great  despatch. 
The  first  basket  ^f  medicine  was  brought  up 
on  tip-toe,  by  the  silent  Jenny,  and  received 
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through  the  half-closed  door  by  the  watchful 
Rebecca.  The  servant  whispered  a  messac^ 
from  Mr.  Underdown,  purporting,  that,  as  they 
had  the  prescription  of  the  regular  practitioner, 
they  had  better  refrain  from  meddling  with 
what  his  medicine-chest  contained. 

*^  I  will  not  be  thus  tantalised,"  said  Re- 
becca. "  My  compliments,  Jenny,  to  Mr. 
Underdown,  and  I  am  coming  down  to  speak 
with  him,  for  one  moment,  in  the  library." 

She  found  Mr.  Underdown  in  deep  thought, 
sitting  with  a  proclamation  before  him.  No 
smile  greeted  the  beautiful  girl  upon  her  en- 
trance ;  but  he  rose,  and  placed  a  chair  for  her, 
in  a  manner  so  respectfully  polite^  that  it  cut 
her  to  the  heart.  On  the  table  lay  a  printed 
piece  of  paper,  surmounted  by  the  royal  arms, 
and  commencing  with  a  most  magnificently 
printed  "Whereas." 

"  O  Horace  Underdown,  have  I  offended 
you  ?"  said  the  poor  young  lady,  half- sobbing. 

"  No,  my  sweet  child,  you  never  stood  more 
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highly  in  my  esteem — in  my  admiration,  than 
you  do  now,** 

**'  Then  kiss  me  as  you  used  to  do,  or  I  will 
not  sit  down  by  you." 

"  There,  angel-face ;  but  we  must  leave  off 
these  pretty  fooleries.  Positively,  since  Miss 
Belmont  has  been  here,  you  have  started,  at 
once,  from  the  child  into  the  woman.  Your 
figure  is  really  hardly  known  to  me/' 

**  Do  you  like  it  ?"  said  she,  smiling,  though 
there  was  no  joy  in  her  smile ;  for  she  said  this 
merdy  to  give  herself  a  pause  before  she  un- 
loaded her  heart  of  its  oppressive  secret. 

*^  Excessively.  It  is  positively  more  en- 
chanting that  was  that  of  your  dear  mother. 
How  much  your  appearance  will  delight  your 
father  T 

'^  O  Horace,  don't  talk  to  me  about  these 
vanities.  By  all  the  love  you  bear  me  and 
mine,  tell  me,  —  do  you  know  our  dreadful 
secret  ?"* 

^*  Becky,  we  all  have  our  secrets,  but  we  will 
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.^^  And  what  k  the  penalty  lor  this  misprision, 
as  it  is  called  P"^  said  Rebecca,  gasping  for  breath. 

^^  Death.  Listen  to  me,  beloved  Rebecca/' 
And  he  then  took  from  its  place  in  the  library, 
a  huge  volume  of  the  statutes  at  large,  and 
read  extracts  from  them  that  made  the  poor 
girl's  blood  stagnate,  like  ice,  in  her  veins. 

^*  Now,  Rebecca,  you  have  heard  this ;  not 
only  is  death  doomed,  but  infamy,  even  to  our 
posterity*  I  pray  you,  give  me  your  best  at- 
tention. I  am,  myself,  joined  with  your  father 
in  the  commission  of  the  peace.  This  procla- 
mation has  been  sent  to.  me,  specially ,  as  a 
magistrate ;  and,  as  such,  I  am  bound,  by  my 
oath,  to  give  it  due  effect.* 

«  This  is  too  dreadful." 

**  Rebecca,  our  duty  to  our  country  is  pri- 
mal.   We  must  sustain  the  laws.*^ 

^*  But,  Horace,  my  guardian  and  my  best 
friend,  let  me  put  this  case  to  you.  Suppose 
you  had  a  dear,  a  younger,  a  much  younger 
brother ;  and  it  was  he  who  is  thus  described 
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stT  paper;    sar,  wtut  would 

TOO  do  y 

**  If  I  had  informmtioQ  upon  oath,  or  I  Mir 
kirn  ^ypfif.  I  would  arrest  bim."  Chi  the  last 
vvrfs  be  Iifd  a  most  sgnificant  emphasis. 

**  But  if  Tou  knev  him  innocent  r* 

**  I  vould  arrest  him  sdlL  A  jufT  of  his 
CDunirr  must  acquit  him.** 

*^  C'ixae^  come,  I'll  press  you  hardljr,  my 
stem  sir.  Suppose  it  were  my  &ther,  your 
dearest  frieod  y 

**  I  could  not  help  myself — ^I  eould  not  help 
him.  Yoor  noble  father  would,  himself,  order 
me  to  do  mv  dutr.** 

^  What — what  if  it  were  Augustus— the  in- 
nocent Augustus  himsdf  ?" 

*'  God  in  his  mercy  forbid  !  Now,  Rebecea, 
you  shall  try  me  no  more.* 

"  What  if  it  were  I— I,  myseir?^  looking 
up  to  him  through  her  tears. 

**"  You  put  an  impossible  caset  mj  belofad 
one,''  kissing  her  on  her  brow,  and  Aten  bijii^ 
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his  baDd  paterDally  on  her  head,  for  she  had,  in 
her  agitation,  sunk   on    her  knee  before  him. 
^^  And  now,  my  dear  Rebecca,  you  see  how 
vexed  I  am  with  this  proclamation,  and  the  ill- 
ness of  your  friend ;  you  certainly  can  no  longer 
be  so  cruel  as  to  wish  to  burthen  me  with  your 
secrets  ?     Just  now,  were  they  light  as  school- 
boy^s  laugh,  they  would  weigh  me  to  the  earth. 
Keep  all  about  Rosa's  bed-room  quiet;  let  the 
blinds  of  both  your  bed-rooms  be  closed  care- 
fully— too  much  light  would  be  most  dangerous. 
Your  great  aunt.  Lady  Jemima,  was  a  very 
tall  woman — what  makes  me  talk  such  nonsense 
— only  I  was  thinking  that  if  ever  it  came  into 
the  fashion  for  men  to  wear  gowns  and  embroid- 
ered petticoats,  what  a  treasure  there  is  con- 
tained in  the  black  oak  chest  at  the  end  of  the 
west  gallery  for  the  future  young  men  of  the 
family.     You   had  better  now  go  and  watch 
about  your  friend.     But  no  secrets — ^you  under- 
stand me.     Now  God  bless  you ;  and  give  us 
a  happy  issue  to  this  dreadful  illness.^' 
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"  God,  in  his  turn,  bless  you  a  thousand^ 
said  Rebecca,  flinging  herself  into  his  a 
"  What  would  have  become  of  our  family  i 
out  you  ?" 

Mr.  Underdown  hastily  passed  his  h 
over  his  eyes,  and  abruptly  left  the  room. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

At  every  trifle  scorn  to  take  offence ; 
That  always  shows  great  pride^  or  little  sense. 
Goodnature  and  good  sense  must  ever  join^ 
To  err  is  human — to  forgive^  divine. 


Left,  for  the  greater  part  of  the  day,  en- 
tirely to  themselves,  our  young  ladies  had  only 
to  attend  to  the  comforts  and  the  preservation  of 
Augustus,  who,  dressed  up  in  antiquated  female 
attire,  was  a  singular  mixture  of  the  handsome 
and  the  ridiculous.  Miss  Belmont  and  Rebecca 
passed  as  much  of  their  time  with  him  as  pos- 
sible; and  the  former  lady  had  now  entirely  re- 
canted her  opinion  concerning  the  homeliness  of 
his  appearance.  She  thought  him,  though 
a    little    pale  and    thin,    the    beau    ideal    of 
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youthful  beauty  ;  but  she  spoke  truly,  when  she 
told  Rebecca  that  their  minds  were  too  similarly 
constituted  ever  to  permit  them  to  do  aught  but 
to  admire  and  wrestle  with  each  other  for  a 
spiritual  ascendency. 

Rebecca  was  all  love  and  abandonment  for 
Augustus.  Her  heart  had  deified  him;  he 
was  beyond  and  above  all  men.  For  three 
whole  days,  whilst  he  was  undergoing  this 
blissful  imprisonment,  and  though  Sosa  was 
burning  with  curiosity,  she  would  not  suiter 
him  to  relate  his  adventures;  because,  she  said, 
he  should  not  degrade  himself,  by  thus  indi- 
rectly putting  himself  upon  his  justification ; 
and,  perhaps,  she  felt  herself  unequal  to  bear 
all  that  she  knew  that  he  must  have  suf- 
fered. 

In  the  meantime,  the  ladies  acquainted  him 
with  everything  that  had  occurred.  Much  did 
he  deplore  the  dismal  state  of  his  mother^s 
mind.  At  first,  they  attempted  to  address 
him  by   his  title;    but   it  failed;    and  both 
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ladies  called  him  usually,  by  abbreviatiTes,  Gus 
being  the  term  patronized  by  Rebecca^  and 
Gusty  that  by  Miss  Belmont. 

Though  thus  lapped  in  indolent  luxury,  Au- 
gustus longed  for  the  open  air,  activity,  and  to 
embrace  his  mother.  He  well  knew  that  he 
could  not^  for  many  more  days,  remain  where 
he  was.  Some  steps  must  be  taken  to  break 
the  strange  nets  that  the  wicked  had  cast  about 
him.  But  he  still  dreaded  to  go  to  the  prison 
as  a  common  felon,  and  stand  at  the  bar  and 
be  arraigned  for  crimes  so  very  foreign  to  his 
nature;  and  with  the  chances  so  terrifically, 
as  they  now  appeared  to  be,  against  him. 

At  length,  the  irksomeness  of  this  confine- 
ment bore  heavily  upon  all  of  them,  with  the 
exception  of  Rebecca.  She  wished  for  no 
change.  He  was  under  her  protection-^she 
could  listen  to  his  voice  almost  the  whole  of  the 
livelong  day ;  and,  clasped  hand  in  hand  with 
him,  and  drinking  a  passionate  life  from  his 
eyes,  for  what  more  had  she  to  wish  ? 
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But  Miss  BelmoDt  was  heardljr  sick,  i 
of  feignedly  so— sick  of  playing  tbe 
lady.  The  four  doily  entraoces  of  the 
baskets  of  medicine  were  revolting  to  her 
though  she  a  little  relieved  her  Bple< 
mixing  them  all  up  together  in  a  wate 
with  the  wicked  intentioD  of  sending  thei: 
voured  strongly  with  brandy,  in  half-j 
bottles,  aH  a  present  of  foreign  wine  to  the 
thecary,  she  felt  inclined,  every  timt 
abomination  made  its  appearance,  to  fii 
out  of  the  window.  She  dared  neither  sin 
play ;  and  the  amusement  of  seeing  ( 
make  love,  if  they  do  it  badly,  is  annoyio 
well,  much  worse.  So  she  drew  a  little 
scolded  a  little,  and  yawned  a  great  deal; 
as  yet,  very  heroically,  she  had  reftiuned 
openly  complaining. 

"  My  good  folks,"  said  she,  on  tbe  fourtl 
"  you  have  entirely  cured  meof  mj  roman 
grow  nauseated  at  tbe  least  tenn  of  endear 
If  any   one   wer^  just   now,  to  rwH   me 
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bdowd/  I  should  slap  his  faee;  and  '^iby 
angel^  would  be  as  good  as  a  box  6l  the  ears 
to  hhn.  Come,  come,  Gustji  let  us  have  a 
little  common  sense.  If  you  go  on  in  this 
puling  way,  you  will  never  be  fit  to  wear  any- 
thing dae  than  that  ridiculous  old  woman'^s 
dress,  that  reaUy  does  become  you.* 

«<  Shall  I  swear  a  little  P"  said  his  lord- 
ship. 

*^  Ah,  do ;  so  as  it  is  not  by  Becky's  bright 
eyes,  or  anything  of  that  sort.  For  the  sake 
of  variety,  swear  us  a  good  round  sailor's 
oath,  provided  that  there  be  nothing  naughty 
in  it." 

*^  By  the  jeer-blocks,  dead-eyes,  and  catarpin 
shpouds-— — * 

"  O  stop,  that  is  too  horrible.  Only  give  us 
your  adventures,  and  tell  us  why  they  want  to 
hang  you.** 

^*  For  shame,  Miss  Belmont** 

"  Is  that  your  gratitude,  Becky,  for  my  being 
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within  death's  door,  for  the  best  half  of  an 
eternity,  just  to  oblige  you  ?  Playing  at  being 
ill  is  but  ill  play,  after  all,  and  deserves 
good  words.  The  adventures,  my  lord,  or 
I  shall  walk  down  stairs;  which  may  be 
deemed  my  method  of  taking  up  my  bed  ami 
walking." 

^*  You  shall  have  them,  if  you'll  promise  not 
to  belord  mc  any  more." 

"  No,  Augustus,"  said  Rebecca ;  '*  no  adven- 
tures, if  you  please:  who  ever  doubted  but  that 
you  have  always  preserved  a  high  character .'''' 

"  I  don't,''  said  the  perverse  Hosa ;  *•  but 
let  us  hear  how.    Was  it  very  difficult  ?** 

"  You  slanderous " 

"  Well,  if  we  do  but  preserve  ours,  after 
all  this — heh,  llebecca ;  but  come,  the  adven- 
tures." 

Miss  Bacuissart  clung  the  more  closely 
to  Augustus,  who,  gathering  up  a  few  of 
the  ample  folds  of   his  rich   damask    gown. 
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in  the  manner  of  a  Roman  mantle,  and  sur- 
veying the  embroidered  petticoat,  thus  dis- 
closed for  a  moment,  as  if  in  thought,  com- 
menced his  tale. 
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CHAPTER  XL 

Thus  Bethel  spoke,  who  always  speaks  his  tho 
And  always  thinks  the  very  thing  he  ought. 

PoPi 


The  commencement  spoken  of  in  the  last  c 
ter  we  shall  not  inflict  upon  the  reader, 
shall  take  up  the  story  at  the  point  when,  I 
on  board  the  Terrific,  like  a  silly  fellow  thi 
was,  he  was  upon  the  point  of  taking  to  the 
water. 

'^  I  would  wish,*  said  he,  *<  to  speak  res 
fully  of  my  uncle ;  but,  Becky  dear,  he  sb( 
himself,  at  that  time,  a  brute  and  a  tyrant, 
pealed  to  him,  in  your  name,  not  to  flogme- 
appeal  was  vain.  I  call  God  to  witness,  that 


not  contemplate  suicide^  only  escape  from  igno- 
miny. I  even  watched  for  my  opportunity.  I 
could  swim  but  little ;  but  when  I  saw  a  hen-coop 
floating  past,  that  had  been  thrown  overboard 
in  preparing  for  action,  from  one  of  the  other 
ships,  I  determined  to  confide  myself  to  that 
rather  than  trust  any  more  to  the  tender  mercies  of 
the  tyrant.  I  sprang  out  well  through  the  cabin- 
windows,  and  luckily  gained  my  precarious 
vessel.  The  old  Terrific  lagged  to  leeward 
dreadfully ;  and,  when  the  boats  were  lowered, 
and  were  pulling  about  in  her  wake,  I  was  half 
a  mile  to  windward. 

'^O  Rebecca,  I  was  dreadfully  cold,  and 
very,  very  repentant  I  thought  upon  you 
then — I  did  indeed ;  and  was  sorry  that  I 
wrote  that  incautious  letter  to  my  mother.  I 
was  tossed  about  dreadfully,  and,  first  of  all, 
grew  very  sick ;  I  saw  our  fleet  make  isail  and 
leave  me;  low  as  I  was  in  the  water,  they  ap- 
peared like  huge  mountains.  Several  fishing 
boats  passed  me ;  but  the  night  had  now  &et  in, 
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and  I  felt  the  cold  intense,  or,  rather,  began 
not  to  feci  it  at  all.  I  tried  to  hail  the  boats, 
bill  mv  voice  was  scarcely  heard  by  mvself,  it 
was  so  weak  :  so,  after  a  few  attempts,  I  aban- 
dtnicil  mvsc'lf  to  chance. 

*^  Not  for  one  moment  did  I  apprehend  that 
my  destruction  was  near.  I  had  then  great 
faith  iu  my  good  fortune.  It  was  only  when  I 
haii  men  for  my  adversaries,  more  cruel  and 
ruthless  than  the  waves,  that  I  began  to  despair 
of  iriv  fate.  But  then,  Rebecca,  I  had  Provi- 
dfuce  and  the  strong  flood-tide  in  my  favour: 
ami  thus — I  will  not  say  that  I  found  myself, 
for.  just  tlien,  I  had  lost  all  perception — but 
tl'.at  I  was  found  under  the  cutwater  of  the 
French  admiral's  ship." 

'*  Bless  me!  Cutwater — what  is  that?  Did 
it  wound  vou  ?"  said  Miss  Belmont. 

*'*'  O  no,  for  it  is  sharp  enough  to  cut  only 
water.  The  edge  is  about  as  broad  as  a  horse's 
back." 

There  were  many  droilar  interruptions^  ex- 
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planatory  of  sea-phrases,  all  occasioned  by  Rosa, 
for  Rebecca  was  so  absorbed  in  every  word  that 
he  uttered,  that,  if  he  had  spoken  Greek,  she 
would  not  have  interrupted  him  to  ask  what  he 
meant  by  it. 

^^  I  must  say  that  the  old  French  admiral 
treated  me  nobly.  In  fact,  the  good  man  took 
a  liking  to  me,  and,  as  he  was  childless,  offered 
to  adopt  me,  and  make  me  his  heir.  He  also 
endeavoured  to  instil  into  me  those  wild  demo- 
cratical  principles  that  were  then  steeping  France 
in  the  best  blood  of  her  sons  and  daughters. 
He  confounded  my  judgment  often  by  his  argu- 
ments, but  my  heart  was  in  England  with  my 
mother  and  Rebecca.  So  his  eloquence  could 
not  reach  that,  you  know.'* 

A  look  of  the  deepest  gratitude  repaid  him 
for  this  piece  of  incidental  gallantry. 

^*  I  was  kept  more  than  a  year  in  this  state 
of  honourable  bondage,  when,  by  the  freedom 
with  which  I  too  often  expressed  my  opinion  of 
the  atrocities  then   acting  in   France,   having 
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made  many  enemies,  M.  Fresnoy,  the  adn 
was  forced  to  part  with  me.     Whilst  with 
I  wrote  several  times  to  England :  it  ap] 
that  no  letter  of  mine  ever  reached  its  d 
nation. 

"  With  the  letters  of  recommendation  ; 
M.  Fresnoy  to  the  authorities,  there  went 
me  also  other  letters,  recommendatory  of 
thing  but  civil  or  even  christian  treatment 
was  not  allowed  to  enjoy  either  the  privilcg' 
an  officer  or  of  a  gentleman.  I  was  confint 
Verdun,  and  confounded  with  the  lowest  of 
low  of  all  nations  that  it  had  been  the  evil 
tune  of  France  to  contend  with,  either  by  » 
by  land.  There  were  there  but  few  £ngli!»h 
men,  and  those  few,  with  scarcely  an  excep 
had  been  captured  on  board  our  merchant-sl 
Even  these,  if  they  were  healthy,  but  sel 
staid  long — generally,  I  blush  to  say,  enU 
on  board  the  French  men-of-war 

'^  It  was  intimated  to  me  very  plainly,  tl 
was  expected  that  I   should    do   ao   like 


The  temptation  was  great — ^it  mis  not,  Rebecca, 
tbefresb  air  of  the  open  country,  nor  the  moun- 
tain breeee,  nor  theever*extending  prospect,  nor 
the  communion  with  good  men,  nor  wholesome 
food,  nor  the  rapture  of  once  more  bathing  in 
the  running  waters — none  of  these  tried  me  so 
severely  as  the  hope  of  escaping  and  being  once 
more  blessed  by  my  mother,  once  more  embraced 
by  my  dear  little  wife;  but,  then,  I  had  to 
give  my  word  of  honour  that  escape  I  would 
not.  Over  that  barrier  I  dare  not  pass,  even  to 
you,  my  love;  so  I  remained,  and  ate  the  bitter 
bread  of  captivity,  and  contumely,  and  insult ; 
and  almost  died  of  very  weariness  of  heart." 

**  My  poor  Augustus  !** 

"  At  length,  but  not  with  the  remotest  hopes 
of  success,  but  more  as  an  occupation  to  pre- 
vent my  mind  sinking  into  fatuity,  I  commenced 
planning  my  escape.  I  began  at  first,  in  mere 
mockery  of  myself;  but,  as  I  proceeded,  a  faint 
hope  dawned :  the  eagerness  of  life  again  came 
over  my  frame,  and  I  worked,  and  I  under- 
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^*  On  commemoration  of  one  of  Bonaparte^s 
victories — which,  I  care  not  now  to  remember — 
there   was  a  general  festivity  throughout  the 
fortress.     I  will  not  say  that  the  sentinels  and 
the  gaolers  who  had  charge  of  the  numerous 
wickets  were  all  intoxicated,  or  intoxicated  with 
anything  but  the  wildest  enthusiasm,  for  with 
the  news  of  the  victory  there  came  three  or  four 
large  detachments  of  Austrian  prisoners.     The 
depot  was  crowded  to  suffocation.     One  of  the 
old  women  who  was  permitted  to  enter  from  the 
town,  and  sell,  extremely  dear,  some  miserable 
articles  to  the  prisoners,  came  in  drunk,  and,  in 
that  state,  reeled  about  the  different  yards  and 
wards  of  the  prison.     In  order  to  make  her 
state  afford  them  the  more  mirth,  some  of  the 
French  soldiers,  off  duty,  began  playing  tricks 
upon  her,  such  as  daubing  her  person  and  face 
over  with  mud,  and  other  such  unmanly  jokes. 
At  length,  overcome  with  wine  and  fatigue,  she 
reeled  into  a  corner  to  sleep.     Her  persecutors 
then  left  her  alone,  supposing  that  she  would 
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gale  that  I  told  you  before  became  you  8o 
much.  Well,  how  long  did  your  lordship  per* 
sonate  the  old  hawker,  and  keep  her  out  of  her 
lawful  possessions — her  cloak,  hat,  and  has* 
ket?" 

^*  No  sooner  was  I  outside  of  the  walls  than 
I  flung  them  on  all  sides,  and  went  and  washed 
my  face  and  hands  at  the  first  water  that  I  saw, 
which  act  of  cleanliness  nearly  again  incarce- 
rated me.  I  had  hardly  dried  my  hair  and 
face,  when  I  saw  two  of  the  mounted  patrol 
coming  at  speed  towards  u^e*  Already  had  I 
been  missed,  and  the  pursuit  commenced.  They 
came  to  the  fragments  that  I  had  strewed  about 
on  the  road,  and  paused  about  a  minute  and  a 
half,  taking  them  up,  and  examining  them.  I 
seized  this  opportunity,  and,  crouching  down, 
contrived  to  creep  into  a  pigsty  on  the  side  of 
the  road.  You  may  judge  if  I  had  not  just 
made  a  superfluous  ablution. 

"  My  pursuers  were  soon  at  the  pond  which 
I  had  just  left;  when  my  good  stars  came  to 
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'^  Rosa,  Ro6a,  how  can  you  be  so  inconside- 
rate P"  said  Rebecca,  almost  angry. 

^'  Not  very  suitably,  Miss  Belmont ;  at  least, 
if  I  can  judge  by  the  manner  in  which  they 
expressed  their  sentiments.  They  made  such 
an  infernal  noise,  that  one  would  suppose  the 
little  innocents  thought  that  I  had  come  to  eat 
them  before  their  time.  The  mother,  venerable 
from  her  age  and  her  amiable  en  bon  pointy 
was  proceeding  to  the  office  of  a  not  civil 
ejectment — I  suppose  according  to  the  com- 
mon law  of  the  land,  which  considers  every 
}Mg*s  pigsty  to  be  her  castle.  However,  I 
was  snouted  out.  I  shall  respect  a  ring  ever 
after:  it  is  true,  the  old  lady  wore  it  in  her 
nose,  i  rindienne;  but  it  was  still  a  ring, 
and  saved  me^  no  doubt,  from  some  severe 
wounds.  Evening  was  now  closing  in,  so 
seeing  a  heap  of  nice  bean-straw  lying  near, 
I  crept  into  it.  What  are  you  laughing 
at,  Rosa? — ^it  was  not  a  dunghill,  upon  my 
honour." 
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^^  Well)  I  must  confess  that  no  one  could 
have  been  in  a  much  worse  plight ;  but,  luck- 
ily, I  did  not  then  see  myself,  and  thus  my 
modesty  stood  not  in  the  way  of  my  presence  of 
mind.'* 

**  What  a  nice  phrase  that  is  for — for — ^"^ 

"  For  what,  sarcastical  sorceress  P*' 

**  O  I  don't  know  !  I  have  not  the  impudence 
to  tell  you." 

**  Well,  it  is  lucky  your  presence  of  mind 
stops  short  of  something.  So  I  retraced  my 
steps  to  the  outskirts  of  the  town,  and  looked 
slily  into  one  shop-window,  and  into  another ; 
but  was  a  long  while  before  I  could  find  the 
face  I  dare  trust :  indeed  it  seemed  to  me,  then, 
that  I  should  be  myself  found  (irst.^ 

"  I  would  have  fled  into  the  country,*"  said 
Rosa« 

^  I  could  not.  I  had  on  only  my  trowsers 
and  shirt,  and  a  new  straw  hat  that  I  took 
off  a  hedge  where  it  had  been  placed  to 
bleach.'' 
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it  There  was  an  awkward  pause,  which  Au- 
gustus employed  in  adjusting  his  full  dress  of 
satin,  and  looking  very  foolish.  Rosa  saw  that 
she  had  gone  too  far;  so,  after  two  or  three 
little  failures,  she  possessed  herself  of  Rebecca's 
band,  and,  having  kissed  it  without  a  word 
being  said,  the  sunshine  of  the  mind  broke  forth 
again  from  their  eyes,  and  Augustus  thus  pro- 
ceeded with  his  narrative : 

*'  Having  no  worse  design  than  that  of  find- 
ing a  present  refuge,  and  fearing  that  I  should 
have  quickly  to  walk  again  into  that  prison, 
out  of  which  I  had  taken  so  much  trouble  to 
get,  at  length  I  found  a  face  more  beautiful 
than  ever  I  could  have  hoped  to  see.'' 

**  Where  ?"  was  asked  at  once  by  both 
ladies. 

**  Indeed,  it  was  quite  time ;  for  the  *  qui 
va  1^  ?*  of  the  patrole  was  grating  on  my  ears. 
I  say  I  found  it  just  in  time;  but  I  hesitate  to 
tell  you  where.  You,  or  at  least,  Rosa  will 
laugh  so  much,  and  it  would  hurt  my  feelings 
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The  young  lady  brought  me  ewer  and  towels, 
and  withdrew.  I  washed,  and  resigning  myself 
to  my  fate,  placed  myself  in  the  tonsorial  chair, 
and  was,  for  the  first  time  in  my  life,  almost, 
on  my  part,  unconsciously  shaved.  Long  after 
the  operation,  I,  not  knowing  what  to  say,  and 
wishing  the  daughter  again  to  enter,  sate 
motionless  in  the  chair,  a  little  pleased,  I  must 
confess,  that  my  appearance  was  a  little  less 
brutal  than  when  I  entered  the  humble  shop. 
At  length,  I  was  forced  to  confess  that  I  had 
no  money,  and  that  I  was  a  recently  escaped 
prisoner.  Mr.  Florentin,  for  that  was  the  name 
by  which  the  hairdresser  was  known,  was  at  a 
loss  what  to  do  with  me.  He  would  not  betray, 
but  1  think,  was  rather  inclined  to  expel  me. 
Luckily  for  me,  he  called  mademoiselle  down  to 
the  council.  Humanity  triumphed.  The  asy- 
lum, at  an  infinite  risk  to  them,  was  granted  me. 
Rosalie  was  as  good  as  she  was  beautiful*'' 

**  Augustus,  you  loved,''  half  shrieked  out, 
the  now  much-afiected  Rebecca. 
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*'  Indeed  I  did  not — I  respected,  I  venerated 
— yet,  in  one  sense  I  loved  faer:  who  could  avoid 
that?  but  it  was  without  passion.  It  was  a 
holy  feeling.  I  said  to  myself,  had  but  heaven 
{^nted  me  my  Rebecca  as  a  wife,  and  a  sister 
such  as  Rosalie  Florentin,  would  not  my  bliss 
have  been  too  great  for  one  of  this  earth  P" 

*'  What  a  pity  it  is  that  people  who  are  so 
good  should  be  so  handsome !"  said  B«becca, 
not  very  contentedly.  "  How  many  days  did 
you  stay  with  these  low  people  ?" 

'*  Not  low  people — not  very  low;  they  are 
of  the  noblesse.  They  are  royalists,  and  had  lost 
all.  Florentin  was  their  name  of  disguise  only. 
They  had  been  persecuted,  and  proscribed,  and 
had  wandered  from  place  to  place,  wishing  to 
find  a  means  of  escape  to  England.  To  have 
been  too  near  the  sea-coast  would  have  rendered 
them  suspected.^ 

"  I  have  no  doubt  but  that  they  were  very 
good  sort  of  people.  How  many  days  did  you 
stay  with  them  ?" 
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^  Days,  Rebecca  P  I  staid  months,  years.  It 
is  little  more  than  a  month  since  I  left  their 
hospitable  roof,  humble  as  it  is.  It  was  they 
who  sheltered  me  from  the  persecution  of  fSalse 
swearers,  when  every  other  door»  and  every 
other  bosom,  was  barred  against  mew^' 

'^  Mine,  Augustus — O  mine !  These  perfi- 
dious French  i" 

^*  Come,  Rebecca,^  said  Rosa,  ^^  I  do  not  see 
much  perfidy  in  these  generous  French  people 
keeping  his  lordship  from  an  acquaintance  with 
Newgate.  Pray  how  did  you  occupy  your 
time  with  these  Florentins."^' 

**  They  taught  me  their  business.  I  travelled 
about  with  them,  sometimes  as  their  apprentice^ 
sometimes  as  their  nephew.  I  served  them 
faithfully.  How  else  could  I  prove  my  grati- 
tude ^ 

**  Hum— ah  I  it  is  a  delicate  question  to  put 
to  the  Earl  of  Osmondale ;  but  did  your  lord- 
ship ever  take — a  man  by  the  nose  ?** 

'^  Rosa,  you  are  as  saucy  as  you  are  beauti- 
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seldom  stayed  loog  enough  io  one  place,  to  en«^ 
able  him  to  gain  money  by  the  profession  that 
he  had  chosen  to  adopt.  We,  at  length,  ap- 
proached the  sea-coast  I  then  separated  from 
them.  I  now,  I  confess,  had  full  opportunity 
of  communicating  with  my  friends  in  England, 
but  I  was  fearful  of  doing  so,  lest  carried  away 
by  their  love  for  me,  they  should  be  induced  to 
hazard  an  answer,  and  thus  lead  to  a  discovery 
and  ray  incarceration,  which  I  really  then 
dreaded  more  than  death. 

^'  M.  Florentin,  having  made  his  arrange- 
ments, departed  with  his  daughter,  many 
months  before  me,  and,  by  the  aid  of  smug- 
glers, arrived  safely  in  England.  I  should  cer* 
tainly  have  gone  with  them  had  I  had  a  suffi* 
ciency  of  money  to  have  paid  the  exorbitant 
sum  demanded  for  the  run  across  the  Channel, 
The  Florentins  would  have  paid  it  for  me  could 
they  have  commanded  the  money.  I  was  thus 
left  alone.  On  th^  return  of  the  boat,  the  man 
gave  me  the  information  that  the  Florentins 
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were  well ;  and,  that  with  the  little  money  they 
had  left  them,  they  bad  hired  a  shop  and  par- 
lour in  town,  giving  me,  at  the  same  time,  their 
address.  I  had  been,  by  this  time^  so  Gatlici&ed 
that  I  passed  eyerywhere  for  a  Frenchman,  and 
I  continued  to  keep  the  name  that  I  had  as- 
sumed, as  M.  Florentjn's  nephew,  Jacque  le 
Meunier." 

At  this  announcement,  Rebecca  remembering 
the  dreaded  proclamation,  became  very  pole, 
but  refrained  from  speaking. 

*'  Well,  people  began  to  know  me  about  the 
country  and  the  coast.  I  did  not  choose  to  show 
myself  much  in  the  towns.  I  thus  led  a  very 
precarious,  and,  I  must  add,  a  hard  life.  I 
was,  at  Iraigth,  too  much  tempted.  Smothering 
my  principles,  under  the  plea  of  affection  for 
my  mother  and  my  Bebecca,  and  my  relations, 
and  enlisting  my  patriotism  on  the  same  side,  I 
iairly  embarked  as  a  smuggler,  hoping,  when  I 
reached  Eng^d,  to  desert.  Do  you  forgive 
me  for  this,  dearest?* 
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^  There  was  no  barm  in  it  at  all,  Gus.  I 
would  have  done  so  myself.*^ 

This  assertion  of  the  young  lady  was  rather 
bold.  It  was  not  right  to  league  with  the 
enemy  to  defraud  one's  own  country  of  a  portion 
of  its  much-needed  revenue.  Not  quite.  How* 
ever,  the  assertion  satisfied  the  person  most  con- 
cerned, who  kissed  her  for  it  heartily,  and  thus 
vesumed. 

^*  But,  my  new  comrades,  supposing  me  to 
be,  what  I  had  always  passed  for,  the  nephew 
of  a  royalist  and  an  6migr6,  they  watched  me 
narrowly  whenever  we  were  on  the  English 
ooast,  and  whilst  they  were  employed  on  shore, 
running  their  tubs  and  laces,  I  was  always  left 
with  those  who  had  charge  of  the  vessel,  and 
thus  I  was  compelled  to  make  several  trips 
before  I  had  once  more  the  opportunity  of  plac- 
ing my  foot  on  the  English  shore." 

**  You  donH  happen,  my  lord^  to  have  any 
of  those  beautiful  laces  about  you,  you  have 
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just  mentioned  ?     I  hope  you  will,  as  a  pur- 
chaser, give  me  the  preference.** 

'*  Don't  be  provoking,  Miss  Belmont,  or  I 
shall  take  away  the  preference  that  I  have 
already  given  you." 

'*  May  I  humbly  beg  your  leave,  sir,  to  ask, 
to  whom  I  am  preferred  ?" 

'*  To  every  botly,  except — ^^ 

'^  I  except  to  all  exceptions ;  let  us  hear  how 


t  you  prospered  as  a  smuggler. 


^^  I  learned  something— how  to  manage  a 
boat — and  I  became  so  conversant  with  the 
soundings,  and  nature  of  the  bottom  of  the 
Channel,  that  when  all  other  lawful  occupations 
fail  me,  I  shall  make  an  excellent — '^ 
i  ^^  You  shall  never  go  to  sea  any  more,  in  any 

capacity — I  have  made  up  my  mind  to  that, 
Augustus.     I  hate  the  sea.*' 

'^  The  old  Commodore^s  daughter  should  not 
say  so.  Howeveri  I  must  now  come  to  the 
worst  part  of  my  story.    With  the  cxMinivance 
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of  the  French  authorities,  a  party  of  spies,  in- 
cendiaries, and  wild  theorists  for  the  overturning 
of  governments,  was  to  be  landed  on  our  coasts, 
well  furnished  with  all  manner  of  forgeries  and 
treasonable  correspondence,  with  the  disaffected 
in  England.  I  endeavoured  to  ingratiate  my- 
self with  these  jacobins,  most  of  whom  were 
either  Irish  or  aliens.  Without  committing 
myself  by  any  decided  promises,  I  was  at  length 
permitted  to  join  them.  We  landed  near  Dover 
at  midnight,  and  thence  proceeded,  by  by-ways 
and  cross-roads,  and  only  during  the  night,  to 
London.^' 

"  But  why  not  leave  them  directly?" 
^^  Alas !  I  found  th^t  I  had  only  changed 
one  set  of  tyrants  for  another.  Little  was  my 
joy  on  being  once  more  in  my  native  land.  1 
should  never  have  been  mean  enough  to  have 
denounced  my  companions ;  but  in  London  I 
knew  that  they  could  not  prevent  my  escape, 
so  I  resigned  myself  until  I  should  arrive 
there. 
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**  Among  villains  there  is  always  some  one 
more  villanous  than  the  rest,  who  only  seeks  his 
opfxirtunity  to  betray  them.  I  now  know  that 
the  motions  of  this  splendid  army  of  invasion 
of  half-a-dozen,  was  perfectly  known  to  the 
government,  and  even  the  very  house  at  which 
we  were  to  rendezvous,  prepared  for  our  recep- 
tion; for  no  sooner  had  we  seated  ourselves, 
and  in  the  midst  of  their  congratulations  at 
our  safe  arrival,  and  our  security,  than  a 
party  of  the  police  burst  upon  us,  and  at- 
tempted a  wholesale  capture.  Unfortunately 
for  roe,  it  was  not  strong  enough.  They  were 
overpowered,  bound,  gagged,  and  locked  up  in 
a  deep  cellar,  with  the  exception  of  one  of  the 
officers,  who  was  left  weltering  in  his  blood  on 
the  first-floor.  The  man  who,  with  his  dagger, 
inflicted  the  fatal  wound,  was  the  leader  of  the 
gang,  a  Captain  Mainspring,  aa  he  was  called, 
though  I  believe  it  was  a  mam  de  guerre. 

^<  They  hurried  me,  widi  the  rest,  dowDstainw 
Conscious  of  my  innocence,  and  proud  in  my 
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integrity,  I  refused  to  fly  with  the  rest  They 
then  immediately  pronounced  me  to  be  the  spy 
and  the  traitor  who  had  sold  them.  I  can  only 
remember  the  flashing  of  their  eyes,  and  their 
uplifted  hands ;  when  next  I  awoke  to  consci- 
ousness my  situation  was  most  horrible. 

*^  Seated  on  the  floor,  the  clothes  which  I  had 
on,  which  were  not  mine,  dabbled  in  blood,  and 
upon  me  a  dreadful  weapon  stained  with  gore  to 
the  very  hilt,  I  found  myself  near  the  wounded 
officer,  who  had  just  recovered  from  a  fainting 
fit,  and  was  making  feeble  efforts  to  cry  out  for 
assistance.  The  room  was  soon  filled ;  the  offi- 
cers below  released,  and  I  was  taken  as  the 
murderer,  dressed  in  the  clothes  of  Captain 
Mainspring,  who  had  escaped  in  mine. 

^'  I  was  so  confounded  with  this  strange 
event,  and  so  troubled  with  the  severe  blow 
that  I  had  received  on  my  head,  that  I  could 
not  speak.  The  wounded  man  was  immediately 
conveyed  to  the  nearest  hospital,  and  myself  to 
Clerkenwell  prison."  « 


Xi 
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Here  M.  cry  of  horror  broke  from  both  lad 
sDii  thej  fiung  themselves  into  each  oth 
ann&  After  their  very  natural  emotion  hai 
little  subsided.  Augustus  proceetled. 

••  There  remains  but  little  to  be  told ;  I 
that  little  is  verv  dreadful.  The  next  da\ 
wa^  cxaminrd  before  a  full  bench  of  ir.af 
tratt-?;  anion j  which,  if  mv  memorv  scrvts : 
faithfully,  wa?  that  disa^^reeable  ntighbour 
vours,  Mr.  Rubasore." 

"  Heavens    preserve    us  I      Go  on,   Aiigi 

*'  I  am  almost  sure  that  it  was  he ;  indeed, 
am  certain  of  it.  He  eyed  me  most  attentive 
and  once  put  a  question  to  me  that  seeiii 
irrelevant  to  the  rest  of  the  magistrates — *  H 
I  e\er  been  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Trestleti 
Hall?'  Fool  that  I  was,  I  said  not.  If 
that  my  disgrace  would  have  extended  to  the 
dearer  to  me  than  my  own  esistenoe.  Wi 
iojury  would  the  world  have  auffered,  fa 
one    ioDoceot   but    uieleai   ▼omig  man    be 
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hung,  under  the  name  of  Jacques  le  Meunier? 
but  the  naisery  would  have  been  ineffable,  the 
disgrace  eternal,  upon  both  our  families,  if  the 
felon  had  died  as  the  acknowledged  son  of 
Lady  Astell,  and  the  nephew  of  Sir  Octavius 
Bacuissart/* 

**  Another  word  like  that,  and  I  cease  to  love 
you,"  said  the  passionate  Rebecca. 

^*  The  true  account  that  I  gave  of  t\ie  trans- 
action was  listened  to  with  ineffable  contempt ; 
and  the  treacherous  papers  found  upon  me, 
added,  in  no  small  degree,  to  the  prejudice 
already  existing  against  me.  It  was  in  vain 
that  I  pleaded  the  blow  I  had  received  from 
the  real  Captain  Mainspring;  for  one  of  the 
runners  swore  that  it  was  he  himself  who  had 
knocked  me  down,  when  I  was  most  active  iji 
the  scufflcb  But  the  severest  trial  was  yet  to  be 
endured.  Accompanied  by  two  magistrates,  I 
was  led  to  the  Middlesex  Hospital,  and  placed 
near  the  dying  officer.  Poor  man  !  he  pre- 
tended to  recognise  me  immediately.     He  de- 
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came  frightened ;  one  of  my  guards  was  for 
going  forward,  the  other  for  turning  back. 
Squibs  and  crackers  flew  about  the  coachman's 
bead;  the  populace  began  to  enjoy  the  fun: 
the  coach  was  urged  on,  until  the  horses'  feet 
felt  the  fire:  they  reared  up,  and  overturned 
the  carriage  nearly  upon  the  burning  wood  and 
shavings.  The  door  flew  open,  I  jumped  out, 
and  long  before  the  officers  could  pick  them- 
selves up,  and  explain  to  the  amused  and 
laughing  crowd  who  they  were,  I  was  many 
streets  off*,  and  entirely  lost  to  the  view  of  the 
runners. 

*'  The  dagger  that  was  in  possession  of  on^ 
of  my  guards,  in  order  to  be  produced  as  evi- 
dence against  me,  I  had  caught  up,  with  almost 
the  instinct  of  self-defence.  I  gave  it  you, 
Rebecca,  in  the  preserve." 

^*  I  will  never  touch  the  horrid  weapon  again, 
Augustus.     It  lies  there.'^ 

*^  There  let  it  h'e.  It  has  certainly  drunk  the 
life's  blood  of  one  human  being.  I  will  not  handle 
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country  until  I  could  make  my  innocence  ap- 
parent." 

"  Rosa,"  said  Rebecca,  "  I  am  too  agitated  to 
write.  You  have  lieard  all.  Write  to  Sir  Octa- 
viua  instantly — conceal  nothing.  I  will  despatch 
the  letter  directly  it  is  finished :  and  the  fleetest 
horse  in  the  stables  shall  carry  the  messenger," 

Rosa  retired  to  her  own  room  ;  and,  for  the 
first  time,  the  young  lovers  were  alone  tc^ether. 


THE   OLD   COMMODOEK.  271 

This  gentleman  had  remarked,  that,  besides 
the  letters  brought  by  the  post,  two,  and  very 
often  three,  expresses  would  arrive  at  and  leave 
Trestletree  Hall  in  the  course  of  the  day.  These 
messengers,  he  had  ascertained,  came  from  and 
returned  to  the  old  Commodore ;  and  he  rightly 
conjectured  that  this  active  correspondence 
with  Mr.  Underdown  concerned  the  proclaimed 
murderer,  whom  he,  Mr.  Rubasore,  was  well 
aware  was  none  other  than  Augustus. 

The  ladies  of  the  family  were  little  less  un- 
happy than  was  Mr.  Underdown.  They  feared 
for  the  worst ;  though  they  only  supposed  the 
danger  lay  with  Miss  Belmont,  and  her  con- 
stant attendant.  Miss  Bacuissart  Mr.  Under- 
down  seldom  joined  them,  and,  when  with  them, 
his  stay  was  always  as  short  as  possible.  To 
the  iterated  question,  "  Where  is  the  Commo- 
dore— why  comes  he  not  ?"  he  could  only  reply, 
that  he  would  shortly  make  his  appearance,  but 
that  he  was  unavoidably  detained  in  town  upon 
business  of  the  most  vital  importance. 
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Every  one  at  Trestletree  Hall  thought  that 
this  fourth  day  of  the  days  of  refuge  would 
never  end,  excepting  the  two  lovers. 

l)ut  let  us  now,  for  a  little  space,"^  attend  the 
operations  of  the  old  Commodore.  In  the  me- 
tro])olis,  gold  is  omni|X)tent;  lay  but  a  suffi- 
ciency of  it  on  the  eyelids  of  the  lawyer,  and 
what  scak-s  will  fall  from  his  eyes,  and  how 
clear-seeing  will  he  instantly  become !  Sir  Oc- 
tavius  took  three  of  the  most  clever  into  instant 
j)ay — the  Florentins  were  soon  discovered;  and 
from  them  he  immediately  learned  all  that  con- 
cerned his  nephew.  He  never  doubted  his  inno- 
cence; and  he  also  pretty  well  knew  when?, 
and  in  what  manner,  he  was  concealed.  He  was 
by  no  means  displeased  at  this. 

The  next  step  was  to  do  away  with  the 
damning  and  circumstantial  evidence  against 
Augustus.  Unfortunately,  the  man  had  died 
shortly  after  he  had  declared  his  nephew  to  be 
his  murderer.  The  other  officer,  who  had 
sworn  to  the  knocking  of  him  down,  after  three 
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satisfactory  conferences  with  the  three  lawyers 
employed  by  the  old  Commodore,  un swore  all 
that  he  had  sworn  before.  But  the  principal 
point  was  to  catch,  if  possible,  the  real  Cap- 
tain Mainspring.  We  hardly  need  mention 
that  immense  rewards  were  offered  to  any  of 
the  gang  that  would  chance  to  become  in- 
formers. 

Sir  Octavius,  after  he  had  paid  his  duty  to 
his  king,  was  generally  to  be  found  stumping 
about  from  the  home-ofiice  to  the  police  offices ; 
or  giving  audience  to  Bow-street  runners, 
thieves  and  thief-takers  of  all  descriptions*  He 
asked  neither  for  stars,  ribbons,  nor  honours. 
^*  Only  give  me  back  my  nephew,  with  untar- 
nished honour,"  was  his  reply  to  the  minister. 
With  all  his  honours  newly  blushing  upon  him, 
and  in  the  midst  of  his  justly-acquired  popu- 
larity, to  a  request  so  moderate  every  exertion 
was  used  to  give  a  satisfactory  reply.  'Thus, 
every  facility  was  afforded  him ;    and,   for  a 

time,  he  might  have  been  said  to  have  exchanged 
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the  command  of  his  squadron  for  that  of  the 
police  force  of  the  metropolis. 

In  all  these  exertions,  Captain  Oliphant  acted 
as  his  assistant  and  aid&-de-camp.  The  great 
object  of  the  Commodore  was  to  avoid  a  public 
trial :  or,  if  that  were  impossible,  not  to  go  to 
the  bar  until  such  evidence  were  produced  as 
would  ensure  a  triumphant  acquittal. 

Fortune,  at  length,  thinking  that  she  bad 
enough  worried  the  worthy  old  Commodore, 
and  too  much  persecuted  his  nephew,  now  be- 
gan to  make  the  most  ample  amends.  One  of 
the  gang  turned  king^s  evidence,  and,  through 
his  information,  the  real  Captain  Mainspring 
was,  after  a  desperate  resistance,  that  caused 
another  murder,  taken. 

His  confession,  and  the  evidence  of  the  other, 
so  fully  exonerated  Augustus  from  all  suspicion, 
that  the  warrants  against  him  were  immediately 
discharged,  and  an  order  of  the  secretary  of 
state  for  the  home  department  readily  granted 
for  his  release,  if  unfortunately  he  should  hap- 
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pen  to  be  anywhere  in  custody  upon  this  matter. 
So,  about  seven  o'clock  in  the  evening,  every 
thing  being  thus  happily  adjusted,  Sir  Octavius 
and  Captain  Oliphant  seated  themselves  in  the 
travelling  carriage  of  the  former,  both  shout- 
ing **Ta  Trestletree  Hall !"  in  a  breath ;  and 
off  they  started  as  joyous  a  pair  of  gentlemen 
as  ever  rattled  after  four  high-bred  galloping 
bays. 

Dash  on,  ye  gallant  steeds.  Spurn  the  dull 
earth  beneath  your  fire-eliciting  hoofs.  Draw 
in,  through  your  extended  nostrils,  strength 
from  the  invigorating  breeze ;  wince  not  at  the 
whip,  rebel  not  at  the  spur;  on  your  speed  de- 
pends the  happiness  or  desolation  of  many  fond 
and  good  hearts.     Away  with  ye — away  ! 

At  this  very  time*  the  lovers  were  alone.  The 
day  had  been  sultry,  and  the  evening  was  still 
and  close.  These  four  days  of  confinement  had 
made  Rosa  languid  and  ill.  For  her,  there  was 
not  the  excitement  of  the  mutual  pressure  of 
fond  hands,  or  the  interchange  of  soul-endearing 
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glancef.  She  had,  at  the  request  of  Rebecca, 
wniten  a  long  and  useless  letter  to  theoldCon;- 
irodore.  It  had  been  despatched.  She  had 
noH-  no  occupation  :  her  resolution  ga\e  wav. 
and  she  had  retirtrd  to  her  own  room  to  weep 
from  very  lowness  of  spirits. 

Augustus  had  also  drooped  like  the  cagtd 
wild  bird  of  tho  mountains^  He  was  querulous, 
and  impatient  of  many  things,  and  of  none 
:riore  than  of  the  antiquated  and  womanly  dis- 
j:;::>o  that  he  was  compelled  to  wear.  Ht- 
Mou!d  almost  have  preferred  the  blocd-btained 
:\i£rs  of  the  murderer  that,  but  a  little  while 
jg.\  he  had  so  indignantly  cast  away. 

*•  O  Rebecca  I  to-ni^ht  I  must  flv  this 
place." 

■ 

"  Im)x>ssible  !  what  means  my  beloved  .'" 
*'  I  cannot  bear  this  disguise.  Let  me  once 
:r.cre  stand  before  mj  fellow-men  as  a  man. 
If  God  permit  their  eyes  to  be  blinded,  and 
liicy  pronounce  me  guilty,  they  shall  see  that  I 
cjn  suffer  like  a  man,  and  an  inoooent  one.^ 
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''  These  words  are  horrors.  What  mean  yoU) 
Augustus  ?  You  are  feverish.  Lay  your  burn- 
ing cheek  to  mine,  it  is  cooler — there — ^Augufr* 
tus,  is  not  this  better  than  manacles  upon  the 
hands,  and  the  heavy  irons  upon  the  feet? 
Are  my  |trms  that  now  so  tenderly  bind  you^ 
unpleasant  bonds?  Come,  come,  Augustus, 
smile — only  one  little  smile  for  your  madcap 
wife.  There,  that  is  well.  You  should  always 
look  so— you  are  so  very,  very  beautiful  when 
you  smile  !     Are  you  not  happy  now  ?'* 

^^  At  once  too  happy  and  too  miserable — I 
should  not  have  come  here.  What  an  immen- 
sity of  damnation  should  I  not  deserve  if  I 
were  to  break  your  gentle  heart;  you  would 
0ie  if  I  should  be  led  to  the  scaffold —poor 
thing— you  would  die !" 

^^  Assuredly,  Sir  Earl ;  but  I  will  not  be 
pitied  for  it,  sir,"  said  she,  poutingly  and 
proudly.  "  You  risked  your  life  to  shun  the 
ignominy  of  the  lash;  am  I  so  beneath  you, 
Augustus,  that  I  may  not  glory  in  dying  for  you. 
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Obediently  she  arose  and  removed  the  blinds, 
and  threw  up  the  window. 

^^  Ah  !  this  is  delicious ;  that  balcony  -—  I 
shall  ever  love  that  balcony  !  It  was  there  that 
my  fainting  heart,  after  many  days  of  sickness, 
was  re-assured ;  it  was  there  that  I  heard  your 
voice;  the  tones  fell  upon  me  as  if  I  were  bath- 
ing in  showers  of  bliss ;  the  beauty  of  your 
figure  deceived  me,  though  I  knew  your  voice 
at  once.'** 

'*  Flatterer,  if  you  so  attempt  to  spoil  me,  I 
will  wear  my  pinafore  again,  and  once  more  let 
my  rough  hair  float  about  my  shoulders.^' 

"  You  will  not  be  so  cruel ;  it  would  be  the 
death-blow  to  your  aunt  Matilda.  Let  us  come 
and  stand  upon  the  balcony ;  it  shall  be  sacred 
to  us,  and  we  will  call  it  the  ^  Altar  of  Con- 
stancy.' " 

^^  Do  not  wish  so  rash  a  thing.'^ 

^'  It  is  not  rash — I  long  to  gaze  about  me 
upon  the  old  scenes,  where,  as  children,  we  have 
so  often  played.     Come,  Rebecca,  there  is  no 
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lisDj^er.  If  perchance  s  sersant  or  a  peasant 
sa*  us.  »hat  can  they  say — only  that  there  were 
a  Terr  uU  «aii  a  very  graceful  lady  standing  at 
the  Ittli-vay  of  5Iiss  Bacutssart's  window." 

"  Aojjstuj.  you  do  not  look  like  a  lady, 
:iiou^  yea  wear  the  richest  lady's  dress  in  the 
i^ounty.     And  your  head  oi'  liair- — "' 

'- O  «rt«  it  with  anyihini;  that  you  like. 
iviv  let  us  go  to  the  baIc<<Qy.  The  sua  will 
sivn  ^t.  and  it  is  so  delightful,  though  sadners 
:s  otten  mixed  with  the  delight,  to  look  upoti 
the  setting  sun :" 

For  what  could  Augustus  plead  in  vain  when 
ii  was  to  Rebecca  that  he  sued  ?  Laughing  a 
little,  aod  fearing  much,  she  placed  a  muslin 
cap  on  his  head,  and  hand-in-hand  they  stepped 
t'oith  into  the  bslcony.  They  counted  not  time 
by  minutes.  There  they  stood,  exchangini; 
^  ows  ot  affection,  and  giving  vent  to  the  fondest 
feelings  of  their  bosoms.  So  entranced  were  they 
with  each  other,  that  they  he«d  not,  or  hear- 
ing, did  Doi  attend  to,  the  ntuie  w»»Ae'b\  ilw 
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repeatedly  flinging  up,  and  rapidly  slamming 
down^  of  the  window  of  Mr.  Underdown's  room. 

At  length  they  were  startled  from  their  love- 
reverie  to  some  purpose,  for  they  heard  Mr. 
Underdown  exclaim,  in  a  voice  of  thunder, 
^^  Who  skulks  there?  John,  bring  me  the 
blunderbuss." 

The  lovers  crept  back  into  their  apartment 
aghast,  and  took  care  not  only  to  close  the  win- 
dow, but  the  blind  also  very  carefully. 

^*  Push  on,  gallant  old  Commodore ;  if  ever 
you  possessed  energy  display  it  now.  The  dag- 
ger of  the  murderer  will  soon  tremble  over  the 
bosom  of  your  beloved  daughter ;  and,  horrible 
to  be  told,  it  will  glance  from  her  own  hand.'' 

It  was  ten  o'clock,  and  nearly  dark,  for  the 
moon  was  just  struggling  through  the  forest- 
girt  horizon.  Rebecca  and  Rosa  were  upon 
the  point  of  taking  leave  of  the  melancholy  Au- 
gustus, when  a  tremendous  noise  was  heard  at 
the  outer  door  of  the  mansion. 

*'  I  am  discovered — they  come  I"   exclaimed 
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shall   take  us  like  sheep  penned   up  for  the 
knife  ?" 

Poor  Rosa,  more  dead  than  alive,  obeyed. 
At  the  top  of  the  avenue  that  led  to  the  bed- 
rooms, there  was  quickly  heaped  up  a  very  re- 
spectable funereal-pile  of  musty  dresses,  linen, 
and  other  combustible  matter.  When  this  ar- 
rangement was  fully  completed,  Rebecca  for- 
cibly thrust  Rosa  without  the  pile.  "  Go,  my 
good  girl,"  said  the  excited  creature,  "you  are 
kind-hearted,  accomplished,  and  beautiful,  but 
you  are  not  worthy  to  share  fates  with  me  and 
Augustus.  Now,  my  love,  we  will  escape  in 
the  confusion,  when  the  fire  rages  most.'' 

"  I  cannot  suffer  it,**  said  her  cousin,  "  give 
me  that  candle — one  victim  is  enough — Re- 
becca,  I  command  you  to  cast  away  that  dagger 
*— it  is  unseemly  in  the  hands  of  a  woman." 

But  just  then  Rebecca  proved  herself  the 
daughter  of  her  father,  and  for  all  reply,  threw 
the  lighted  candle  into  the  combustible  heap 
before  her.     In  a   moment,  the  flames  arose. 
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barrier  at  the  top  of  the  staircase.  Everythibg 
stood  out  fearfully  distinct  in  a  vivid  red  light. 
The  confusion  was  horrible,  and  the  screams  of 
the  women  confounded  the  heads,  and  rent  the 
hearts,  of  the  men.  Near  the  burning  mass 
stood  Mr.  Underdown,  with  the  apparently 
lifeless  body  of  Rosa  in  his  arms,  most  pathe- 
tically addressing  Augustus  and  Rebecca,  to 
save  themselves  and  yield  to  those  whoivere 
^tationed  at  the  back  of  the  house,  as  that  ap» 
peared  the  only  method  of  safety. 

But  the  most  prominent  figure  on  the  to^ 
stair  was  Mr.  Rubasore,  attended  by  another 
magistrate,  with  the  proclamation  in  bis  hand, 
urging  the  men  to  rush  through  the  flames  and 
take  the  criminal  alive,  promising  to  double  the 
reward  offered  in  the  prodamatioo. 

By  this  time,  much  of  the  smoke  had  dis* 
persed,  but  the  wainscotting  of  the  passage, 
and  the  rafters  of  the  ceiling  above,  and  of  the 
floor  beneath,  burnt  fiercely;  and  behind  this 
transparent  group  of  fire,  stood  a  tall  figure. 
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dressc'd  in  the  womanly  costume  of  the  olden 
time,  bearing  in  his  right-hand,  pike-wise,  a 
large  bed-]X)st,  and  with  his  left  endeavouring 
to  wrench  that  unsheathed  dagger  from  a  young 
and  most  beautiful  female.  In  that  strange  light 
thrv  seemed  not  mortal. 

The  old  Commoilore  and  Captain  Oliphant 
were  at  the  top  of  the  stairs  in  an  instant.  The 
astonished  old  sailor  was,  for  one  single  instant, 
so  overcome,  that  he  was  only  able  to  shout 
forth,  "  Save  my  children  !"  And  then  his 
boiling  bosom  striving  for  vent,  instead  of  a 
monstrous  oatli,  he  roared  out,  "  XMroque^^ 

At  this  shout  the  obstinate  Rebecca  threw 
down  the  da^jiger,  and  flung  herself  into  the 
arms -of  Augustus,  crying,  "We  are  saved — 
I  hear  the  battle-cry  of  our  house — it  is  my 
father  !*• 

That  father,  catching  hold  of  Rubasore  with 
his  iron  hook,  hurled  him  backwards  down  the 
long  flight  of  marble  steps,  then  rushing  over 
the  burning  floor,  the  fine  old  sailor  caught  his 
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dear  Becky  in  bis  arms,  and,  followed  by  Au- 
gustus, repassed  in  safety  the  flames ;  and,  as 
he  rushed  down  the  staircase  with  his  burden^ 
no  one  thought  of  capturing  the  attending  Au- 
gustus; but  every  soul,  constables  and  Bow 
Street  officers  not  excepted,  took  off  their  hats, 
and  as  they  passed,  rent  the  very  roof  with 
their  huzzas. 

The  father  bore  his  daughter  into  the  nearest 
room  on  the  ground-floor.  How  fondly  she  clung 
to  him — how  rapturously  he  wept  over  her ! 
Captain  Oliphant  and  Mr.  Underdown  followed 
immediately  with  Rosa.  "  Here,  Underdown,^ 
said  the  Commodore,  ^^  take  this  order  from  the 
secretary  of  state,  and  show  it  to  the  magistrate 
and  thief-takers ;  clap  buckets  into  their  hands, 
and  bid  them  put  out  the  fire ;  man  all  the  pumps 
in  the  house,  and  let  them  pass  the  water  from 
hand  to  hand,  man-of-war  fashion,  from  the  moat 
in  the  ha-ha — Noll  will  take  care  of  that  beauty. 
My  ward,  I  presume.  Gus,  my  boy,  give  your 
old  uncle  a  buss ;  now  rub  the  taste  off  your  lips 
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upon  licbccca's.  Fine  goings  on,  hey  !  O  you 
sly  rogues — and  to  think  tlic  old  felhiw  didn't 
know  all  a\)out  it.  Why,  I  was  slaving  my 
heart  out  for  you,  yon  rogues.  Hoity,  toity — 
why,  liow's  this  ?  Mecky's  a  woman,  by  all  tliatV 
glorious,  and  a  glorious  woman  too !  I  left  her 
a  bonnv  ehild  tlircc  months  ago,  and  mark  vc 
me  now — there  she  stands—  Master  Augustus. 
Master  (ius,  clap  a  paul  on  the  capstan  ?'' 

"  Tlie  Earl  of  Osniondale,"  said  llebecca, 
smiling  through  her  tears. 

"  Earl  me  no  earls ;  was  he  not  my  nephew 
before  he  was  an  earl — an  earl  in  petticoats  and 
a  brocaded  farthingale — hum.  Noll,  lend  him 
a  suit  of  uniform." 

"  No,  dear  uncle ;  111  put  on  anything  but 
that." 

'*  I)ut,  my  dearest  father,  you  forget  that 
vour  house  is  on  fire." 

^*  Well,  suppose  I  do,  hussey ;  arn't  I  happy 
enough  to  forget  anything?  O  Becky,  I 
should  so  like  just  one  glass  of  cold  rum-and- 
water!" 
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The  fire  was  extinguiBfaed.  It  is  rime  to  cloae 
thifl  chapter;  explanatioDS  are  tedious  things, 
and  raptures  read  heavily.  Blissful  that  night 
were  the  slumbers  of  every  inmate  at  Trestle- 
tree  Hall. 


290 


THE   OLD    COMMODORE. 


CHAPTER   XIII. 

•*  To  the  reader  who  reads  me  to  praise. 
Farewell ;  and  God  prosper  his  days  ! 
To  the  reader  who  reads  me  to  blami^ 
Farewell ;  and  I  wish  him  the  same. 
Much  good  to  the  writer  will  fall, 
Will  readers  but  read  him  at  all." 

John  Dory's  Poems. 

Two  days  of  almost  unalloyed  happiness  fol- 
lowed. Augustus,  however,  spoke  much,  and 
thought  more,  of  his  mother,  and  a  great  deal 
was  stated  as  to  the  manner  in  which  his  being 
still  alive  should  be  broken  to  her.  The  old 
Commodore  pertinaciously  refused  to  allow  the 
young  Earl  to  depart,  insbting  that,  as  he 
had  preserved  him,  he  had  the  best  right  to 
keep  him.     However,  it  was  arranged  on  the 
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third  day,  that  Horace  UnderdowDj  who  had 
been  so  often  the  maker  and  the  messenger  of 
peace,  should  be  the  bearer  of  the  glad-tidings, 
and,  as  they  knew  that  he  would  act  with  the 
utmost  discretion,  they  all  thought  no  arrange- 
ment could  be  better.  This  mission  of  charity 
was  spared  him. 

Lady  Astell,  poor,  desolate  woman,  had  been 
in  a  pitiable  state  of  mind,  and,  under  the  mask 
of  piety,  in  an  incessant  rebellion  against  Pro- 
vidence. She,  every  month,  grew  more  gloomy 
and  more  ascetic,  conversing  with  none  but  her 
spiritual  advisers,  and  selecting  those  from  the 
most  severe,  and,  may  I  add,  without  incurring 
blame,  the  most  darkly  superstitious  of  the 
priesthood. 

But,  even  in  her  retreat,  the  news  of  her 
brother^s  glorious  victory  reached  her ;  and  a 
reverend  sectarian,  having  acquainted  her  that 
vanity  fair  was  held  daily  at  Trestletree  Hall, 
she  ordered  forth  her  funeral-like  equipage,  and 
proceeded,  as  she  deemed,  for  the  sake  of  his 
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as  before,  in  the  deepest  black,  and  the  white 
band  of  lawn  covering  her  forehead,  she  ad- 
vanced with  her  usual  stately  step  into  the 
centre  of  the  room,  and  fronted  the  old  Commo- 
dore, who  rose  from  his  chair  and  bowed  to  her 
solemnly.  Many  hearts  then  beat  tumultuously. 
She  spoke  not  until  she  had  taken  the  letter 
from  her  bosom.  In  doing  this,  her  looks  met 
those  of  Augustus,  from  whose  eyes  the  tears 
were  streaming  plenteously.  She  pressed  her 
hand  to  her  bosom,  and  uttered  a  sharp  cry, 
then  rubbing  her  eyes,  like  one  awaking  from 
a  dream,  she  shook  her  head  mournfully  and 
spoke. 

^^  I  am  here,  the  widow,  and  she  whom  you 
made  childless.'^ 

^'  Sister,  you  are  most  welcome^"  said  the 
Commodore,  gravely. 

"Here  is  my  warrant; — murderer  —  my 
child  r 

"  Agnes,  I  deprived  you  of  one — I  restore 
you  two  in  return.  Kneel  to  her,  my  children." 
What  is  this — who  is  this  youth?"    for 
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and  the  hearse-like  coach,  were  driven  full 
gallop  through  the  park,  all  the  way  to  Asteli 
House :  the  men  shouting  and  hallooing  like  so 
many  boys  broken  loose  from  school.  The 
coach,  and  black  horses,  and  liveries,  disap- 
peared, as  if  by  magic — they  were  never  again 
seen  in  the  county. 

Lady  Asteli^  from  a  room  to  which  she  had 
retired,  sent  a  sisterly  letter  to  the  old  Commo- 
dore, telling  him  that  she  intended  to  reside 
some  time  with  him.  She  did  not  make  her 
appearance  again  until  dinner-time ;  and  then, 
how  changed  !  She  was  dressed  in  pure  white, 
and  in  her  matronly  cap  she  wore  roses.  She 
entered  the  saloon,  supported,  on  either  side, 
by  her  son  and  her  niece.  Without  speaking 
one  single  word,  she  went  up  to  her  brother, 
and  embraced  hin,. 

What  more  shall  I  say  ?  Her  morbid  illu- 
sions were  dispelled.  She  was,  perhaps,  more 
supremely  happy  than  any  of  the  others^  great 
as   was  their   happiness.      After    dinner,    the 
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powder,  and  bidding  Rebecca  sweep  them  up 
into  the  palm  of  his  hand,  he  stepped  out  upon 
the  lawn,  and  scattered  them  to  the  winds. 

He  then  returned  to  his  pipe,  which  he  smoked 
out  with  the  sublimest  self-satisfaction. 

I  have  but  little  to  tell  of  the  after-life  of  this 
now  united  and  happy  family.  It  was  some 
days  before  Peter  Drivel  would  venture  into 
the  presence  of  the  old  Commodore.  At  last, 
his  master,  Captain  Oliphant,  compelled  him  to 
do  so,  and  that,  too,  when  all  the  family  was 
assembled,  and  a  large  party  also. 

The  moment  Sir  Octavius  saw  him,  he  pre- 
tended to  be  in  his  wonted  passion,  and  to  look 
round  for  something  to  fling  at  his  head. 

**  The  punning  rascal  I*'  he  roared  out,  ^*  and 
nothing  to  knock  him  down  with.'' 

Peter  made  for  the  door,  expecting  nothing 
less  than  the  poker  to  be  ringing  out  the  tune 
of  "  Down,  derry  down  "  upon  his  skull.  But 
his  master  prevented  his  escape,  whilst  the  old 
sailor,  making  a  pretence  of  not  being  able  to 
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find  anything  else,  plucked  forth  from  his 
waistcoat  pocket  a  purse  well  filled  with  gold, 
and  flung  it,  with  a  purposely  bad  aim,  to- 
wards him. 

"  Pick  it  up  !"  roared  Sir  Octavius. 

Peter  oboved  in  a  tremble. 

'^  Pocket  the  affront ;  and  beat  that  practical 
pun,  if  you  can,  you  grinning  varlet.** 

Peter  confessed  his  inability ;  and,  for  ever 
after,  was  very  assiduous  in  his  attendance  about 
the  baronet's  person. 

I  have  but  little  more  to  say  about  Peter, 
excepting  that  he  endeavoured  to  reduce  pun- 
ning to  a  system  ;  and,  not  having  very  much 
to  do,  he  took  Ainsworth's  English  Dictionary, 
and  compiled  every  possible  pun  that  could  be 
made  upon  every  word  in  it,  beginning  at  A 
and  ending  at  Z.  He  wished  to  publish  this, 
but  I  dissuaded  him  from  it ;  as  it  would  have 
been  the  means  of  starving  three  fourths  of  the 
wits  about  town.  However,  I  bought  it  myself, 
though,  upon  my  honour,  I  never  made  use  of 
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it;  but  if  any  small  author  is  about  to  dine 
outy  by  application  at  the  publisher's,  I  will 
allow  him  to  peruse  this  punning  dictionary,  at 
the  cheap  rate  of  a  guinea  an  hour — he  could 
not  lay  out  his  money  better.  Play-wrights 
may  enjoy  the  same  advantages,  at  double  the 
price.  N.  B.  No  maker  of  jest-books  need 
apply. 

I  have  lived  to  see  strange  revolutions.  M. 
Florentin  and  his  daughter  returned  to  France 
with  the  Bourbons ;  the  one  a  count,  and  the 
other  afterwards  became  a  princess.  They 
were  never  very  intimate  with  the  Earl  and 
Countess  of  Osmondale;  I  believe  it  was  not 
my  lord's  fault. 

Mr.  Rubasore  received  a  terrible  internal 
hurt  when  the  old  Commodore  hurled  him 
down  stairs.  He  brought  his  action,  both 
civilly  and  criminally.  In  the  civil  action,  he 
recovered  five  pounds  odd  shillings,  which  Sir 
Octavius  very  cheerfully  paid  ;  in  the  criminal 
action,    the   old    Commodore   was    fined    one 
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shilling,  whicli,  to  Rubasore^s  great  mortifica- 
tion, wi'Dt  to  the  king.  He  sold  his  place  in 
Hertfordshire ;  but,  finding  himself  getting 
worse,  and  neglected  by  everybody,  he  called 
jNIrs.  Dredgely  to  his  assistance,  who  soon  cajoled 
him,  weakened  as  he  was  in  mind  and  body, 
to  marry  her.  He  grew  worse  afterwards,  and 
as  she  had  vowed,  she  had  her  revenge ;  which 
actually  shortened  a  life  that  was  fast  drawing 
to  a  conclusion.  She  administered  to  him,  in 
some  mutton  broth,  the  fatal  one  pound  note, 
over  which  she  had  sworn  her  revenge,  and 
then  told  him  of  it.  He  is  gone.  I  bear  his 
memory  no  malice,  though  he  called  me  fool, 
driveller,  and  pensioner ;  and  I  trust  that  the 
Great  Judge  of  all  will  try  him  by  himself. 
Truly,  nature  had  not  given  him  much,  where- 
withal to  fructify  into  goodness. 

In  due  course  of  time,  the  Earl  of  Osmon- 
dalc  married  the  heiress  of  Trestletree  Hall; 
and  Captain  Oliphant  the  mistress  of  Jaspar 
Hall.   I  can  say  no  more  about  it  than  that  they 
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could  scarcely  be  happier;  for  they  had  fine 
children— some  of  whom  are  now  grown  up — 
and  the  ladies  always  ruled  their  hus- 
bands. 

The  Commodore  served  again  and  again,  and 
always  with  credit ;  and,  at  last,  died  at  a  great 
age,  an  admiral  of  the  red.  He  was  latterly, 
notwithstanding  his  virtues,  not  very  popular 
with  some  people  in  authority,  for  he  persisted 
in  making  his  ships  the  best  manned  in  the  fleet, 
by  a  steady  perseverance  in  working  upon  the 
crew's  good  principles,  and,  by  kindness,  keep- 
ing their  bad  ones  as  dormant  as  possible. 
What  a  general  reproach  was  this  to  many  other 
people ! 

Albeit,  the  admiral  spoiled  one  man,  and  that 
was  Daniel  O'SuUivan.  He  was  the  constant 
loiterer  about  the  Hall;  disdaining  to  work, 
making  all  the  men  jealous  and  all  the  women 
pert,  and  of  no  earthly  use,  excepting  building 
little  ships,  and  sticking  commodores'  broad 
pennants  upon  them.     He  was  a  most  abomi- 
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nable,  and  not-to-be-restricted  liar.  Towards 
the  close  of  his  life,  Sir  Octavius  was  himself 
rather  given  to  excess  of  amplification,  more  par- 
ticularly after  dinner  at  a  large  party. 

He  was  terribly  prone  to  fight  M.  Fresnoy 
and  La  Alagnifique  at  every  jovial  sitting.  At 
first,  and  for  a  year  or  two  after  the  event,  he 
was  content  with  only  having  ordered  Dan  to 
put  the  admiral  in  his  own  locker;  then.  Sir 
Octavius  did  it  with  his  own  hand ;  and,  in  a 
year  more,  he  had,  with  that  single  hand,  not 
only  locked  up  the  admiral,  but  also  his  captain 
of  the  fleet.  When  this  part  of  the  story  was 
arrived  at,  O^Sullivan  was  always  sent  for  to 
vouch  for  the  accuracy  of  the  statement  What 
a  roan  he  was  for  vouching  ! 

As  it  often  happens,  Sir  Octavius  at  last  did 
not  know  what  were  the  real  facts.  Latterly, 
his  story  ran  that  he  had  put  the  admiral  and 
fifteen  of  the  oflicers  in  the  ship^s  coppers ;  and 
then,  as  Peter  Drivel  said,  the  Commodore 
usually  made  a  mess  of  it. 
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The  glorious  old  man  has  now  gone  down — 
honoured,  loved,  and  mourned — to  his  grave. 
In  the  midst  of  his  grandchildren,  his  last  years 
were  supremely  blest.  He  is  now  in  heaven  ! — 
methinks  it  would  be  impiety  to  judge  otherwise. 
His  vast  estates  went  to  his  son-in-law,  wlio 
makes  a  noble  use  of  his  inherited  and  acquired 
wealth.  Lady  Astell  and  Miss  Matilda  are  no 
longer  among  the  happy  on  earth ;  they  faded 
from  mortality,  like  fragrant  lights  sending  up 
their  incense  above.  I  am  almost  aloqe.  Un- 
derdown,  the  meek,  the  good,  and  the  kind,  is 
still  spared  to  me.  Have  I  not  then,  considering 
all  things,  enough  of  happiness  ? 
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My  task  is  finished.  My  eventful  tale  is  told. 
Upon  looking  back  upon  it,  I  am  not  dissatis- 
fied. No  doubt  but  that  the  faults  are  numerous, 
but  /  have  not  been  able  to  discover  many  of 
them.  Those  that  have,  may  they  cover  them 
with  the  mantle  of  my  good  intentions.  I  know 
that  my  dates  are  incorrect ;  but  an  anachro- 
nism does  not  necessarily  destroy  a  fact.  This 
confusion  of  dates  I  endeavoured  to  rectify ; 
I  compared  documents,  I  consulted  authorities, 
I  talked  with  my  principal  characters  that  were 
then  living,  with  the  almanack  compiled  by 
Thomas  Moore,  gentleman  and  physician,  in  my 
hand ;  and,  when  my  task  was  done,  my  dates 
were  no  less  confused  than  before,  and  my  mind 
much  more  so.  What,  in  such  complicated 
matters,  can  be  expected  at  my  years?  There 
is  one  date  that  I  shall  never  read,  accurate  as 
it  will  be — too  soon  will  it  be  cut  deeply  in  the 
stone;  but  this  is  prosing  in  the  very  over. 
flowing  of  senility — the  pouring  out  the  dregs 
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of  the  wine-cup,  drop  by  drop,  when  the  wine 
is  gone,  and  the  cup  echoeth  with  emptiness. 

I  came  to  write  this  tale  thus: 

As  we  approach  nearer  and  more  near  to  the 
other  and  better  world,  glimpses  of  it  break  in 
upon  us ;  in  those  awful  visitings,  a  spirituali- 
zation  purifies  the  soul,  and  we  see  darkly  the 
images  of  great  truths.  It  was  not  until  the 
sun  of  immortality,  which,  though  yet  far  below 
the  horizon,  had  gilded  with  its  blessed  twilight 
the  clouds  of  this  my  mortal  world,  that  I  dis- 
covered, by  its  faint  emanations,  what  I  consider 
to  be  a  moral  truth. 

On  this  I  pondered  for  days  and  nights,  and 
months  and  years;  and,  with  reflection  came 
memory,  who  ofiered  me  up  her,  till  then, 
neglected  treasures.  They  bore  out  my  hypo- 
thesis ;  and  I  wrote  this  true  history  of  some 
passages  in  the  life  of  the  old  Commodore. 

If  any  think  that  I,  the  aged  mariner,  wrote 
these  volumes  through  a  more  than  usual 
degree  of  vanity  or  love  of  lucre^   I  forgive 
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them,  and  tell  them  that  I  compiled  them  for  a 
nobler  purpose — to  teach  us  how  to  reform 
ourselves  and  to  amend  others,  by  working  with 
the  good  that  is  within  us  and  not  the  evil — 
to  smother,  to  crush,  all  that  is  bad  in  our 
natures  by  kindness,  benevolence,  and  a  never- 
tiring  forbearance — to  give  it  no  room,  not  only 
to  fructify,  but  even  to  show  itself.  In  the 
very  worst,  what  magnificent  capabilities  of 
improvement  do  there  not  exist  ?  In  this,  how 
superior  are  we  to  the  angels!  They  are  perfect 
in  their  natures — their  limits  are  fixed ;  but  wo. 
worms  as  we  are  below,  what  may  we  not  be- 
come above! 

Let  us  no  more  work  with  the  evil  in  our 
natures — by  fear,  by  false  shame,  by  physical 
torture.  The  man  who  wantonly  excites  fear  in 
another,  is  a  meaner  creature  than  the  coward 
himself. 

Until  great  and  unlooked-for  kindness  entered 
upon  the  heart  of  the  old  Commodore,  what  a 
sad  picture  of  perverted  humanity  he  showed 
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himself !  Kindness  reformed  him,  and  he,  with 
kindness,  reformed  others;  but  it  is  in  early 
youth  that  we  must  try  this  principle — never  to 
punish  by  torture  of  mind  or  body. 

I  had  thought,  before  I  died,  of  making  a 
large  book  of  ethics  upon  this  non-exasperating 
system,  only  my  good  Underdown  has  almost 
persuaded  me  that  my  talent  does  not  lie  that 
way ;  thus  I  have  composed  something  very  like 
a  novel,  in  which  I  wish  to  show  the  ineffable 
beauty  of  striving  to  be  true  Christians,  not  in 
profession  but  in  practice,  and  to  inculcate  the 
divine  maxim  of  doing  as  we  would  that 

OTHERS  SHOULD  DO  UNTO  OURSELVES. 


THE  END. 
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